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PARENTS AND CHILDREN 

TRAILING CLOUDS OF GLORY 

C HILDHOOD is a stage in the process of that con- 
tinual remanufacture of the Life Stuff by which the 
human race is perpetuated. The Life Force either 
will not or cannot achieve immortality except in very low 
organisms: indeed it is by no means ascertained that even 
the amoeba is immortal. Human beings visibly wear out, 
though they last longer than their friends the dogs. Turtles, 
parrots, and elephants are believed to be capable of outliving 
the memory of the oldest human inhabitant. But the fact 
that new ones are born conclusively proves that they are not 
immortal. Do away with death and you do away with the 
need for birth: in fact if you went on breeding, you would 
finally have to kill old people to make room for young ones. 

Now death is not necessarily a failure of energy on the 
part of the Life Force. People with no imagination try to 
make things which will last for ever, and even want to live 
for ever themselves. But the intelligently imaginative man 
knows very well that it is waste of labor to make a machine 
that will last ten years, because it will probably be super- 
seded in half that time by an improved machine answering 
the same purpose. He also knows that if some devil were to 
convince us that our dream of personal immortality is no 
dream but a hard fact, such a shriek of despair would go up 
from the human race as no other conceivable horror could 
provoke. With all our perverse nonsense as to John Smith 
living for a thousand million eons and for ever after, we die 
voluntarily, knowing that it is time for us to be scrapped, to 
be remanufactured, to come back, as Wordsworth divined, 
trailing ever brightening clouds of glory. We must all be 
bora again, and yet again and again. We should like to live 
a little longer just as we should like £50: that is, we should 
take it if we could get it for nothing; but that sort of idle 
liking is not will. It is amazing— considering the way we 
talk — how little a man will do to get £50: all the £jo notes 
I have ever known of have been more easily earned than a 
laborious sixpence; but the difficulty of inducing a man to 
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PARENTS AND CHILDREN 
make any serious effort to obtain £50 is nothing to the diffi- 
culty of inducing him to make a serious effort to keep alive. 
The moment he sees death approach, he gets into bed and 
sends for a doctor. He knows very well at the back of his 
conscience that he is rather a poor job and had better be re- 
manufactured. He knows that his death will make room for 
a birth ; and he hopes that it will be a birth of something that 
he aspired to be and fell short of. He knows that it is through 
death and rebirth that this corruptible shall become incor- 
ruptible, and this mortal put on immortality. Practise as you 
will on his ignorance, his fears, and his imagination with 
bribes of paradises and threats of hells, there is only one 
belief that can rob death of its sting and the grave of its vic- 
tory; and that is the belief that we can lay down the burden 
of our wretched little makeshift individualities for ever at 
each lift towards the goal of evolution, which can only he a 
being that cannot be improved upon. After all, what man is 
capable of the insane self-conceit of believing that an eter- 
nity of himself would be tolerable even to himself? Those 
who try to believe it postulate that they shall be made per- 
fect first. But if you make me perfect I shall no longer be 
myself, nor will it be possible for me to conceive my present 
imperfections (and what I cannot conceive I cannot remem- 
ber); so that you may just as well give me a new name and 
face the fact that I am a new person and that the old Bernard 
Shaw is as dead as mutton. Thus, oddly enough, the con- 
ventional belief in the matter comes to this: that if you wish 
to live for ever you must be wicked enough to be irretriev- 
ably damned, since the saved are no longer what they were, 
and in hell alone do people retain their sinful nature: that 
is to say, their individuality. And this sort of hell, however 
convenient as a means of intimidating persons who have 
practically no honor and no conscience, is not a fact. Death 
is for many of us the gate of hell; but we are inside on the 
way out, not outside on the way in. Therefore let us give up 
telling one another idle stories, and rejoice in death as we 
rejoice in birth; for without death we cannot be born again; 
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and the man who does not wish to be born again and bom 
better is fit only to represent the City of London in Parlia- 
ment, or perhaps the university of Oxford. 

THE CHILD IS FATHER TO THE MAN 
Is he? Then in the name of common sense why do we 
always treat children on the assumption that the man is 
father to the child? Oh, these fathers! And we are not con- 
tent with fathers: we must have godfathers, forgetting that 
the child is godfather to the man. Has it ever struck you as 
curious that in a country where the first article of belief is 
that every child is born with a godfather whom we all call 
“our father which art in heaven,” two very limited in- 
dividual mortals should be allowed to appear at its baptism 
and explain that they are its godparents, and that they will 
look after its salvation until it is no longer a child, I had a 
godmother who made herself responsible in this way for 
me. She presented me with a Bible with a gilt clasp and 
edges, larger than the Bibles similarly presented to my 
sisters, because my sex entitled me to a heavier article. I 
must have seen that lady at least four times in the twenty 
years following. She never alluded to my salvation in any 
way. People occasionally ask me to act as godfather to their 
children with a levity which convinces me that they have 
not the faintest notion that it involves anything more than 
calling the helpless child George Bernard without regard to 
the possibility that it may grow up in the liveliest abhor- 
rence of my notions. 

A person with a turn for logic might argue that if God 
is the Father of all men, and if the child is father to the man, 
it follows that the true representative of God at the chris- 
tening is the child itself. But such posers are unpopular, be- 
cause they imply that our little customs, or, as we often call 
them, our religion, mean something, or must originally 
have meant something, and that we understand and believe 
that something. 

However, my business is not to make confusion worse 
confounded, but to clear it up. Only, it is as well to begin by 
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parents and children 

a sample of current thought and practice which shews that 
on the subject of children we are very deeply confused. On 
the whole, whatever our theory or no theory may be, our 
practice is to treat the child as the property of its immediate 
physical parents, and to allow them to do what they like with 
it as far as it will let them. It has no rights and no liberties: 
in short, its condition is that which adults recognize as the 
most miserable and dangerous politically possible for them- 
selves: namely, the condition of slavery. For its alleviation 
we trust to the natural affection of the parties, and to public 
opinion. A father cannot for his own credit let his son go in 
rags, Also, in a very large section of the population, parents 
finally become dependent on their children. Thus there are 
checks on child slavery which do not exist, or are less power- 
ful, in the case of manual and industrial slavery. Sensation- 
ally bad cases fall into two classes, which are really the same 
class: namely, the children whose parents arc excessively 
addicted to the sensual luxury of petting children, and the 
children whose parents are excessively addicted to the 
sensual luxury of physically torturing them. There is a 
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children which has 
effectually made an end of our belief that mothers are any 
more to be trusted than stepmothers, or fathers than slave- 
drivers. And there is a growing body of law designed to pre- 
vent parents from using their children ruthlessly to make 
money for the household. Such legislation has always been 
furiously resisted by the parents, even when the horrors of 
factory slavery were at their worst; and the extension of 
such legislation at present would be impossible if it were 
not that the parents affected by it cannot control a majority 
of votes in Parliament. In domestic life a great deal of ser- 
vice is done by children, the girls acting as nursemaids and 
general servants, and the lads as errand boys. In the country 
both boys and girls do a substantial share of farm labor. 
This is why it is necessary to coerce poor parents to send 
their children to school, though in the relatively small class 
which keeps plenty of servants it is impossible to induce 
6 



PARENTS AND CHILDREN 
parents to keep their children at home instead of paying 
schoolmasters to take them off their hands. 

It appears then that the bond of affection between 
parents and children does not save children from the slavery 
that denial of rights involves in adult political relations. It 
sometimes intensifies it, sometimes mitigates it; but on the 
whole children and parents confront one another as two 
classes in which all the political power is on one side; and 
the results are not at all unlike what they would be if there 
were no immediate consanguinity between them, and one 
were white and the other black, or one enfranchised and the 
other disenfranchised, or one ranked as gentle and the other 
simple. Not that Nature counts for nothing in the case and 
political rights for everything. But a denial of political 
rights, and the resultant delivery of one class into the mas- 
tery of another, affects their relations so extensively and 
profoundly that it is impossible to ascertain what the real 
natural relations of the two classes are until this political 
relation is abolished. 

WHAT IS A CHILD? 

An experiment. A fresh attempt to produce the just man 
made perfect: that is, to make humanity divine. And you 
will vitiate the experiment if you make the slightest attempt 
to abort it into some fancy figure of your own: for example, 
your notion of a good man or a womanly woman. If you 
treat it as a little wild beast to be tamed, or as a pet to be 
played with, or even as a means to save you trouble and to 
make money fcr you (and these are our commonest ways), 
it may fight its way through in spite of you and save its soul 
alive; for all its instincts will resist you, and possibly be 
strengthened in the resistance; but if you begin with its own 
holiest aspirations, and suborn them for your own purposes, 
then there is hardly any limit to the mischief you may do. 
Swear at a child, throw your boots at it, send it flying from 
the room with a cuff or a kick; and the experience will be as 
instructive to the child as a difficulty with a short-tempered 
dog or a bull. Francis Place tells us that his father always 
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struck his children when he found one within his reach. The 
effect on the young Places seems to have been simply to 
make them keep out of their father’s way, which was no 
doubt what he desired, as far as he desired anything at all. 
Francis records the habit without bitterness, having reason 
to thank his stars that his father respected the inside of his 
head whilst cuffing the outside of it; and this made it easy 
for Francis to do yeoman’s service to his country as that 
rare and admirable thing, a Freethinker: the only sort of 
thinker, I may remark, whose thoughts, and consequently 
whose religious convictions, command any respect. 

Now Mr Place, senior, would be described by many as a 
bad father; and I do not contend that he was a conspicuously 
good one. But as compared with the conventional good 
father who deliberately imposes himself on his son as a god; 
who takes advantage of childish credulity and parent wor- 
ship to persuade his son that what he approves of is right 
and. what he disapproves of is wrong; who imposes a corre- 
sponding conduct on the child by a system of prohibitions 
and penalties, rewards and eulogies, for which he claims 
divine sanction: compared to this sort of abortionist and 
monster maker, I say, Place appears almost as a Providence. 
Not that it is possible to live with children any more than 
with grown-up people without imposing rules of conduct 
on them. There is a point at which every person with human 
nerves has to say to a child “Stop that noise,” But suppose 
the child asks why! There are various answers in use. The 
simplest: “Because it irritates me,” may fail; for it may 
strike the child as being rather amusing to irritate you; also 
the child, having comparatively no nerves, may be unable 
to conceive your meaning vividly enough. In any case it may 
want to make a noise more than to spare your feelings. You 
may therefore have to explain that the effect of the irritation 
will be that you will do something unpleasant if the noise 
continues. The something unpleasant may be only a look of 
suffering to rouse the child’s affectionate sympathy (if it has 
any) , or it may run to forcible expulsion from the room with 
8 
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plenty of unnecessary violence; but the principle is the 
same: there are no false pretences involved: the child learns 
in a straightforward way that it does not pay to be incon- 
siderate. Also, perhaps, that Mamma, who made the child 
learn the Sermon on the Mount, is not really a Christian. 

THE SIN OF NADAB AND ABIHU 
But there is another sort of answer in wide use which is 
neither straightforward, instructive, nor harmless. In its 
simplest form it substitutes for “Stop that noise," “Dont be 
naughty,” which means that the child, instead of annoying 
you by a perfectly healthy and natural infantile procedure, 
is offending God. This is a blasphemous lie; and the fact 
that it is on the lips of every nurserymaid does not excuse it 
in the least. Dickens tells us of a nurserymaid who elabor- 
ated it into “If you do that, angels wont never love you.” I 
remember a servant who used to tell me that if I were not 
good, by which she meant if I did not behave with a single 
eye to her personal convenience, the cock would come down 
the chimney. Less imaginative but equally dishonest people 
told me I should go to hell if I did not make myself agreeable 
to them. Bodily violence, provided it be the hasty expression 
of normal provoked resentment and not vicious cruelty, 
cannot harm a child as this sort of pious fraud harms it. 
There is a legal limit to physical cruelty; and there are also 
human limits to it. There is an active Society which brings 
to book a good many parents who starve and torture and 
overwork their children, and intimidates a good many more. 
When parents of this type are caught, they are treated as 
criminals; and not infrequently the police have some trouble 
to save them from being lynched. The people against whom 
children are wholly unprotected are those who devote 
themselves to the very mischievous and cruel sort of abor- 
tion which is called bringing up a child in the way it should 
go. Now nobody knows the way a child should go. All the 
ways discovered so far lead to the horrors of our existing 
civilizations, described quite justifiably by Ruskin as heaps 
of agonizing human maggots, struggling with one another 
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for scraps of food. Pious fraud is an attempt to pervert that 
divine mystery called the child’s conscience into an in- 
strument of our own convenience, and to use that wonder- 
ful and terrible power called Shame to grind our own axe. 
It is the sin of stealing fire from the altar: a sin so impudently 
practised by popes, parents, and pedagogues, that one can 
hardly expect the nurserymaids to see any harm in stealing 
a few cinders when they are worrited. 

Into the blackest depths of this violation of children’s 
souls one can hardly bear to look; for here we find pious 
fraud masking the violation of the body by obscene cruelty. 
Any parent or school teacher who takes a secret and abomin- 
able delight in torture is allowed to lay traps into which 
every child must fall, and then beat it to his or her heart’s 
content. A gentleman once wrote to me and said, with an 
obvious conviction that he was being most reasonable and 
high-minded, that the only thing he beat his children for 
was failure in perfect obedience and perfect truthfulness. 
On these virtues, he said, he must insist. As one of them 
is not a virtue at all, and the other is the attribute of a god, 
one can imagine what the lives of this gentleman’s children 
would have been if it had been possible for him to live down 
to his monstrous and foolish pretensions. And yet he might 
have written his letter to The Times (he very nearly did, by 
the way) without incurring any danger of being removed to 
an asylum, or even losing his reputation for taking a very 
proper view of his parental duties. And at least it was not a 
trivial view, nor an ill meant one. It was much more respect- 
able than the general consensus of opinion that if a school 
teacher can devise a question a child cannot answer, or over- 
hear it calling omega omeega, he or she may beat the child 
viciously. Only, the cruelty must be whitewashed by a moral 
excuse, and a pretence of reluctance. It must be for the 
child’s good. The assailant must say “This hurts me more 
than it hurts you." There must be hypocrisy as well as 
cruelty. The injury to the child would be for less if the volup- 
tuary said frankly' “I beat you because I like beating you; 
io 
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and I shall do it whenever I can contrive an excuse for it.” 
But to represent this detestable lust to the child as Divine 
wrath, and the cruelty as the beneficent act of God, which 
is exactly what all our doggers do, is to add to the torture of 
the body, out of which the flogger at least gets some pleas- 
ure, the maiming and blinding of the child’s soul, which can 
bring nothing but horror to anyone. 

THE MANUFACTURE OF MONSTERS 
This industry is by no means peculiar to China. The 
Chinese (they say) make physical monsters. We revile them 
for it and proceed to make moral monsters of our own 
children. The most excusable parents are those who try to 
correct their own faults in their offspring. The parent who 
says to his child: "I am one of the successes of the Almighty: 
therefore imitate me in every particular or I will have the 
skin off your back” (a quite common attitude) is a much 
more absurd figure than the man who, with a pipe in his 
mouth, thrashes his boy for smoking. If you must hold 
yourself up to your children as an object lesson (which is 
not at all necessary), hold yourself up as a warning and not 
as an example. But you had much better let the child’s 
character alone. If you once allow yourself to regard a child 
as so much material for you to manufacture into any shape 
that happens to suit your fancy you are defeating the experi- 
ment of the Life Force. You are assuming that the child 
does not know its own business, and that you do. In this you 
are sure to be wrong: the child feels the drive of the Life 
Force (often called the Will of God) ; and you cannot feel it 
for him. Handel's parents no doubt thought they knew 
better than their child when they tried to prevent his be- 
coming a musician. They would have been equally wrong 
and equally unsuccessful if they had tried to prevent the 
child becoming a great rascal had its genius lain in that 
direction. Handel would have been Handel, and Napoleon 
and Peter of Russia themselves in spite of all the parents in 
creation, because, as often happens, they were stronger 
than their parents. But this does not happen always. Most 
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for scraps of food. Pious fraud is an attempt to pervert that 
divine mystery called the child’s conscience into an in- 
strument of our own convenience, and to use that wonder- 
ful and terrible power called Shame to grind our own axe. 
It is the sin of stealing fire from the altar: a sin so impudently 
practised by popes, parents, and pedagogues, that one can 
hardly expect the nurserymaids to see any harm in stealing 
a few cinders when they are worrited. 

Into the blackest depths of this violation of children’s 
souls one can hardly bear to look; for here we find pious 
fraud masking the violation of the body by obscene cruelty. 
Any parent or school teacher who takes a secret and abomin- 
able delight in torture is allowed to lay traps into which 
every child must fall, and then beat it to his or her heart’s 
content. A gentleman once wrote to me and said, with an 
obvious conviction that he was being most reasonable and 
high-minded, that the only thing he beat his children for 
was failure in perfect obedience and perfect truthfulness. 
On these virtues, he said, he must insist. As one of them 
is not a virtue at all, and the other is the attribute of a god, 
one can imagine what the lives of this gentleman’s children 
would have been if it had been possible for him to live down 
to his monstrous and foolish pretensions. And yet he might 
have written his letter to The Times (he very nearly did, by 
the way) without incurriug any danger of being removed to 
an asylum, or even losing his reputation for taking a very 
proper view of his parental duties. And at least it was not a 
trivial view, nor an ill meant one. It was much more respect- 
able than the general consensus of opinion that if a school 
teacher can devise a question a child cannot answer, or over- 
hear it calling omega omeega, he or she may beat the child 
viciously. Only, the cruelty must be whitewashed by a moral 
excuse, and a pretence of reluctance. It must be for the 
child's good. The assailant must say “This hurts me more 
than it hurts you.” There must be hypocrisy as well as 
cruelty. The injury to the child would be far less if the volup- 
tuary said frankly "! beat you because I like beating you; 
io 



PARENTS AND CHILDREN 
and I shall do it whenever I can contrive an excuse for it.” 
But to represent this detestable lust to the child as Divine 
wrath, and the cruelty as the beneficent act of God, which 
is exactly what all our floggers do, is to add to the torture of 
the body, out of which the flogger at least gets some pleas- 
ure, the maiming and blinding of the child’s soul, which can 
bring nothing but horror to anyone. 

THE MANUFACTURE OF MONSTERS 
This industry is by no means peculiar to China. The 
Chinese (they say) make physical monsters. We revile them 
for it and proceed to make moral monsters of our own 
children. The most excusable parents are those who try to 
correct their own faults in their offspring. The parent who 
says to his child: “I am one of the successes of the Almighty: 
therefore imitate me in every particular or I will have the 
skin off your back” (a quite common attitude) is a much 
more absurd figure than the man who, with a pipe in his 
mouth, thrashes his boy for smoking. If you must hold 
yourself up to your children as an object lesson (which is 
not at all necessary), hold yourself up as a warning and not 
as an example. But you had much better let the child’s 
character alone. If you once allow yourself to regard a child 
as so much material for you to manufacture into any shape 
that happens to suit your fancy you are defeating the experi- 
ment of the Life Force. You are assuming that the child 
does not know its own business, and that you do. In this you 
are sure to be wrong: the child feels the drive of the Life 
Force (often called the Will of God); and you cannot feel it 
for him. Handel’s parents no doubt thought they knew 
better than their child when they tried to prevent his be- 
coming a musician. They would have been equally wrong 
and equally unsuccessful if they had tried to prevent the 
child becoming a great rascal had its genius Iain in that 
direction. Handel would have been Handel, and Napoleon 
and Peter of Russia /Aewselves in spite of all the parents in 
creation, because, as often happens, they were stronger 
than their parents. But this does not happen always. Most 

ii 



PARENTS AND CHILDREN 
;n can be, and many are, hopelessly warped and 
i by parents who are ignorant and silly enough to sup- 
.hat they know what a human being ought to be, and 
stick at nothing in their determination to force their 
dren into their moulds. Every child has a right to its 
m bent. It has a right to be a Plymouth Brother though its 
arents be convinced atheists. It has a right to dislike its 
lother or father or sister or brother or uncle or aunt if they 
.re antipathetic to it. It has a right to find its own way and 
;o its own way, whether that way seems wise or foolish to 
others, exactly as an adult has. It has a right to privacy as 
to its own doings and its own affairs as much as if it were its 
own father. 

SMALL AND LARGE FAMILIES 

These rights have now become more important than they 
used to be, because the modern practice of limiting families 
enables them to be more effectually violated. In a family 
of ten, eight, six, or even four children, the rights of the 
younger ones to a great extent take care of themselves and of 
the rights of the elder ones too. Two adult parents, in spite 
of a house to keep and an income to earn, can still interfere 
to a disastrous extent with the rights and liberties of one 
child. But by the time a fourth child has arrived, they are not 
only outnumbered two to one, but are getting tired of the 
thankless and mischievous job of bringing up their children 
in the way they think they should go. The old observation 
that members of large families get on in the world holds 
good because in large families it is impossible for each child 
to receive what schoolmasters call “individual attention.” 
The children may receive a good deal of individual attention 
from one another in the shape of outspoken reproach, ruth- 
less ridicule, and violent resistance to their attempts at 
aggression; but the parental despots are compelled by the 
multitude of their subjects to resort to political rather than 
personal rule, and to spread their attempts at moral monster- 
making over so many children, that each child has enough 
freedom, and enough sport in the prophylactic process of 
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laughing at its elders behind their backs, to escape with 
much less damage than the single child. In a large school the 
system may be bad; but the personal influence of the head 
master has to be exerted, when it is exerted at all, in a pub- 
lic way, because he has little more power of working on the 
affections of the individual scholar in the intimate way that, 
for example, the mother of a single child can, than the prime 
minister has of working on the affections of any individual 
voter. 

CHILDREN AS NUISANCES 
Experienced parents, when children’s rights are preached 
to them, very naturally ask whether children are to be allowed 
to do what they like. The best reply is to ask whether adults 
are to be allowed to do what they like. The two cases are the 
same. The adult who is nasty is not allowed to do what he 
likes : neither can the child who likes to be nasty. There is no 
difference in principle between the rights of a child and 
those of an adult: the difference in their cases is one of cir- 
cumstance. An adult is not supposed to be punished except 
by process of law; nor, when he is so punished, is the person 
whom he has injured allowed to act as judge, jury, and exe- 
cutioner. It is true that employers do act in this way every 
day to their workpeople; but this is not a justified and in- 
tended part of the situation: it is an abuse of Capitalism 
which nobody defends in principle. As between child and 
parent or nurse it is not argued about because it is inevitable. 
You cannot hold an impartial judicial inquiry every time a 
child misbehaves itself. To allow the child to misbehave 
without instantly making it unpleasantly conscious of the 
fact would be to spoil it. The adult has therefore to take 
action of some sort with nothing but his conscience to shield 
the child from injustice or unkindness. The action may be a 
torrent of scolding culminating in a furious smack causing 
terror and pain, or it may be a remonstrance causing re- 
morse, or it may be a sarcasm causing shame and humilia- 
tion, or it may be a sermon causing the child to believe that 
it is a little reprobate on the road to hell. The child has no 
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defence in any case except the kindness and conscience of 
the adult; and the adult had better not forget this; for it 
involves a heavy responsibility. 

And now comes our difficulty. The responsibility, being 
so heavy, cannot be discharged by persons of feeble char- 
acter or intelligence. And yet people of high character and 
intelligence cannot be plagued with the care of children. A 
child is a restless, noisy little animal, with an insatiable 
appetite for knowledge, and consequently a maddening per- 
sistence in asking questions. If the child is to remain in the 
room with a highly intelligent and sensitive adult, it must 
be told, and if necessary forced, to sit still and not speak, 
which is injurious to its health, unnatural, unjust, and there- 
fore cruel and selfish beyond toleration. Consequently the 
highly intelligent and sensitive adult hands the child over to 
a nurserymaid who has no nerves and can therefore stand 
more noise, but who has also no scruples, and may there- 
fore be very bad company for the child. 

Here we have come to the central fact of the question: a 
fact nobody avows, which is yet the true explanation of the 
monstrous system of child imprisonment and torture which 
we disguise under such hypocrisies as education, training, 
formation of character and the rest of it. This fact is simply 
that a child is a nuisance to a grown-up person. What is 
more, the nuisance becomes more and more intolerable as 
the grown-up person becomes more cultivated, more sensi- 
tive, and more deeply engaged in the highest methods of 
adult work. The child at play is noisy and ought to be noisy: 
Sir Isaac Newton at work is quiet and ought to be quiet. 
And the child should spend most of its time at play, whilst 
the adult should spend most of his time at work. I am not 
now writing on behalf of persons who coddle themselves 
into a ridiculous condition of nervous feebleness, and at last 
imagine themselves unable to work under conditions of 
bustle which to healthy people are cheerful and stimulating. 
I am sure that if people had to choose between living where 
the noise of children never stopped and where it was never 
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heard, all the goodnatured and sound people would prefer 
the incessant noise to the incessant silence. But that choice 
is not thrust upon us by the nature of things. There is no 
reason why children and adults should not see just as much 
of one another as is good for them, no more and no less. 
Even at present you are not compelled to choose between 
sending your child to a boarding school (which means get- 
ting rid of it altogether on more or less hypocritical pre- 
tences) and keeping it continually at home. Most working 
folk today either send their children to day schools or turn 
them out of doors. This solves the problem for the parents. 
It does not solve it for the children, any more than the 
tethering of a goat in a field or the chasing of an unlicensed 
dog into the streets solves it for the goat or the dog; but it 
shews that in no class are people willing to endure the society 
of their children, and consequently that it is an error to be- 
lieve that the family provides children with edifying adult 
society, or that the family is a social unit. The family is in 
that, as in so many other respects, a humbug. Old people 
and young people cannot walk at the same pace wi thout dis- 
tress and final loss of health to one of the parties. When they 
are sitting indoors they cannot endure the same degrees of 
temperature and the same supplies of fresh air. Even if the 
main factors of noise, restlessness, and inquisitiveness are 
left out of account, children can stand with indifference 
sights, sounds, smells, and disorders that would make an 
adult of fifty utterly miserable; whilst on the other hand 
such adults find a tranquil happiness in conditions which to 
children mean unspeakable boredom. And since our system 
is nevertheless to pack them all into the same house and 
pretend that they are happy, and that this particular sort of 
happiness is the foundation of virtue, it is found that in dis- 
cussing family life we never speak of actual adults or actual 
children, or of realities of any sort, but always of ideals such 
as The Home, a Mother’s Influence, a Father’s Care, Filial 
Piety, Duty, Affection, Family Life, etc. etc., which are no 
doubt very comforting phrases, but which beg the question 
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of what a home and a mother’s influence and a father’s care 
and so forth really come to in practice. How many hours a 
week of the time when his children are out of bed does the 
ordinary bread-winning father spend in the company of his 
children or even in the same building with them ? The home 
may be a thieves’ kitchen, the mother a procuress, the father 
a violent drunkard; or the mother and father may be fashion- 
able people who see their children three or four times a year 
during the holidays, and then not oftener than they can 
help, living meanwhile in daily and intimate contact with 
their valets and lady’s-maids, whose influence and care are 
often dominant in the household. Affection, as distinguished 
from simple kindliness, may or may not exist: when it does 
it either depends on qualities in the parties that would pro- 
duce it equally if they were of no kin to one another, or it is a 
more or less morbid survival of the nursing passion; for 
affection between adults (if they are really adult in mind and 
not merely grown-up children) and creatures so relatively 
selfish and cruel as children necessarily are without know- 
ing it or meaning it, cannot be called natural: in fact the 
evidence shews that it is easier to love the company of a dog 
than of a commonplace child between the ages of six and the 
beginnings of controlled maturity; for women who cannot 
bear to be separated from their pet dogs send their children 
to boarding schools cheerfully. They may say and even be- 
lieve that in allowing their children to leave home they are 
sacrificing themselves for their children’s good; but there 
are very few pet dogs who would not be the better for a 
month or two spent elsewhere than in a lady’s lap or roasting 
on a drawingroom hearthrug. Besides, to allege that chil- 
dren are better continually away from home is to give up 
the whole popular sentimental theory of the family; yet the 
dogs are kept and the children are banished. 

CHILD FANCIERS 

There is, however, a good deal of spurious family affec- 
tion. There is the clannishness that will make a dozen 
brothers and sisters who quarrel furiously among themselves 
16 
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close up their ranks and make common cause against a 
brother-in-law or a sister-in-law. And there is a strong sense 
of property in children, which often makes mothers and 
fathers bitterly jealous of allowing anyone else to interfere 
with their children, whom they may none the less treat very 
badly. And there is an extremely dangerous craze for chil- 
dren which leads certain people to establish orphanages and 
baby farms and schools, seizing any pretext for filling their 
houses with children exactly as some eccentric old ladies 
and gentlemen fill theirs with cats. In such places the chil- 
dren are the victims of all the caprices of doting affection 
and all the excesses of lascivious cruelty. Yet the people who 
have this morbid craze seldom have any difficulty in finding 
victims, Parents and guardians are so worried by children 
and so anxious to get rid of them that anyone who is willing 
to take them off their hands is welcomed and whitewashed. 
The very people who read with indignation of Squeers and 
Creakle in the novels of Dickens are quite ready to hand 
over their own children to Squeers and Creakle, and to pre- 
tend that Squeers and Creakle are monsters of the past. But 
read the autobiography of Stanley the traveller, or sit in the 
company of men talking about their schooldays, and you 
will soon find that fiction, which must, if it is to be sold and 
read, stop short of being positively sickening, dare not tell 
the whole truth about the people to whom children are 
handed over on educational pretexts. Not very long ago a 
schoolmaster in Ireland was murdered by his boys; and for 
reasons which were never made public it was at first decided 
not to prosecute the murderers. Y et all these flogging school- 
masters and orphanage fiends and baby farmers are “lovers 
of children.” They are really child fanciers (like bird fanciers 
or dog fanciers) by irresistible natural predilection, never 
happy unless they are surrounded by their victims, and 
always certain to make their living by accepting the custody 
of children, no matter how many alternative occupations 
may be available. And bear in mind that they are only the 
extreme instances of what is commonly called natural affec- 
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tion, apparently because it is obviously unnatural. 

The really natural feeling of adults for children in the 
long prosaic intervals between the moments of affectionate 
impulse is just that feeling that leads them to avoid their 
care and constant company as a burden beyond bearing, and 
to pretend that the places they send them to are well con- 
ducted, beneficial, and indispensable to the success of the 
children in after life. The true cry of the kind mother after 
her little rosary of kisses is “Run away, darling.” It is nicer 
than “Hold your noise, you young devil; or it will be the 
worse for you” ; but fundamentally it means the same thing : 
that if you compel an adult and a child to live in one another’s 
company either the adult or the child will be miserable. 
There is nothing whatever unnatural or wrong or shocking 
in this fact; and there is no harm in it if only it be sensibly 
faced and provided for. The mischief that it does at present 
is produced by our efforts to ignore it, or to smother it under 
a heap of sentimental lies and false pretences. 

CHILDHOOD AS A STATE OF SIN 

Unfortunately all this nonsense tends to accumulate as 
we become more sympathetic. In many families it is still the 
custom to treat childhood frankly as a state of sin, and im- 
pudently proclaim the monstrous principle that little chil- 
dren should be seen and not heard, and to enforce a set of 
prison rules designed solely to make cohabitation with chil- 
dren as convenient as possible for adults without the smallest 
regard for the interests, either remote or immediate, of the 
children. This system tends to produce a tough, rather 
brutal, stupid, unscrupulous class, with a fixed idea that all 
enjoyment consists in undetected sinning; and in certain 
phases of civilization people of this kind are apt to get the 
upper hand of more amiable and conscientious races and 
classes. They have the ferocity of a chained dog, and are 
proud of it. But the end of it is that they are always in chains, 
even at the height of their military or political success : they 
win everything on condition that they are afraid to enjoy it. 
Their civilizations rest on intimidation, which is so neces- 
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sary to them that when they cannot find anybody brave 
enough to intimidate them they intimidate themselves and 
live in a continual moral and political panic. In the end they 
get found out and bullied. But that is not the point that 
concerns us here, which is, that they are in some respects 
better brought up than the children of sentimental people 
who are always anxious and miserable about their duty to 
their children, and who end by neither making their children 
happy nor having a tolerable life for themselves. A selfish 
tyrant you know where to have, and he (or she) at least does 
not confuse your affections; but a conscientious and kindly 
meddler may literally worry you out of your senses. It is 
fortunate that only very few parents are capable of doing 
what they conceive their duty continually or even at all, and 
that still fewer are tough enough to ride roughshod over 
their children at home. 

SCHOOL 

But please observe the limitation “at home.” What pri- 
vate amateur parental enterprise cannot do may be done 
very effectively by organized professional enterprise in large 
institutions established for the purpose. And it is to such 
professional enterprise that parents hand over their children 
when they can afford it. They send their children to school; 
and there is, on the whole, nothing on earth intended for 
innocent people so horrible as a school. To begin with, it is a 
prison. But it is in some respects more cruel than a prison. 
In a prison, for instance, you are not forced to read books 
written by the warders and the governor (who of course 
would not be warders and governors if they could write read- 
able books), and beaten or otherwise tormented if you cannot 
remember their utterly unmemorable contents. In the prison 
you are not forced to sit listening to turnkeys discoursing 
without charm or interest on subjects that they dont under- 
stand and dont care about, and are therefore incapable of 
making you understand or care about. In a prison they may 
torture your body; but they do not torture your brains; and 
they protect you against v'olence and outrage from your 
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fellow prisoners. In a school you have none of these advan- 
tages. With the world’s bookshelves loaded with fascinating 
and inspired books, the very manna sent down from Heaven 
to feed your souls, you are forced to read a hideous imposture 
called a school book, written by a man who cannot write: a 
book from which no human being can learn anything: a 
book which, though you may decipher it, you cannot in any 
fruitful sense read, though the enforced attempt will make 
you loathe the sight of a book all the rest of your life. With 
millions of acres of woods and valleys and hills and wind and 
air and birds and streams and fishes and all sorts of instruct- 
ive and healthy things easily accessible, or with streets and 
shop windows and crowds and vehicles and all sorts of city 
delights at the door, you are forced to sit, not in a room with 
some human grace and comfort of furniture and decoration, 
but in a stalled pound with a lot of other children, beaten if 
you talk, beaten if you move, beaten if you cannot prove by 
answering idiotic questions that even when you escaped 
from the pound and from the eye of your gaoler, you were 
still agonizing over his detestable sham books instead of 
daring to live. And your childish hatred of your gaoler and 
flogger is nothing to his adult hatred of you; for he is a slave 
forced to endure your society for his daily bread. You have 
not even the satisfaction of knowing how you are torturing 
him and how he loathes you ; and you give yourself unneces- 
sary pains to annoy him with furtive tricks and spiteful do- 
ing of forbidden things. No wonder he is sometimes pro- 
voked to fiendish outbursts of wrath. No wonder men of 
downright sense, like Dr Johnson, admit that under such 
circumstances children will not learn anything unless they 
are so cruelly beaten that they make desperate efforts to 
memorize words and phrases to escape flagellation. It is a 
ghastly business, quite beyond words, this schooling. 

And now I hear cries of protest arising all round. First 
my own schoolmasters, or their ghosts, asking whether I 
was cruelly beaten at school? No; but then I did not learn 
anything at school. Dr Johnson’s schoolmaster presumably 
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did care enough whether Sam learned anything to beat him 
savagely enough to force him to lame his mind — for John- 
son’s great mind was lamed — by learning his lessons. None 
of my schoolmasters really cared a rap (or perhaps it would 
be fairer to them to say that their employers did not care 
a rap and therefore did not give them the necessary caning 
powers) whether I learnt my lessons or not, provided my 
father paid my schooling bill, the collection of which was 
the real object of the school. Consequently I did not learn 
my school lessons, having much more important ones in 
hand, with the result that I have not wasted my life trifling 
with literary fools in taverns as Johnson did when he should 
have been shaking England with the thunder of his spirit. 
My schooling did me a great deal of harm and no good 
whatever: it was simply dragging a child’s soul through the 
dirt; but I escaped Squeers and Creakle just as 1 escaped 
Johnson and Carlyle. And this is what happens to most of 
us. We are not effectively coerced to learn: we stave off 
punishment as far as we can by lying and trickery and 
guessing and using our wits; and when this does not suffice 
we scribble impositions, or suffer extra imprisonments — 
“keeping in” was the phrase in my time — or let a master 
strike us with a cane and fall back on our pride at being able 
to bear it physically (he not being allowed to hit us too hard) 
to outface the dishonor we should have been taught to die 
rather than endure. And so idleness and worthlessness on 
the one hand and a pretence of coercion on the other became 
a despicable routine. If my schoolmasters had been really 
engaged in educating me instead of painfully earning their 
bread by keeping me from annoying my elders they would 
have turned me out of the school, telling me that I was 
thoroughly disloyal to it; that I had no intention of learning; 
that I was mocking and distracting the boys who did wish to 
learn; that I was aliar and a shirker and a seditious little nuis- 
ance; and that nothing could injure me in character and de- 
grade their occupation more than allowing me (much less 
forcing me) to remain in the school under such conditions. 

21 



PARENTS AND CHILDREN 
fellow prisoners. In a school you have none of these advan- 
tages. With the world’s bookshelves loaded with fascinating 
and inspired books, the very manna sent down from Heaven 
to feed your souls, you are forced to read a hideous imposture 
called a school book, written by a man who cannot write: a 
book from which no human being can learn anything: a 
book which, though you may decipher it, you cannot in any 
fruitful sense read, though the enforced attempt will make 
you loathe the sight of a book all the rest of your life. With 
millions of acres of woods and valleys and hills and wind and 
air and birds and streams and fishes and all sorts of instruct- 
ive and healthy things easily accessible, or with streets and 
shop windows and crowds and vehicles and all sorts of city 
delights at the door, you are forced to sit, not in a room with 
some human grace and comfort of furniture and decoration, 
but in a stalled pound with a lot of other children, beaten if 
you talk, beaten if you move, beaten if you cannot prove by 
answering idiotic questions that even when you escaped 
from the pound and from the eye of your gaoler, you were 
still agonizing over his detestable sham books instead of 
daring to live. And your childish hatred of your gaoler and 
flogger is nothing to his adult hatred of you; for he is a slave 
forced to endure your society for his daily bread. You have 
not even the satisfaction of knowing how you are torturing 
him and how he loathes you ; and you give yourself unneces- 
sary pains to annoy him with furtive tricks and spiteful do- 
ing of forbidden things. No wonder he is sometimes pro- 
voked to fiendish outbursts of wrath. No wonder men of 
downright sense, like Dr Johnson, admit that under such 
circumstances children will not learn anything unless they 
ate so cruelly beaten that they make desperate efforts to 
memorize words and phrases to escape flagellation. It is a 
ghastly business, quite beyond words, this schooling. 

And now I hear cries of protest arising all round. First 
my own schoolmasters, or their ghosts, asking whether I 
was cruelly beaten at school? No; but then I did not learn 
anything at school. Dr Johnson’s schoolmaster presumably 
20 



PARENTS AND CHILDREN 
did care enough whether Sam learned anything to beat him 
savagely enough to force him to lame his mind — for John- 
son’s great mind was lamed — by learning his lessons. None 
of my schoolmasters really cared a rap (or perhaps it would 
be fairer to them to say that their employers did rot care 
a rap and therefore did not give them the necessary caning 
powers) whether I learnt my lessons or not, provided my 
father paid my schooling bill, the collection of which was 
the real object of the school. Consequently I did not learn 
my school lessons, having much more important ones in 
hand, with the result that I have not wasted my life trifling 
with literary fools in taverns as Johnson did when he should 
have been shaking England with the thunder of his spirit. 
My schooling did me a great deal of harm and no good 
whatever: it was simply dragging a child’s soul through the 
dirt; but I escaped Squeers and Creakle just as I escaped 
Johnson and Carlyle. And this is what happens to most of 
us. We are not effectively coerced to learn: we stave off 
punishment as far as we can by lying and trickery and 
guessing and using our wits; and when this does not suffice 
we scribble impositions, or suffer extra imprisonments — 
“keeping in” was the phrase in my time — or let a master 
strike us with a cane and fall back on our pride at being able 
to bear it physically (he not being allowed to hit us too hard) 
to outface the dishonor we should have been taught to die 
rather than endure. And so idleness and worthlessness on 
the one hand and a pretence of coercion on the other became 
a despicable routine. If my schoolmasters had been really 
engaged in educating me instead of painfully earning their 
bread by keeping me from annoying my elders they would 
have turned me out of the school, telling me that I was 
thoroughly disloyal to it; that I had no intention of learning; 
that I was mocking and distracting the boys who did wish to 
learn; that I was aliar and a shirker and a seditious little nuis- 
ance; and that nothing could injure me in character and de- 
grade their occupation more than allowing me (much less 
forcing me) to remain in the school under such conditions. 

21 



PARENTS AND CHILDREN 
But in order to get expelled, it was necessary to commit a 
crime of such atrocity that the parents of the other boys would 
have threatened to remove their sons sooner than allow them 
to be schoolfellows with the delinquent. I can remember only 
one case in which such a penalty was threatened; and in that 
case the culprit, a boarder, had kissed a housemaid, or pos- 
sibly, being a handsome youth, been kissed by her. She did 
not kiss me; and nobody ever dreamt of expelling me. The 
truth was, a boy meant just so much a year to the institution. 
That was why he was kept there against his will. That was 
why he was kept there when his expulsion would have been 
an unspeakable relief and benefit both to his teachers and 
himself. 

It may be argued that if the uncommercial attitude had 
been taken, and all the disloyal wasters and idlers shewn 
sternly to the door, the school would not have been emptied, 
but filled. But so honest an attitude was impossible. The 
masters must have hated the school much more than the 
boys did. Just as you cannot imprison a man without im- 
prisoning a warder to see that he does not escape, the warder 
being tied to the prison as effectually by the fear of unem- 
ployment and starvation as the prisoner is by the bolts and 
bars, so these poor schoolmasters, with their small salaries 
and large classes, were as much prisoners as we were, and 
much more responsible and anxious ones. They could not 
impose the heroic attitude on their employers; nor would 
they have been able to obtain places as schoolmasters if their 
habits had been heroic. For the best of them their employ- 
ment was provisional: they looked forward to escaping from 
it into the pulpit. The ablest and most impatient of them 
were often so irritated by the awkward, slow-witted, slovenly 
boys: that is, the ones that required special consideration 
and patient treatment, that they vented their irritation on 
them ruthlessly, nothing being easier than to entrap or be- 
wilder such a boy into giving a pretext for punishing him. 
MY SCHOLASTIC ACQUIREMENTS 

The results, as far as I was concerned, were what might 
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have been expected. My school made only the thinnest pre 
tence of teaching anything but Latin and Greek. When I 
went there as a very small boy I knew a good deal of Latin 
grammar which I had been taught in a few weeks privately 
by my uncle. When I had been several years at school this 
same uncle examined me and discovered that the net result 
of my schooling was that I had forgotten what he had taught 
me, and had learnt nothing else. To this day, though I can 
still decline a Latin noun and repeat some of the old para- 
digms in the old meaningless way, because their rhythm 
sticks to me, I have never yet seen a Latin inscription on a 
tomb that I could translate throughout. Of Greek I can de- 
cipher perhaps the greater part of the Greek alphabet. In 
short, I am, as to classical education, another Shakespear. I 
can read French as easily as English ; and under pressure of 
necessity I can turn to account some scraps of German and 
a little operatic Italian; but these I was never taught at 
school. Instead, I was taught lying, dishonorable submission 
to tyranny, dirty stories, a blasphemous habit of treating 
love and maternity as obscene jokes, hopelessness, evasion, 
derision, cowardice, and all the blackguard’s shifts by which 
the coward intimidates other cowards. And if I had been a 
boarder at an English public school instead of a day boy at 
an Irish one, I might have had to add to these, deeper 
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SCHOOLMASTERS OP GENIUS 
And now, if I have reduced the ghosts of my school- 
masters to melancholy acquiescence in all this (which every- 
body who has been at an ordinary school will recognize as 
true), I have still to meet the much more sincere protests of 
the handful of people who have a natural genius for “bring- 
ing up” children. I shall be asked with kindly scorn whether 
I have heard of Froebel and Pestalozzi, whether I know the 
work that is being done by Miss Mason and the Dottoressa 
Montessori or, best of all as I think, the Eurythmics School 
of Jacques Dalcroze at Hellerau near Dresden. Jacques 
Dalcroze, like Plato, believes in saturating his pupils with 
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music. They walk to music, play to music, work to music, 
obey drill commands that would bewilder a guardsman to 
music, think to music, live to music, get so clearheaded 
about music that they can move their several limbs each in a 
different metre until they become complicated living maga- 
zines of cross rhythms, and, what is more, make music for 
others to do all these things to. Stranger still, though 
Jacques Dalcroze, like all these great teachers, is the com- 
pletest of tyrants, knowing what is right and that he must 
and will have the lesson just so or else break his heart (not 
somebody else’s, observe), yet his school is so fascinating 
that every woman who sees it exclaims “Oh, why was I not 
taught like this!” and elderly gentlemen excitedly enrol 
themselves as students and distract classes of infants by their 
desperate endeavors to beat two in a bar with one hand and 
three with the other, and start off on earnest walks round the 
room, taking two steps backward whenever Monsieur Dal- 
croze calls out “Plop!” Oh yes: I know all about these 
wonderful schools that you cannot keep children or even 
adults out of, and these teachers whom their pupils not only 
obey without coercion, but adore. And if you will tell me 
roughly how many Masons and Montessoris and Dalcrozes 
you think you can pick up in Europe for salaries of from 
thirty shillings to five pounds a week, I will estimate your 
chances of converting your millions of little scholastic hells 
into little scholastic heavens. If you are a distressed gentle- 
woman starting to make a living, you can still open a little 
school; and you can easily buy a secondhand brass plate 
inscribed Pestalozzian Institute and nail it to your door, 
though you have no more idea of who Pestalozzi was and 
what he advocated or how he did it than the manager of a 
hotel which began as a Hydropathic has of the water cure. 
Or you can buy a cheaper plate inscribed Kindergarten, 
and imagine, or leave others to imagine, that Proebel is the 
governing genius of your little creche. No doubt the new 
brass plates are being inscribed Montessori Institute, and 
will be used when the Dottoressa is no longer with us by 
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all the Mrs Pipchins and Mrs Wilfers throughout this un- 
happy land. 

I will go further, and admit that the brass plates may not 
all be frauds. I will tell you that one of my friends was led to 
genuine love and considerable knowledge of classical litera- 
ture by an Irish schoolmaster whom you would call a hedge 
schoolmaster (he would not be allowed to teach anything 
now) and that it took four years of Harrow to obliterate that 
knowledge and change the love into loathing. Another 
friend of mine who keeps a school in the suburbs, and who 
deeply deplores my “prejudice against schoolmasters,” has 
offered to accept my challenge to tell his pupils that they are 
as free to get up and go out of the school at any moment as 
their parents are to geV up and go out of a theatre where my 
plays are being performed. Even among my own school- 
masters I can recollect a few whose classes interested me, 
and whom I should certainly have pestered for information 
and instruction if I could have got into any decent human 
relationship with them, and if they had not been compelled 
by their position to defend themselves as carefully against 
such advances as against furtive attempts to hurt them acci- 
dentally in the football field or smash their hats with a clod 
from behind a wall. But these rare cases actually do more 
harm than good; for they encourage us to pretend that all 
schoolmasters are like that, Of what use is it to us that there 
are always somewhere two or three teachers of children 
whose specific genius for their occupation triumphs over our 
tyrannous system and even finds in it its opportunity? For 
that matter, it is possible, if difficult, to find a solicitor, or 
even a judge, who has some notion of what law means, a 
doctor with a glimmering of science, an officer who under- 
stands duty and discipline, and a clergyman with an inkling 
of religion, though there are nothing like enough of them to 
go round. But even the few who, like Ibsen’s Mrs Solness, 
have "a genius for nursing the souls of little children” are 
like angels forced to work in prisons instead of in heaven; 
and even at that they are mostly underpaid and despised. 
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That friend of mine who went from the hedge schoolmaster 
to Harrow once saw a schoolmaster rush from an elementary 
school in pursuit of a boy and strike him. My friend, not 
considering that the unfortunate man was probably goaded 
beyond endurance, smote the schoolmaster and blackened 
his eye. The schoolmaster appealed to the law ; and my friend 
found himself waiting nervously in the Hammersmi th Police 
Court to answer for his breach of the peace. In his anxiety he 
asked a police officer what would happen to him. "What did 
you do ?” said the officer. “I gave a man a black eye” said my 
friend. "Six pounds if he was a gentleman: two pounds if he 
wasnt” said the constable. "He was a schoolmaster” said 
my friend. “Two pounds” said the officer; and two pounds 
it was. The blood money was paid dheerfully; and I have 
ever since advised elementary schoolmasters to qualify 
themselves in the art of self-defence, as the British Consti- 
tution expresses our national estimate of them by allowing 
us to blacken three of their eyes for the same price as one of 
an ordinary professional man. How many Froebels and 
Pestalozzis and Miss Masons and Doctoress Montessoris 
would you be likely to get on these terms even if they 
occurred much more frequently in nature than they actu- 
ally do? 

No: I cannot be put off by the news that our system 
would be perfect if it were worked by angels. I do not admit 
it even at that, just as I do not admit that if the sky fell we 
should all catch larks. But I do not propose to bother about 
a supply of specific genius which does not exist, and which, 
if it did exist, could operate only by at once recognizing and 
establishing the rights of children. 

WHAT WE DO NOT TEACH, AND WHY 

To my mind, a glance at the subjects now taught in 
schools ought to convince any reasonable person that the 
object of the lessons is to keep children out of mischief, and 
not to qualify them for their part in life as responsible citizens 
of a free State. It is not possible to maintain freedom in any 
State, no matter how perfect its original constitution, unless 
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its publicly active citizens know a good deal of constitutional 
history, law, and political science, with its basis of economics. 
If as much pains had been taken a century ago to make us all 
understand Ricardo’s law of rent as to learn our catechisms, 
the face of the world would have been changed for the better. 
But for that very reason the greatest care is taken to keep 
such beneficially subversive knowledge from us, with the 
result that in public life we are either place-hunters, anarch- 
ists, or sheep shepherded by wolves. 

But it will be observed that these are highly controversial 
subjects. Now no controversial subject can be taught dog- 
matically. He who knows only the official side of a contro- 
versy knows less than nothing of its nature. The abler a 
schoolmaster is, the more dangerous he is to his pupils un- 
less they have the fullest opportunity of hearing another 
equally able person do his utmost to shake his authority and 
convict him of error. 

At present such teaching is very unpopular. It does not 
exist in schools; but every adult who derives his knowledge 
of public affairs from the newspapers can take in, at the cost 
of an extra halfpenny, two papers of opposite politics. Yet 
the ordinary man so dislikes having his mind unsettled, as 
he calls it, that he angrily refuses to allow a paper which dis- 
sents from his views to be brought into his house. Even at 
his club he resents seeing it, and excludes it if it happens to 
run counter to the opinions of all the members. The result is 
that his opinions are not worth considering. A churchman 
who never reads The Freethinker very soon has no more 
real religion than the atheist who never reads The Church 
Times. The attitude is the same in both cases: they want to 
hear nothing good of their enemies; consequently they re- 
main enemies and suffer from bad blood all their lives; 
whereas men who know their opponents and understand 
their case, quite commonly respect and like them, and always 
learn something from them. 

Here, again, as at so many points, we come up against 
the abuse of schools to keep people in ignorance and error, 
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so that they may be incapable of successful revolt against 
their industrial slavery. The most important simple funda- 
mental economic truth to impress on a child in complicated 
civilizations like ours is the truth that whoever consumes 
goods or services without producing by personal effort the 
equivalent of what he or she consumes, inflicts on the com- 
munity precisely the same injury that a thief produces, and 
would, in any honest State, be treated as a thief, however 
full his or her pockets might be of money made by other 
people. The nation that first teaches its children that truth, 
instead of flogging them if they discover it for themselves, 
may have to fight all the slaves of all the other nations to 
begin with; but it will beat them as easily as an unburdened 
man with his hands free and with all his energies in full play 
can beat an invalid who has to carry another invalid on his 
back. 

This, however, is not an evil produced by the denial of 
children’s rights, nor is it inherent in the nature of schools. 
I mention it only because it would be folly to call for a 
reform of our schools without taking account of the corrupt 
resistance which awaits the reformer. 

A word must also be said about the opposition to reform 
of the vested interest of the classical and coercive school- 
master. He, poor wretch, has no other means of livelihood; 
and reform would leave him as a workman is now left when 
he is superseded by a machine. He had therefore better do 
what he can to get the workman compensated, so as to make 
the public familiar with the idea of compensation before his 
own turn comes. 

TABOO IN SCHOOLS 

The suppression of economic knowledge, disastrous as 
it is, is quite intelligible, its corrupt motive being as clear as 
the motive of a burglar for concealing his jemmy from a 
policeman. But the other great suppression in our schools, 
the suppression of the subject of sex, is a case of taboo. In 
mankind, the lower the type, and the less cultivated the 
mind, the less courage there is to face important subjects 
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objectively. The ablest and most highly cultivated people 
continually discuss religion, politics, and. sex: it is hardly an 
exaggeration to say that they discuss nothing else with fully- 
awakened interest. Commoner and less cultivated people, 
even when they form societies for discussion, make a rule 
that politics and religion are not to be mentioned, and take 
it for granted that no decent person would attempt to dis- 
cuss sex. The three subjects are feared because they rouse 
the crude passions which call for furious gratification in 
murder and rapine at worst, and, at best, lead to quarrels 
and undesirable states of consciousness. 

Even when this excuse of bad manners, ill temper, and 
brutishness (for that is what it comes to) compels us to accept 
if from those adults among whom political and theological 
discussion does as a matter of fact lead to the drawing of 
knives and pistols, and sex discussion leads to obscenity, it 
has no application to children except as an imperative reason 
for training them to respect other people’s opinions, and to 
insist on respect for their own in these as in other important 
matters which are equally dangerous: for example, money. 
And in any case there are decisive reasons, superior, like the 
reasons for suspending conventional reticences between 
doctor and patient, to all considerations of mere decorum, 
for giving proper instruction in the facts of sex. Those who 
object to it (not counting coarse people who thoughtlessly 
seize every opportunity of affecting andparadingafictitious 
delicacy) are, in effect, advocating ignorance as a safeguard 
against precocity. If ignorance were practicable there would 
be something to be said for it up to the age at which ignor- 
ance is a danger instead of a safeguard. Even as it is it seems 
undesirable that any special emphasis should be given to 
the subject, whether by way of delicacy and poetry or too 
impressive warning. But the plain fact is that in refusing to 
allow the child to be taught by qualified unrelated elders 
(the parents shrink from the lesson, even when they are 
otherwise qualified, because their own relation to the child 
makes the subject impossible between them) we are virtu- 

29 



PARENTS AND CHILDREN 
ally arranging to have our children taught by other children 
in guilty secrets and unclean jests. And that settles the ques- 
tion for all sensible people. 

The dogmatic objection, the sheer instinctive taboo' 
which rules the subject out altogether as indecent, has no 
age limit. It means that at no matter what age a woman 
consents to a proposal of marriage, she should do so in ignor- 
ance of the relation she is undertaking. When this actually 
happens (and apparently it does happen oftener than would 
seem possible) a horrible fraud is being practised on both 
the man and the woman. He is led to believe that she knows 
what she is promising, and that he is in no danger of finding 
himself bound to a woman to whom he is eugenically anti- 
pathetic. She contemplates nothing but such affectionate 
relations as may exist between her and her nearest kinsmen, 
and has no knowledge of the condition which, if not fore- 
seen, must come as an amazing revelation and a dangerous 
shock, ending possibly in the discovery that the marriage 
has been an irreparable mistake. Nothing can justify such a 
risk. There may be people incapable of understanding that 
the right to know all there is to know about oneself is a 
natural human right that sweeps away all the pretences of 
others to tamper with one’s consciousness in order to pro- 
duce what they choose to consider a good character. But 
they must here bow to the plain mischievousness of entrap- 
ping people into contracts on which the happiness of their 
whole lives depends without letting them know what they 
are undertaking, 

ALLEGED NOVELTIES IN MODERN SCHOOLS 

There is just one more nuisance to be disposed of before 
I come to the positive side of my case. I mean the person 
who tells me that my schooldays belong to a bygone order 
of educational ideas and institutions, and that schools are 
not now a bit like my old school. I reply, with Sir Walter 
Raleigh, by calling on my soul to give this statement the lie. 
Some years ago I lectured in Oxford on the subject of Edu- 
cation. A friend to whom I mentioned my intention said, 
■ 3 ° 
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“You know nothing of modem education: schools are not 
now what they were when you were a boy.” I immediately 
procured the time sheets of half a dozen modern schools, 
and found, as I expected, that they might all have been my 
old school: there was no real difference. I may mention, too, 
that I have visited modern schools, and observed that there 
is a tendency to hang printed pictures in an untidy and soul- 
less manner on the walls, and occasionally to display on the 
mantelshelf a deplorable glass case containing certain ob- 
jects which might possibly, if placed in the hands of the 
pupils, give them some practical experience of the weight of 
a pound and the length of an inch. And sometimes a scoun- 
drel who has rifled a bird’s nest or killed a harmless snake 
encourages the children to go and do likewise by putting 
his victims into an imitation nest and bottling and exhibiting 
them as aids to “Nature study.” A suggestion that Nature 
is worth study would certainly have staggered my school- 
masters; so perhaps I may admit a gleam of progress here. 
But as any child who attempted to handle these dusty ob- 
jects would probably be caned, I do not attach any import- 
ance to such modernities in school furniture. The school 
remains what it was in my boyhood, because its real object 
remains what it was. And that object, I repeat, is to keep 
the children out of mischief: mischief meaning for the most 
part worrying the grown-ups. 

WHAT IS TO BE DONE? 

The practical question, then, is what to do with the chil- 
dren. Tolerate them at home we will not. Let them run loose 
in the streets we dare not until our streets become safe places 
for children, which, to our utter shame, they are not at 
present, though they can hardly be worse than some homes 
and some schools. 

The grotesque difficulty of making even a beginning was 
brought home to me by the lady of the manor in the little 
village in Hertfordshire where I write these lines. She 
asked, me very properly what I was going to do for the village 
school. I did not know what to reply. As the school kept the 
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ally arranging to have our children taught by other children 
in guilty secrets and unclean jests. And that settles the ques- 
tion for all sensible people. 

The dogmatic objection, the sheer instinctive taboo' 
which rules the subject out altogether as indecent, has no 
age limit. It means that at no matter what age a woman 
consents to a proposal of marriage, she should do so in ignor- 
ance of the relation she is undertaking. When this actually 
happens (and apparently it does happen oftener than would 
seem possible) a horrible fraud is being practised on both 
the man and the woman. He is led to believe that she knows 
what she is promising, and that he is in no danger of finding 
himself bound to a woman to whom he is eugenically anti- 
pathetic. She contemplates nothing but such affectionate 
relations as may exist between her and her nearest kinsmen, 
and has no knowledge of the condition which, if not fore- 
seen, must come as an amazing revelation and a dangerous 
shock, ending possibly in the discovery that the marriage 
has been an irreparable mistake. Nothing can justify such a 
risk. There may be people incapable of understanding that 
the right to know all there is to know about oneself is a 
natural human right that sweeps away all the pretences of 
■others to tamper with one’s consciousness in order to pro- 
duce what they choose to consider a good character. But 
they must here bow to the plain mischievousness of entrap- 
ping people into contracts on which the happiness of their 
whole lives depends without letting them know what they 
are undertaking. 

ALLEGED NOVELTIES IN MODERN SCHOOLS 

There is just one more nuisance to be disposed of before 
I come to the positive side of my case. I mean the person 
who tells me that my schooldays belong to a bygone order 
of educational Ideas and institutions, and that schools are 
not now a bit like my old school. I reply, with Sir Walter 
Raleigh, by calling on my soul to give this statement the lie. 
Some years ago I lectured in Oxford on the subject of Edu- 
cation. A friend to whom I mentioned my intention said, 
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“You know nothing of modern education: schools are not 
now what they were when you were a boy.” I immediately 
procured the time sheets of half a dozen modern schools, 
and found, as I expected, that they might all have been my 
old school : there was no real difference. I may mention, too, 
that I have visited modern schools, and observfed that there 
is a tendency to hang printed pictures in an untidy and soul- 
less manner on the walls, and occasionally to display on the 
mantelshelf a deplorable glass case containing certain ob- 
jects which might possibly, if placed in the hands of the 
pupils, give them some practical experience of the weight of 
a pound and the length of an inch. And sometimes a scoun- 
drel who has rifled a bird's nest or killed a harmless snake 
encourages the children to go and do likewise by putting 
his victims into an imitation nest and bottling and exhibiting 
them as aids to "Nature study.” A suggestion that Nature 
is worth study would certainly have staggered my school- 
masters; so perhaps I may admit a gleam of progress here. 
But as any child who attempted to handle these dusty ob- 
jects would probably be caned, I do not attach any import- 
ance to such modernities in school furniture. The school 
remains what it was in my boyhood, because its real object 
remains what it was. And that object, I repeat, is to keep 
the children out of mischief : mischief meaning for the most 
part worrying the grown-ups. 

' ~ WHAT IS TO BE DONE? 

The practical question, then, is what to do with the chil- 
dren, Tolerate them at home we will not. Let them run lo'ose 
in the streets we dare not until our streets become safe places 
for children, which, to our utter shame, they are not at 
present, though they can hardly be worse than some homes 
and some schools. 

The grotesque difficulty of making even a beginning was 
brought home to me by the lady of the manor in the little 
village in Hertfordshire where I write these lines. She 
asked me very properly what I was going to do for the village 
school. I did not know what to reply. As the school kept the 
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children quiet during ray working hours, I did not for the 
sake of my own personal convenience want to blow it up 
with dynamite as I should like to blow up most schools. So 
I asked for guidance. “You ought to give a prize” said the 
lady. I asked if there was a prize for good conduct. As I ex- 
pected, there was; one for the best-behaved boy and another 
for the best-behaved girl. On reflection I offered a hand- 
some prize for the worst-behaved boy and girl on condition 
that a record should be kept of their subsequent careers and 
compared with the records of the best-behaved, in order to 
ascertain whether the school criterion of good conduct was 
valid out of school. My offer was refused because it would 
not have had the effect of encouraging the children to give as 
little trouble as possible, which is of course the real object of 
all conduct prizes in schools. 

I must not pretend, then, that I have a system ready to 
replace all the other systems. Obstructing the way of the 
proper organization of childhood, as of everything else, lies 
our ridiculous misdistribution of the national income, with 
its accompanying class distinctions and imposition of snob- 
bery on children as a necessary part of their social training. 
The result of our economic folly is that we are a nation of 
undesirable acquaintances; and the first object of all our 
institutions for children is segregation. If, for example, our 
children were set free to roam and play about as they pleased, 
they would have to be policed; and the first duty of the 
police in a State like ours would be to see that every child 
wore a badge indicating its class in society, and that every 
child seen speaking to another child with a lower-class 
badge, or any child wearing a higher badge than that allotted 
to it by, say, the College of Heralds, should immediately be 
skinned alive with a birch rod. It might even be insisted 
that girls with high-class badges should be attended by foot- 
men, grooms, or even military escorts. In short, there is 
hardly any limit to the follies with which our Commercialism 
would infect any system that it would tolerate at all. But 
something like a change of heart is still possible; and since 
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all the evils of snobbery and segregation are rampant in our 
schools at present we may as well make the best as the worst 
of them. 

CHILDREN'S RIGHTS AND DUTIES 
Now let us ask what are a child’s rights, and what are 
the rights of society over the child. Its rights, being clearly 
those of any other human being, are summed up in the right 
to live: that is, to have all the conclusive arguments that 
prove that it would be better dead, that it is a child of wrath, 
that the population is already excessive, that the pains of life 
are greater than its pleasures, that its sacrifice in a hospital 
or laboratory experiment might save millions of lives, etc. 
etc. etc., put out of the question, and its existence accepted 
as necessary and sacred, all theories to the contrary notwith- 
standing, whether by Calvin or Schopenhauer or Pasteur or 
the nearest person with a taste for infanticide. And this right 
to live includes, and in fact is, the right to be what the child 
likes and can, to do what it likes and can, to make what it 
likes and can, to think what it likes and can, to smash what 
it dislikes and can, and generally to behave in an altogether 
unaccountable manner within the limits imposed by the 
similar rights of its neighbors. And the rights of society 
over it clearly extend to requiring it to qualify itself to live in 
society without wasting other people’s time: that is, it must 
know the rules of the road, be able to read placards and 
proclamations, fill voting papers, compose and send letters 
and telegrams, purchase food and clothing and railway 
tickets for itself, count money and give and take change, 
and, generally, know how many beans make five. It must 
know some law, were it only a simple set of commandments, 
some political economy, agriculture enough to shut the 
gates of fields with cattle in them and not to trample on 
growing crops, sanitation enough not to defile its haunts, 
and religion enough to have some idea of why it is allowed 
its rights and why it must respect the rights of others. And 
the rest of its education must consist of anything else it can 
pick up ; for beyond this society cannot go wi th any certainty, 
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and indeed can only go this far rather apologetically and pro- 
visionally, as doing the best it can on very uncertain ground. 
SHOULD CHILDREN EARN THEIR LIVING? 

Now comes the question how far children should be 
asked to contribute to the support of the community. In 
approaching it we must put aside the considerations that 
now induce all humane and thoughtful political students to 
agitate for the uncompromising abolition of child labor 
under our capitalist system. It is not the least of the curses of 
that system that it will bequeath to future generations amass 
of legislation to prevent capitalists from “using up nine 
generations of men in one generation,” as they began by 
doing until they were restrained by law at the suggestion of 
Robert Owen, the founder of English Socialism. Most of 
this legislation will become an. insufferable restraint upon 
freedom and variety of action when Capitalism goes the 
way of Druidic human sacrifice (a much less slaughterous 
institution) . There is every reason why a child should not be 
allowed to work for commercial profit or for the support of 
its parents at the expense of its own future; but there is no 
reason whatever why a child should not do some work for 
its own sake and that of the community if it can be shewn 
that both it and the community will be the better for it. 
CHILDREN’S HAPPINESS 

Also it is important to put the happiness of the children 
rather carefully in its place, which is really not a front place. 
The unsympathetic, selfish, hard people who regard happi- 
ness as a very exceptional indulgence to which children are 
by no means entitled, though they may be allowed a very 
little of it on their birthdays or at Christmas, are sometimes 
better parents in effect than those who imagine that chil- 
dren are as capable of happiness as adults. Adults habitually 
exaggerate their own capacity in that direction grossly; yet 
most adults can stand an allowance of happiness that would 
be quite thrown away on children. The secret of being 
miserable is to have leisure to bother about whether you are 
happy or not. The cure for it is occupation, because occupa- 
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tion means pre-occupation; and the pre-occupied person is 
neither happy nor unhappy, but simply alive and active, 
which is pleasanter than any happiness until you are tired of 
it. That is why it is necessary to happiness that one should 
be tired. Music after dinner is pleasant: music before break- 
fast is so unpleasant as to be dearly unnatural. To people 
who are not overworked holidays are a nuisance. To people 
who are, and who can afFord them, they are a troublesome 
necessity. A perpetual holiday is a good working definition 
of hell. 

THE HORROR OF THE PERPETUAL HOLIDAY 

1 1 will be said here that, on the con trary, heaven is always 
conceived as a perpetual holiday, and that whoever is not 
born to an independent income is striving for one or longing 
for one because it gives holidays for life. To which I reply, 
first, that heaven, as conventionally conceived, is a place so 
inane, so dull, so useless, so miserable, that nobody has ever 
ventured to describe a whole day in heaven, though plenty 
of people have described a day at the seaside; and that the 
genuine popular verdict on it is expressed in the proverb 
“Heaven for holiness and Hell for company.” Second, I 
point out that the wretched people who have independent 
incomes and no useful occupation, do the most amazingly 
disagreeable and dangerous things to make themselves tired 
and hungry in the evening. When they are not involved in 
what they call sport, they are doing aimlessly what other 
people have to be paid to do: driving horses and motor cars; 
trying on dresses and walking up and down to shew them 
off; and acting as footmen and housemaids to royal person- 
ages. The sole and obvious cause of the notion that idleness 
is delightful and that heaven is a place where there is no- 
thing to be done, is our school system and our industrial 
system. The school is a prison in which work is a punish- 
ment and a curse. In avowed prisons, hard labor, the only 
alleviation of a prisoner’s lot, is treated as an aggravation of 
his punishment; and everything possible is done to in- 
tensify the prisoner’s inculcated and unnatural notion that 
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work is an evil. In industry we are overworked and underfed 
prisoners. Under such absurd circumstances our judgment 
of things becomes as perverted as our habits. If we were 
habitually underworked and overfed, our notion of heaven 
would be a place where everybody worked strenuously for 
twenty-four hours a day and never got anything to eat. 

Once realize that a perpetual holiday is beyond human 
endurance, and that “Satan finds some mischief still for idle 
hands to do” and it will be seen that we have no right to 
impose a perpetual holiday on children. If we did, they 
would soon outdo the Labor Party in their claim for a Right 
to Work Bill. 

In any case no child should be brought up to suppose 
that its food and clothes come down from heaven or are 
miraculously conjured from empty space by papa. Loath- 
some as we have made the idea of duty (like the idea of work) 
we must habituate children to a sense of repayable obliga- 
tion to the community for what they consume and enjoy, and 
inculcate the repayment as a point of honor. I F wc did that 
today— and nothing but flat dishonesty prevents us from 
doing it — we should have no idle rich and indeed probably 
no rich, since there is no distinction in being rich if you have 
to pay scot and lot in personal effort like the working folk. 
Therefore, if for only half an hour a day, a child should do 
something serviceable to the community. 

Productive work for children has the advantage that its 
discipline is the discipline of impersonal necessity, not that 
of wanton personal coercion. The eagerness of children in 
our industrial districts to escape from school to the factory 
is not caused by lighter tasks or shorter hours in the factory, 
nor altogether by the temptation of wages, nor even by the 
desire for novelty, but by the dignity of adult work, the 
exchange of the humiliating liability to personal assault 
from the lawless schoolmaster, from which the grown-ups 
are free, for the stern but entirely dignified pressure of 
necessity to which all flesh is subject. 
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UNIVERSITY SCHOOLBOYISHNESS 
Older children might do a good deal before beginning 
their collegiate education. What is the matter with our uni- 
versities is that the students are school children, whereas it is 
of the very essence of university education that they should 
be adults. The function of a university is not to teach things 
that can now be taught as well or better by University 
Extension lectures or by private tutors or modern corre- 
spondence classes with gramophones. We go to them to be 
socialized: to acquire the hall mark of communal training; 
to become citizens of the world instead of inmates of the 
enlarged rabbit hutches we call homes; to learn manners 
and become unchallengeable ladies and gentlemen. The 
social pressure which effects these changes should be that 
of persons who have faced the full responsibilities of adults 
as working members of the general community, not that of 
a rowdy rabble of half emancipated school children and un- 
emancipable pedants. It is true that in a reasonable state of 
society this outside experience would do for us very com- 
pletely what the university does now so corruptly that we 
tolerate its bad manners only because they are better than no 
manners at all. But the university will always exist in some 
form as a community of persons desirous of pushing their 
culture to the highest pitch they are capable of, not as soli- 
tary students reading in seclusion, but as members of a body 
of individuals all pursuing culture, talking culture, thinking 
culture, above all, criticizing culture. Ifsuch persons are to 
read and talk and criticize to any purpose, they must know 
the world outside the university at least as well as the shop- 
keeper in the High Street does. And this is just what they 
do not know at present. You may say of them, paraphrasing 
Mr. Kipling, “What do they know of Plato that only Plato 
know?” If our universities would exclude everybody who 
had not earned a living by his or her own exertions for at 
least a couple of years, their effect would be vastly improved. 

‘ ' THE NEW LAZINESS 

The child of the future, then, if there is to be any future 

37 



PARENTS AND CHILDREN 
but one of decay, will work more or less for its living from 
an early age; and in doing so it will not shock anyone, pro- 
vided there be no longer any reason to associate the concep- 
tion of children working for their living with infants toiling 
in a factory for ten hours a day or boys drudging from nine 
to six under gas lamps in underground city offices. Lads and 
lasses in their teens will probably be able to produce as much 
as the most expensive person now costs in his own person 
(it is retinue that eats up the big income) without working 
too hard or too long for quite as much happiness as they can 
enjoy. The question to be balanced then will be, not how 
soon people should be put to work, but how soon they 
should be released from any obligation of the land. A life’s 
work is like a day’s work; it can begin early and leave off 
early or begin late and leave off late, or, as with us, begin 
too early and never leave off at all, obviously the worst of all 
possible plans. In any event we must finally reckon work, 
not as the curse our schools and prisons and capitalist profit 
factories make it seem today, but as a prime necessity of a 
tolerable existence. And if we cannot devise fresh wants as 
fast as we shorten the process of supplying the old ones, 
there will come a scarcity of work simultaneously with an 
excess of leisure. Work may have to be shared out among 
people who want more of it. Our spurious substitute, exercise, 
will not serve. A new sort of laziness will become the bugbear 
of society; the laziness that refuses to face the mental toil 
and adventure of making work by inventing new ideas or 
extending the domain of knowledge, and insists on a ready- 
made routine. It may come to forcing people to retire before 
they are willing to make way for younger ones; that is, to 
driving all persons of a certain age out of industry, leaving 
them to find something experimental to occupy them on 
pain of perpetual holiday. Men will then try to spend twenty 
thousand a year for the sake of having to earn it. Instead of 
being what we are now, the cheapest and nastiest of the 
animals, we shall be the costliest, most fastidious, and best 
bred. In short, there is no eud to the astonishing things that 
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may happen when the curse of Adam becomes first a bless- 
ing and then an incurable habit. And in view of that day 
we must not grudge children their share of it. 

THE INFINITE SCHOOL TASK 
The question of children’s work, however, is only a 
question of what the child ought to do for the community. 
How highly it should qualify itself is another matter. But 
most of the difficulty of inducing children to learn would 
disappear if our demands became not only definite but finite. 
When learning is only an excuse for imprisonment, it is an 
instrument of torture which becomes more painful the more 
progress is made. Thus when you have forced a child to 
learn the Church Catechism, a document profound beyond 
the comprehension of most adults, you are sometimes at a 
standstill for something else to teach; and you therefore 
keep the wretched child repeating its catechism again and 
again until you hit on the plan of making it learn instal- 
ments of Bible verses, preferably from the book of Numbers. 
But as it is less trouble to set a lesson that you know your- 
self, there is a tendency to keep repeating the already learnt 
lesson rather than break new ground. At school I began 
with a fairly complete knowledge of Latin grammar in the 
childish sense of being able to repeat all the paradigms; and 
I was kept at this, or rather kept in a class where the master 
never asked me to do it because he knew I could, and there- 
fore devoted himself to trapping the boys who could not, 
until I finally forgot most of it. But when progress took 
place, what did it mean? First it meant Caesar, with the 
foreknowledge that to master Caesar meant only being set 
at Virgil, with the culminating horror of Greek and Homer 
in reserve at the end of that. I preferred Caesar, because 
his statement that Gaul is divided into three parts, though 
neither interesting nor true, was the only Latin sentence I 
could translate at sight: therefore the longer we stuck at 
Caesar the better I was pleased. Just so do less classically 
educated children see nothing in the mastery of addition but 
the beginning of subtraction, and so on through multiplica- 
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tion and division and fractions, with the black cloud of 
algebra on the horizon. And if a boy rushes through all that, 
there is always the calculus to fall back on, unless indeed 
you insist on his learning music, and proceed to hit him if 
he cannot tell you the year Beethoven was born. 

A child has a right to finality as regards its compulsory 
lessons. Also as regards physical training. At present it is 
assumed that the schoolmaster has a right to force every 
child into an attempt to become Porson and Bentley, Leib- 
nitz and Newton, all rolled into one. This is the tradition 
of the oldest grammar schools. In our times an even more 
horrible and cynical claim has been made for the right to 
drive boys through compulsory games in the playing fields 
until they are too much exhausted physically to do anything 
but drop off to sleep. This is supposed to protect them from 
vice; but as it also protects them from poetry, literature, 
music, meditation and prayer, it may be dismissed with the 
obvious remark that if boarding schools arc places whose 
keepers are driven to such monstrous measures lest more 
abominable things should happen, then the sooner board- 
ing schools are violently abolished the better. 1 1 is true that 
society may make physical claims on the child as well as 
mental ones: the child must learn to walk, to use a knife and 
fork, to swim, to ride a bicycle, to acquire sufficient power 
of self-defence to make an attack on it an arduous and un- 
certain enterprise, perhaps to fiy. What as a matter of com- 
mon sense it clearly has not a right to do is to make this an 
excuse for keeping the child slaving for ten hours at physical 
exercises on the ground that it is not yet as dexterous as 
Cinquevalli and as strong as Sandow. 

THE REWARDS AND RISKS OF KNOWLEDGE 
In a word, we cannot completely educate a child; for 
its education can end only with its life and will not even then 
be complete. Compulsory completion of education is the 
last folly of a rotten and desperate civilization. All we can 
fairly do is to prescribe definite acquirements and accom- 
plishments as qualifications for citizenship in general, with 
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further specific qualifications for professional employ- 
ments; and to secure them, not by the ridiculous method 
of inflicting artificial injuries on the persons who have not 
yet mastered them, but by the natural co-operation of self- 
respect from within with social respect from without. 

Most acquirements carry their own privileges with them. 
Thus a baby has to be pretty closely guarded and im- 
prisoned because it cannot take care of itself. It has even to 
be carried about (the most complete conceivable infringe- 
ment of its liberty) until it can walk. But nobody goes on 
carrying children after they can walk lest they should walk 
into mischief, though Arab boys make their sisters carry 
them, as our own spoiled children sometimes make their 
nurses, out of mere laziness, because sisters in the East and 
nurses in the West are kept in servitude. But in a society of 
equals (the only reasonable and permanently possible sort 
of society) children are in much greater danger of acquiring 
bandy legs through being left to walk before they are strong 
enough than of being carried when they are well able to 
walk. Anyhow, freedom of movement in a nursery is the 
reward of learning to walk; and in precisely the same way 
freedom of movement in a city is the reward of learning how 
to read public notices, and to count and use money. The 
consequences are of course much larger than the mere abil- 
ity to read the name of a street or the number of a railway 
platform and the destination of a train. When you enable a 
child to read these, you also enable it to read this preface, 
to the utter destruction, you may quite possibly think, of 
its morals (its docility). You also expose it to the danger of 
being run over by taxicabs and trains. The moral and physi- 
cal risks of education are enormous: every new power a 
child acquires, from speaking, walking, and co-ordinating 
its vision, to conquering continents and founding religions, 
opens up immense new possibilities of mischief. Teach a 
child to write and you teach it how to forge: teach it to 
speak and you teach it how to lie: teach it to walk and you 
teach it how to kick its mother to death. 
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The great problem of slavery for those whose aim is to 
maintain it is the problem of reconciling the efficiency of 
the slave with the helplessness that keeps him in servitude; 
and this problem is fortunately not completely soluble; for 
it is not in fact found possible for a duke to treat his solicitor 
or his doctor as he treats his laborers, though they are all 
equally his slaves: the laborer being in fact less dependent 
on his favor than the professional man. Hence it is that men 
come to resent, of all things, protection, because it so often 
means restriction of their liberty lest they should make a 
bad use of it. If there are dangerous precipices about it, it is 
much easier and cheaper to forbid people to walk near the 
edge than to put up an effective fence: that is why both 
legislators and parents and the paid deputies of parents are 
always inhibiting and prohibiting and punishing and scold- 
ing and laming and cramping and delaying progress and 
growth instead of making the dangerous places as safe as 
possible and then boldly taking and allowing others to take 
the irreducible minimum of risk. 

ENGLISH PHYSICAL HARDTHOOl) AND 
SPIRITUAL COWARDICE 

It is easier to convert most people to the need for allow- 
ing their children to run physical risks than moral ones. 1 
can remember a relative of mine who, when 1 was a small 
child, unused to horses and very much afraid of them, in- 
sisted on putting me on a rather rumbustious pony with 
little spurs on my heels (knowing that in my agitation I 
would use them unconsciously), and being enormously 
amused at my terrors. Yet when that same lady discovered 
that I had found a copy of The Arabian Nights and was de- 
vouring it with avidity, she was horrified, and hid it away 
from me lest it should break my soul as the pony might have 
broken my neck. This way of producing hardy bodies and 
timid souls is so common in country houses that you may 
spend hours in them listening to stories of broken collar 
bones, broken backs, and broken necks without coming 
upon a single spiritual adventure or daring thought. 
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But whether the risks to which liberty exposes us are 
moral or physical, our right to liberty involves the right to 
run them. A man who is not free to risk, his neck as an avi- 
ator or his soul as a heretic is not free at all; and the right to 
liberty begins, not at the age of 2 1 years but of n seconds. 
THE RISKS OF IGNORANCE AND WEAKNESS 
The difficulty with children is that they need protection 
from risks they are too young to understand, and attacks 
they can neither avoid nor resist. You may on academic 
grounds allow a child to snatch glowing coals from the fire 
once. You will not do it twice. The risks of liberty we must 
let everyone take; but the risks of ignorance and self-help- 
lessness are another matter. Not only children but adults 
need protection from them. At present adults are often ex- 
posed to risks outside their knowledge or beyond their 
comprehension or powers of resistance or foresight: for ex- 
ample, wc have to look on every day at marriages or financial 
speculations that may involve far worse consequences than 
burnt fingers. And just as it is part of the business of adults 
to protect children, to feed them, clothe them, shelter them, 
and shift for them in all sorts of ways until they are able to 
shift for themselves, it is coming more and more to be seen 
that this is true not only of the relation between adults 
and children, but between adults and adults. We shall not 
always look on indifferently at foolish marriages and finan- 
cial speculations, nor allow dead men to control live com- 
munities by ridiculous wills and living heirs to squander 
and ruin great estates, nor tolerate a hundred other absurd 
liberties that we allow today because we are too lazy to find 
out the proper way to interfere. But the interference must 
be regulated by some theory of the individual’s rights. 
Though the right to live is absolute, it is not unconditional. 
If a man is unbearably mischievous, he must be killed. This 
is a mere matter of necessity, like the killing of a man-eating 
tiger in a nursery, a venomous snake in the garden, or a fox 
in the poultry yard. No society could be constructed on the 
assumption that such extermination is a violation of the 
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creature’s right to live, and therefore must not be allowed. 
And then at once arises the danger into which morality has 
led us: the danger of persecution. One Christian spreading 
his doctrines may seem more mischievous than a dozen 
thieves: throw him therefore to the lions. A lying or dis- 
obedient child may corrupt a whole generation and make 
human Society impossible: therefore thrash the vice out of 
him. And so on until our whole system of abortion, intimi- 
dation, tyranny, cruelty and the rest is in full swing again. 
THE COMMON SENSE OF TOLERATION 

The real safeguard against this is the dogma of Tolera- 
tion. I need not here repeat the compact treatise on it which 
I prepared for the Joint Committee on the Censorship of 
Stage Plays, and prefixed to The Shewing Up of Blanco 
Posnet. It must suffice now to say that the present must not 
attempt to schoolmaster the future by pretending to know 
good from evil in tendency, or protect citizens against 
shocks to their opinions and convictions, moral, political or 
religious: in other words it must not persecute doctrines of 
any kind, or what is called bad taste, and must insist on all 
persons facing such shocks as they face frosty weather or 
any of the other disagreeable, dangerous, or bracing inci- 
dents of freedom. The expediency of Toleration has been 
forced on us by the fact that progressive enlightenment de- 
pends on a fair hearing for doctrines which at first appear 
seditious, blasphemous, and immoral, and which deeply 
shock people who never think originally, thought being 
with them merely a habit and an echo. The deeper ground 
for Toleration is the nature of creation, which, as we now 
know, proceeds by evolution. Evolution finds its way by 
experiment; and this finding of the way varies according to 
the stage of development reached, from the blindest grop- 
ing along the lme of least resistance to conscious intellectual 
speculation, with its routine of hypothesis and verification, 
induction and deduction; or even into so rapid and intui- 
tive an integration of all these processes in a single brain 
that we get the inspired guess or the man of genius and the 
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fanatical resolution of the teacher of new truths who is first 
slain as a blasphemous apostate and then worshipped as a 
prophet. 

Here the law for the child is the same as for the adult. 
The high priest must not rend his garments and cry 
“Crucify him” when he is shocked, nor the atheist clamor 
for the suppression of Law’s Serious Call because it has 
for two centuries destroyed the natural happiness of in- 
numerable children by persuading pious parents that it 
is a religious duty to make children miserable. It, and 
the Sermon on the Mount, and Machiavelli’s Prince, and 
La Rochefoucauld's maxims, and Hymns Ancient and 
Modern, and De Glanville’s apologue, and Dr. Watt’s 
rhymes, and Nietzsche’s Gay Science, and Ingersoll’s Mis- 
takes of Moses, and the speeches and pamphlets of the 
people who want us to make war on Germany, and the 
Noodle’s Orations and articles of our politicians and jour- 
nalists, must all he tolerated not only because any of them 
may for all we know he on the right track but because it is 
in the conflict of opinion that we win knowledge and wis- 
dom. However terrible the wounds suffered in that conflict, 
they are better than the barren peace of death that follows 
when all the combatants are slaughtered or bound hand and 
foot. 

The difficulty at present is that though this necessity for 
Toleration is a law of political science as well established as 
the law of gravitation, our rulers are never taught political 
science: on the contrary, they are taught in school that the 
master tolerates nothing that is disagreeable to him; that 
ruling is simply being master; and that the master’s method 
is the method of violent punishment. And our citizens, all 
school taught, are walking in the same darkness. As 1 
write these lines the Home Secretary is explaining that 
he must not release a man who has been imprisoned for 
blasphemy, as his remarks were painful to the feelings of 
his pious fellow townsmen. Now it happens that this very 
Home Secretary has driven many thousands of his fellow 
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citizens almost beside themselves L>y the crudity of his 
notions of government, and his simple inability to under- 
stand why he should not use and make laws lo torment and 
subdue people who do not happen to agree with him. In a 
word, he is not a politician, but a grown-up schoolboy who 
has at last got a cane In his hand. And sis all the rest of us 
are in the same condition (except as to command of the 
cane) the only objection made to his proceedings takes the 
shape of clamorous demands that he should be caned in- 
stead of being allowed to cane other people. 

THE SIN OF ATHANASIUS 

It seems hopeless. Anarchists are tempted to preach a 
violent and implacable resistance to all law as the only 
remedy; and the result of that speedily is that people wel- 
come any tyranny that will rescue them from chaos. Hut 
there is really no need to choose between anarchy and 
tyranny. A quite reasonable state of things is practicable if 
we proceed on human assumptions and not on academic 
ones. If adults will frankly give up their claim to know bet ter 
than children what the purposes of the Life Force arc, and 
treat the child as an experiment like themselves, and pos- 
sibly a more successful one, and at the same time relinquish ■ 
theirmonstrous parental claims to personal private property 
in children, the rest may be left to common sense. It is our 
attitude, our religion, that is wrong. A good beginning 
might be made by enacting that any person dictating a piece 
of conduct to a child or to anyone else as the will of God, or 
as absolutely right, should be dealt with as a blasphemer: as, 
indeed, guilty of the unpardonable sin against the Holy 
Ghost. If the penalty were death, it would rid us at once of 
that scourge of humanity, the amateur Pope. As an Irish 
Protestant, I raise thecryof No Popery withhereditaiyzest. 
We are overrun with Popes, From curates and governesses, 
who may claim a sort of professional standing, to parents 
and uncles and nurserymaids and school teachers and wise- 
acres generally, there are scores of thousands of human in- 
sects groping through our darkness by the feeble phosphor- 
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esc t nee of their own tails, yet ready at a moment’s n- tics ti 
ret cal the will of God on every possible subject; to explain 
how and why the universe was made (in my youth they 
added the exact date) and the circumstances under which it 
will cease to exist; to lay down precise rules of right and 
wrong conduct; to discriminate infallibly between virtuous 
and vicious character; and this with such certainty that 
they are prepared to visit all the rigors of the law, and all 
the ruinous penalties of social ostracism on those, however 
harmless their actions may be, who venture to laugh at their 
monstrous conceit or to pay their assumptions the extrava- 
gant compliment of criticizing them. As to children, who 
shall say what callings and birchings and terrifyings and 
threats of hell fire and impositions and humiliations and 
petty imprisonings and sendings to bed and standing in 
corners and the like they have suffered because their parents 
and guardians and teachers knew everything so much better 
than Socrates or Solon ? 

It is this ignorant uppishness that does the mischief. A 
stranger on the planet might expect that its grotesque ab- 
surdity would provoke enough ridicule to cure it; but un- 
fortunately quite the contrary happens. Just as our ill health 
delivers us into the hands of medical quacks and creates a 
passionate demand for impudent pretences that doctors can 
cure the diseases they themselves die of daily, so our ignor- 
ance and helplessness set us clamoring for spiritual and 
moral quacks who pretend that they can save our souls from 
their own damnation. If a doctor were to say to his patients, 
“I am familiar with your symptoms, because 1 have seen 
other people in your condition; and I will bring the very 
little knowledge we have to your treatment; but except in 
that very shallow sense I dont know what is the matter with 
you; and I cant undertake to cure you” he would be a lost 
man professionally; and if a clergyman, on being called on 
to award a prize for good conduct in the village school, were 
to say, "I am afraid I cannot say who is the best-behaved 
child, because I really do not know what good conduct is; 
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but I will gladly take the teacher’s word as to which child 
has caused least inconvenience” he would probably be un- 
frocked, if not excommunicated. Ami yet no honest and in- 
tellectually capable doctor or parson can say more. Clearly 
it would not be wise of the doctor to say it, because opti- 
mistic lies have such immense therapeutic value that a doc- 
tor who cannot tell them convincingly has mistaken his pro- 
fession. And a clergyman who is not prepared to lay down 
the law dogmatically will not be of much use in a village 
school, though it behoves him all the more to be very careful 
what law he lays down. But unless both the clergyman and 
the doctor are in the attitude expressed by these speeches 
they are not fit for their work. The man who believes that he 
has more than a provisional hypothesis to go upon is a born 
fool. He may have to act vigorously on it. The world has no 
use for the Agnostic who wont believe anything because 
anything might be false, and wont deny anything because 
anything might be true. But there is a wide difference be- 
tween saying, “I believe this; and I am going to act cm it,” 
or, “I dont believe it; and I wont act on it,” and saying, “It 
is true; and it is my duty and yours to act on it,” or, “It is 
false; and it is my duty and yours to refuse to act on it." The 
difference is as great as that between the Apostles’ Creed 
and the Athanasian Creed. When you repeat the Apostles’ 
Creed you affirm that you believe certain things. There you 
are dearly within your rights. When you repeat the Atha- 
nasian Creed, you affirm that certain things are so, and that 
anybody who doubts that they are so cannot be saved. And 
this is simply a piece of impudence on your part, as you know 
nothing about it except that as good men as you have never 
heard of your creed, The apostolic attitude is a desire to con- 
vert others to our beliefs for the sake of sympathy and light: 
the Athanasian attitude is a desire to murder people who 
dont agree with us. I am sufficient of an Athanasian to advo- 
cate a law for the speedy execution of all Athanasians, be- 
cause they violate the fundamental proposition of my creed, 
which is, I repeat, that all living creatures are experiments. 
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The precise formula for the Superman, ci-devant The Just 
Man Made Perfect, has not yet been discovered. Until it is, 
every birth is an experiment in the Great Research which is 
being conducted by the Life Force to discover that formula. 

THE EXPERIMENT EXPERIMENTING 
And now all the modern schoolmaster abortionists will 
rise up beaming, and say, “We quite agree. We regard 
every child in our school as a subject for experiment. We are 
always experimenting with them. We challenge the experi- 
mental test for our system. We are continually guided by 
our experience in our great work of moulding the character 
of our future citizens, etc. etc. etc.” I am sorry to seem irre- 
concilable; but it is the Life Force that has to make the ex- 
periment and not the schoolmaster; and the Life Force for 
the child’s purpose is in the child and not in the school- 
master. The schoolmaster is another experiment; and a 
laboratory in which all the experiments began experiment- 
ing on one another would not produce intelligible results. I 
admit, however, that if my schoolmasters had treated me as 
an experiment of the Life Force: that is, if they had set me 
free to do as I liked subject only to my political rights and 
theirs, they could not have watched the experiment very 
long, because the first result would have been a rapid move- 
ment on my part in the direction of the door, and my dis- 
appearance therethrough, 

It may be worth inquiring where I should have gone to. 
I should say that practically every time I should have gone 
to a much more educational place. I should have gone into 
the country, or into the sea, or into the National Gallery, or 
to hear a band if there was one, or to any library where there 
were no schoolbooks. I should have read very dry and diffi- 
cult books: for example, though nothing would have in- 
duced me to read the budget of stupid party lies that served 
as a text-book of history in school, I remember reading 
Robertson’s Charles V. and his history of Scotland from end 
to end most laboriously. Once, stung by the airs of a school- 
fellow who alleged that he had read Locke On The Human 
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Understanding, I attempted to read the Bible straitlii 
through, and actually got to the Pauline Epistles Indore 1 
broke down in disgust at what seemed to me their invetei ale 
crookedness of mind. If there had been a school where el,i 
dren were really free, I should have had to be driven out of. r 
for the sake of my health by the teachers; for the children to 
whom a literary education can be of any use are insatiable: 
they will read and study far more than is good for them. In 
fact the real difficulty is to prevent them from wasting their 
time by reading for the sake of reading and studying for the 
sake of studying, instead of taking some trouble to find out 
what they really like and are capable of doing sonic good at. 
Some silly person will probably interrupt me here with the 
remark that many children have no appetite for a literary 
education at all, and would never open a book if they were 
not forced to. I have known many such persons who have 
been forced to the point of obtaining University degrees. 
And for all the effect their literary exercises has left on them 
they might just as well have been put on the treadmill. In 
fact they are actually less literate than the treadmill would 
have left them; for they might now by chance pick up 
and dip into a volume of Shakespcar or a translation of 
Homer if they had not been driven to loathe every famous 
name in literature. I should probably know as much Latin 
as French, if Latin had not been made the excuse for my 
school imprisonment and degradation. 

WHY WE LOATHE LEARNING AND LOVE 
SPORT 

If we are to discuss the importance of art, learning, and 
intellectual culture, the first thing we have to recognize is 
thatwehavevery little of them at present; and that this little 
has not been produced by compulsory education: nay, that 
the scarcity is unnatural and has been produced by the vio- 
lent exclusion of art and artists from schools. On the other 
hand we have quite a considerable degree of bodily culture : 
indeed there is a continual outcry against the sacrifice of 
mental accomplishments to athletics. In other words a sacri- 
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fice of the professed object of compulsory education to the 
real object of voluntary education. It is assumed that this 
means that people prefer bodily to mental culture; but may 
it not mean that they prefer liberty and satisfaction to co- 
ercion and privation. Why is it that people who have been 
taught Shakespear as a school subject loathe his plays and 
cannot by any means be persuaded ever to open his works 
after they escape from school, whereas there is still, 300 
years after his death, a wide and steady sale for his works to 
people who regard his plays as plays, not as task work? If 
Shakespear, or for that matter, Newton and Leibnitz, are 
allowed to find their readers and students they will find 
them. If their works are annotated and paraphrased by 
dullards, and the annotations and paraphrases forced on all 
young people by imprisonment and flogging and scolding, 
there will not be a single man of letters or higher mathe- 
matician the more in the country: on the contrary there will 
be less, as so many potential lovers of literature and mathe- 
matics will have been Incurably prejudiced against them. 
Everyone who is conversant with the class in which child 
imprisonment and compulsory schooling is carried out to 
the final extremity of the university degree knows that its 
scholastic culture is a sham; that it knows little about litera- 
ture or art and a great deal about point-to-point races; and 
that the village cobbler, who has never read a page of Plato, 
and is admittedly a dangerously ignorant man politically, is 
nevertheless a Socrates compared to the classically educated 
gentlemen who discuss politics in country houses at election 
time (and at no other time) after their day’s earnest and skil- 
ful shooting. Think of the years and years of weary torment 
the women of the piano-possessing class have been forced 
to spend over the keyboard, fingering scales. How many of 
them could be bribed to attend a pianoforte recital by a 
great player, though they will rise from sick beds rather 
than miss Ascot or Goodwood? 

Another familiar fact that teaches the same lesson is that 
many women who have voluntarily attained a high degree ol 
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culture cannot add up their own housekeeping books, 
though their education in simple arithmetic was compul- 
sory, whereas their higher education has been wholly volun- 
tary. Everywhere we find the same result. The imprison- 
ment, the beating, the taming and laming, the breaking of 
young spirits, the arrest of development, the atrophy of all 
inhibitive power except the power of fear, are real: the 
education is sham. Those who have been taught most know 

ANTICHRIST 

Among the worst effects of the unnatural segregation of 
children in schools and the equally unnatural constant as- 
sociation of them with adults in the family is the utter defeat 
of the vital element in Christianity. Christ stands in the 
world for that intuition of the highest humanity that we, 
being members one of another, must not complain, must 
not scold, must not strike, nor revile nor persecute nor re- 
venge nor punish. Now family life and school life arc, as far 
as the moral training of children is concerned, nothing hut 
the deliberate inculcation of a routine of complaint, scold- 
ing, punishment, persecution, and revenge as the natural 
and only possible way of dealing with evil or inconvenience. 
“Aint nobody to be whopped for this here ?" exclaimed Sam 
Weller when he saw his employer’s name written up on a 
stage coach, and conceived the phenomenon as an insult 
which reflected on himself. This exclamation of Sam Weller 
is at once the negation of Christianity and the beginning and 
the end of current morality; and so it will remain as long as 
the family and the school persist as we know them : that is, as 
long as the rights of children are so utterly denied that no- 
body will even take the trouble to ascertain what they are, 
and coming of age is like the turning of a convict into the 
streets after twenty-one years penal servitude. Indeed it is 
worse; for the convict, having learnt before his conviction 
how to live at large, may remember how to set about it, 
however lamed his power of initiative may have become 
through disuse; but the child knows no other way of life than 
5 '- 
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the slave’s way. Born free, as Rousseau says, he has been laid 
hands on by slaves from the momen t of his birth and brough t 
up as a slave. How is he, when he is at last set free, to be any- 
thing else than the slave he actually is, clamoring for war, 
for the lash, for police, prisons, and scaffolds in a wild panic 
of delusion that without these things he is lost. The grown- 
up Englishman is to the end of his days a badly brought-up 
child, beyond belief quarrelsome, petulant, selfish, destruc- 
tive, and cowardly: afraid that the Germans will come and 
enslave him; that the burglar will come and rob him; that 
the bicycle or motor car will run over him; that the smallpox 
will attack him; and that the devil will run away with him 
and empty him out like a sack of coals on a blazing fire un- 
less his nurse or his parents or his schoolmaster or his bishop 
or his judge or his army or his navy will do something to 
frighten these bad things away. And this Englishman, with- 
out the moral courage of a louse, will risk his neck for fun 
fifty times every winter in the hunting field, and at Badajos 
sieges and the like will ram his head into a hole bristling with 
sword blades rather than be beaten in the one department 
in which he has been brought up to consult his own honor. 
As a Sportsman (and war is fundamentally the sport of 
hunting and fighting the most dangerous of the beasts of 
prey) he feels free. He will tell you himself that the true 
sportsman is never a snob, a coward, a duffer, a cheat, a 
thief, or a liar. Curious, is it not, that he has not the same 
confidence in other sorts of man? 

And even sport is losing its freedom. Soon everybody 
will be schooled, mentally and physically, from the cradle 
to the end of the term of adult compulsory military service, 
and finally of compulsory civil service lasting until the age 
of superannuation. Always more schooling, more compul- 
sion. We are to he cured by an excess of the dose that has 
poisoned us. Satan is to cast out Satan. 

UNDER THE WHIP 

Clearly this will not do. We must reconcile education 
with liberty. We must find out some means of making men 
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workers and, if need be, warriors, without making them 
slaves. We must cultivate the noble virtues that have their 
root iu pride. Now no schoolmaster will teach these any- 
more than a prison governor will teach his prisoners how to 
mutiny and escape. Self-preservation forces him to break 
the spirit that revolts against him, and to inculcate submis- 
sion, even to obscene assault, as a duty. A bishop once had 
the hardihood to say that he would rather see England free 
than England sober. Nobody has yet dared to say that he 
would rather see an England of ignoramuses than an Eng- 
land of cowards and slaves. And il anyone did, it would be 
necessary to point out that the antithesis is not a practical 
one, as we have at present an England of ignoramuses who 
are also cowards and slaves, and patriotically proud of it 
at that, because in school they are taught to submit, with 
what they ridiculously call Oriental fatalism (as if any 
Oriental has ever submitted more helplessly and sheepishly 
to robbery and oppression than we Occidentals do), to be 
driven day after day into compounds and set to (he tasks 
they loathe by the men they hate and fear, as if this were ( lie 
Inevitable destiny of mankind. And naturally, when they 
grow up, they helplessly exchange the prison of (he school 
for the prison of the mine or the workshop or the office, and 
drudge along stupidly and miserably, with just enough gre- 
garious instinct to turn furiously on any intelligent person 
who proposes a change. It would be quite easy to make Eng- 
land a paradise, according to our present ideas, in a few years. 
There is no mystety about it: the way has been pointed out 
over and over again, The difficulty is not the way but the 
will. And we have no will because the first thing done with 
us in childhood was to break our will. Can anything be 
more disgusting than the spectacle of a nation reading the 
biography of Gladstone and gloating over the account of 
how he was flogged at Eton, two of his schoolfellows being 
compelled to hold him down whilst he was flogged. Not 
long ago a public body in England had to deal with the case 
of a schoolmaster who, conceiving himself insulted by the 
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smoking of a cigaret against his orders by a pupil eighteen 
years old, proposed to flog him publicly as a satisfaction to 
what he called his honor and authority. 1 had intended to 
give the particulars of this case, but find the drudgery of rak- 
ing over such stuff too sickening, and the effect unjust to a 
man who was doing only what others all over the country 
were doing as part of the established routine of what is called 
education. The astounding part of it was the manner in 
which the person to whom this outrage on decency seemed 
quite proper and natural claimed to be a functionary of high 
character, and had his claim allowed. In Japan he would 
hardly have been allowed the privilege of committing sui- 
cide. What is to be said of a profession in which such obscen- 
ities are made points of honor, or of institutions in which 
they are an accepted part of the daily routine? Wholesome 
people would not argue about the taste of such nastinesses: 
they would spit them out; but we are tainted with flagello- 
mania from our childhood. When will we realize that the 
fact that we can become accustomed to anything, however 
disgusting at first, makes it necessary for us to examine care- 
fully everything we have become accustomed to? Before 
motor cars became common, necessity had accustomed us 
to a foulness in our streets which would have horrified us 
had the street been our drawing room carpet. Before long we 
shall be as particular about our streets as we now are about 
our carpets; and their condition in the nineteenth century 
will become as forgotten and incredible as the condition of 
the corridors of palaces and the courts of castles was as late 
as the eighteenth century. This foulness, we can plead, was 
imposed on us as a necessity by the use of horses and of huge 
retinues; but flogging has never been, so imposed: it has 
always been a vice, craved for on any pretext by those de- 
praved by it. Boys were flogged when criminals were 
hanged, to impress the awful warning on them. Boys were 
flogged at boundaries, to impress the boundaries on their 
memory. Other methods and other punishments were al- 
ways available: the choice of this one betrayed the sensual 
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impulse which makes the practice an abomination. But when 
its viciousness made it customary-) it was practised and toler- 
ated on all hands by people who were innocent of anything 
worse than stupidity, ill temper, and inability to discover 
other methods of maintaining order than those they had 
always seen practised and approved of. From children and 
animals it extended to slaves and criminals. In the days of 
Moses it was limited to 39 lashes. In the early nineteenth 
century it had become an open madness: soldiers were sent- 
enced to a thousand lashes for trifling offences, with the re- 
sult (among others less mentionable) that the Iron Duke of 
Wellington complained that it was impossible to get an 
order obeyed in the British army except in two or three crack 
regiments. Such frantic excesses of this disgusting neurosis 
provoked a reaction against it; but the clamor for it by de- 
praved persons never ceased, and was tolerated by a nation 
trained to it from childhood in the schools until last year 
(1913), when, in what must be described as a paroxysm of 
sexual excitement provoked by the agitation concerning the 
White Slave Traffic (the purely commercial nature of which 
I was prevented from exposing on the stage by the Censor- 
ship twenty years ago), the Government yielded to an outcry 
for flagellation led by the Archbishop of Canterbury, and 
passed an Act under which a judge can sentence a man to be 
flogged to the utmost extremity with any instrument usable 
for such a purpose that he cares to prescribe. Such an Act is 
not a legislative phenomenon but a psychopathic one. Its 
effect on the White Slave Traffic was, of course, to distract 
public attention from its real cause and from the people 
who really profit by it to imaginary “foreign scoundrels,” 
and to secure a monopoly of its organization for women. 

And all this evil is made possible by the schoolmaster 
with his cane and birch, by the parents getting rid as best 
they can of the nuisance of children making noise and mis- 
chief in the house, and by the denial to children of the 
elementary rights of human beings. 

The first man who enslaved and “broke in” an animal 
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with a whip would have invented the explosion engine in- 
stead could he have foreseen the curse he was laying on his 
race. For men and women learnt thereby to enslave and 
break in their children by the same means. These children, 
grown up, knew no other methods of training. Finally the 
evil that was done for gain by the greedy was refined on and 
done for pleasure by the lustful. Flogging has become a 
pleasure purchasable in our streets, and inhibition a grown- 
up habit that children play at. “Go and see what baby is 
doing; and tell him he mustnt” is the last word of the nur- 
sery; and the grimmest aspect of it is that it was first formu- 
lated by a comic paper as a capital joke. 

TECHNICAL INSTRUCTION 
Technical instruction tempts to violence (as a short cut) 
more than liberal education. The sailor in Mr Rudyard 
Kipling’s Captains Courageous, teaching the boy the names 
of the ship’s tackle with a rope’s end, does not disgust us as 
our schoolmasters do, especially as the boy was a spoiled boy. 
But an unspoiled boy would not have needed that drastic 
medicine. Technical training may be as tedious as learning 
to skate or to play the piano or violin; but it is the price one 
must pay to achieve certain desirable results or necessary 
ends. It is a monstrous thing to force a child to learn Latin 
or Greek or mathematics on the ground that they are an in- 
dispensable gymnastic for the mental powers. It would be 
monstrous even if it were true; for there is no labor that 
might not be imposed on a child or an adult on the same 
pretext; but as a glance at the average products of our public 
school and university education shews that it is not true, 
it need not trouble us. But it is a fact that ignorance of Latin 
and Greek and mathematics doses certain careers to men (I 
do not mean artificial, unnecessary, noxious careers like 
those of the commercial schoolmaster). Languages, even 
dead ones, have their uses; and, as it seems to many of us, 
mathematics have their uses. They will always be learned by 
people who wan t to learn them ; and people will always want 
to learn them as long as they are of any importance in life: 
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indeed the want will survive their importance: superstition 
is nowhere stronger than in the field of obsolete acquire- 
ments. And they will never be learnt fruitfully by people 
who do not want to learn them either for their own sake or 
for use in necessary work. There is no harder schoolmaster 
than experience; and yet experience fails to teach where 
there is no desire to learn. 

Still, one must not begin to apply this generalization too 
early. And this brings me to an important factor in the case: 
the factor of evolution. 

DOCILITY AND DEPENDENCE 

If anyone, impressed by my view that the rights of a child 
are precisely those of an adult, proceeds to treat a child as if 
it were an adult, he (or she)'wi!l find that though the plan 
will work much better at some points than the usual plan, at 
others it will not work at all; and this discovery may pro voice 
him to turn back from the whole conception of children's 
rights with a jest at the expense of bachelors’ and old maids’ 
children. In dealing with children what is needed is not logic 
but sense. There is no logical reason why young persons 
should be allowed greater control of their property the day 
after they are twenty-one than the day before it. There is no 
logical reason why I, who strongly object to an adult stand- 
ing over a boy of ten with a Larin grammar, and saying “you 
must learn this, whether you want to or not,” should never- 
theless be quite prepared to stand over a boy of five with the 
multiplication table or a copy book or a code of elementary 
good manners, and practise on his docility to make him 
learn them. And there is no logical reason why I should do 
for a child a great many little offices, some of them trouble- 
some and disagreeable, which I should not do for a boy 
twice its age, or support a boy or girl when I would unhesi- 
tatingly throw an adult on his own resources. But there are 
practical reasons, and sensible reasons, and affectionate 
reasons for all these illogicalities. Children do not want to be 
treated altogether as adults: such treatment terrifies them 
and overburdens them with responsibility. In truth, very 
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few adults care to be called on for independence and origin- 
ality: they also arc bewildered and terrified in the absence of 
precedents and precepts and commandments; but modern 
Democracy allows them a sanctioning and cancelling power 
if they are capable of using it, which children are not. To 
treat a child wholly as an adul t would be to mock and destroy 
it. Infantile docility and juven ile dependence are, like death, 
a product of Natural Selection; and though there is no viler 
crime than to abuse them, yet there is no greater cruelty than 
to ignore them. I have complained sufficiently of what I 
suffered through the process of assault, imprisonment, and 
compulsory lessons that taught me nothing, which are called 
my schooling. But I could say a good deal also about the 
things I was not taught and should have been taught, not to 
mention the things I was allowed to do which I should not 
have been allowed to do. I have no recollection of being 
taught to read or write; so I presume I was born with both 
faculties; but many people seem to have bitter recollections 
of being forced reluctantly to acquire them. And though I 
have the uttermost contempt for a teacher so ill-mannered 
and incompetent as to be unable to make a child learn to 
read and write without also making it cry, still I am pre- 
pared to admit that I had rather have been compelled to 
learn to read and write with tears by an incompetent and ill- 
mannered person than left in ignorance. Reading, writing, 
and enough arithmetic to use. noney honestly and accurately, 
together with the rudiments of law and order, become neces- 
sary conditions of a child’s liberty before it can appreciate 
the importance of its liberty, or foresee that these accom- 
plishments are worth acquiring. Nature has provided for this 
by evolving the instinct of docility. Children are very docile : 
they have a sound intuition that they must do what they are 
told or perish. And adults have an intuition, equally sound, 
that they must take advantage of this docility to teach chil- 
dren how to live properly or the children will not survive. 
The difficulty is to know whsre to stop. To illustrate this, 
let us consider the main daiger of childish docility and 
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parental officiousness. 

THE ABUSE OF DOCILITY 

Docility may survive as a lazy habit long after it has 
ceased to be a beneficial instinct. I f you catch a child when it 
is young enough to be instinctively docile, and keep it in a 
condition of unremitted tutelage under the nurserymaid, 
the governess, the preparatory school, the secondary school, 
and the university, until it is an adult, you will produce, not 
a self-reliant, free, fully matured human being, but a grown- 
up schoolboy or schoolgirl, capable of nothing in the way of 
original or independent action except outbursts of naughti- 
ness in the \yomen and blackguardism in the men. That is 
exactly what in get at present in our rich and consequently 
governing classes: they pass from juvenility to senility with- 
out ever touching maturity except in body. The classes 
which cannot afforathis sustained tutelage are notably more 
self-reliant and grown-up: an office boy of fifteen is often 
more of a man than a diversity student of twenty. Unfor- 
tunately this precocity'is disabled by poverty, ignorance, 
narrowness, and a hideous power of living without art or 
love or beauty and being rather proud of it. The poor never 
escape from servitude: thfe.tr docility is preserved by their 
slavery. And so all become the prey of the greedy, the selfish, 
the domineering, the unscrupulous, the predatory. If here 
and there an individual refuses to be docile, ten docile per- 
sons will beat him or lock him up or shoot him or hang him 
at the bidding of his oppressors and their own. The crux of 
the whole difficulty about parents, schoolmasters, priests, 
absolute monarchs, and despots of every sort, is the tend- 
ency to abuse natural docility, A nation should always be 
healthily rebellious; but rulers have yet to be found who 
will make trouble for themselves by cultivating that side 
of the national spirit. A child should begin to assert itself 
early, and shift for itself more and more not only in washing 
and dressing itself, but in opinions and conduct; yet as no- 
thing is so exasperating and so unlovable as an uppish child, 
it is useless to expect parents and schoolmasters to inculcate 
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this uppishness. Such unamiable precepts as Always contra- 
dict an authoritativestatement. Always re turn a blow, Never 
lose a chance of a good fight, When you are scolded for a 
mistake ask the person who scolds you whether he or she 
supposes you did it on purpose, and follow the question 
with a blow or an insult or some other unmistakeable expres- 
sion of resentment, Remember that the progress of the 
world depends on your knowing better than your elders, are 
just as important as those of the sermon on the mount; but 
no one has yet seen them written up in letters of gold in a 
schoolroom or nursery, The child is taught to be kind, to be 
respectful, to be quiet, not to answer back, to be truthful 
when its elders want to find out anything from it, to lie 
when the truth would shock or hurt its elders, to be above 
all things obedient, and to be seen and not heard. Here we 
have two sets of precepts, each of which will spoil an ordin- 
ary child if the other be omitted. Unfortunately we do not 
allow fair play between them. The rebellious, intractable, 
aggressive, selfish set provoke a corrective resistance, and 
do not pretend to high moral or religious sanctions; and 
they are never urged by grown-up people on young people. 
They are therefore more in danger of neglect or suppression 
than the other set, which have all the adults, all the laws, all 
the religions on their side. How is the child to be secured its 
due share of both bodies of doctrine? 

THE SCHOOLBOY AND THE HOMEBOY 
In practice what happens is that parents notice that boys 
brought up at home become mollycoddles, or prigs, or 
duffers, unable to take care of themselves. They see that 
boys should learn to rough it a little and to mix with children 
of their own age, This is natural enough. When you have 
preached at and punished a boy until he is a moral cripple, 
you are as much hampered by him as by a physical cripple; 
and as you do not intend to have him on your hands all your 
life, and are generally rather impatient for the day when he 
will earn his own living and leave you to attend to yourself, 
you sooner or later begin to talk to him about the need for 
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self-reliance, learning to think, and so forth, with the result 
that your victim, bewildered by your inconsistency, con- 
cludes that there is no use trying to please you, and falls 
into an attitude of sulky resentment. Which is an additional 
inducement to pack him off to school. 

In school, he finds himself in a dual world, under two 
dispensations. There is the world of the boys, where the 
point of honor is to be untameable, always ready to fight, 
ruthless in taking the conceit out of anyone who ventures to 
give himself airs of superior knowledge or taste, and gener- 
ally to take Lucifer for one’s model. And there is the world 
of the masters, the world of discipline, submission, dili- 
gence, obedience, and continual and shameless assumption 
of moral and intellectual authority. Thus the schoolboy 
hears both sides, and is so far better off than the home-bred 
boy who hears only one. But the two sides are not fairly 
presented. They are presented as good and evil, as vice and 
virtue, as villainy and heroism. The boy feds mean and 
cowardly when he obeys, and selfish and rascally when he 
disobeys. He loses his moral courage just as he comes to 
hate books and languages. In the end, John Ruskin, tied so 
closely to his mother’s apron-string that he did not escape 
even when he went to Oxford, and John Stuart Mill, whose 
father ought to have been prosecuted for laying his son’s 
childhood waste with lessons, were superior, as products of 
training, to our schoolboys. They were very conspicuously 
superior in moral courage; and though they did not dis- 
tinguish themselves at cricket and football, they had quite 
as much physical hardihood as any civilized man needs. But 
it is to be observed that Ruskin’s parents were wise people 
who gave John a full share in their own life, and put up with 
his presence both at home and abroad when they must 
sometimes have been very weary of him; and Mill, as it 
happens, was deliberately educated to challenge all the 
most sacred institutions of his country. The households 
they were brought up in were no more average households 
than a Montessori school is an average school. 
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THE COMINGS OF AGE OF CHILDREN 
All this inculcated adult docility, which wrecks every 
civilization as it is wrecking ours, is inhuman and unnatural. 
We must reconsider our institution of the Coming of Age, 
which is too late for some purposes, and too early for others. 
There should be a series of Coming of Ages for every in- 
dividual. The mammals have their first coming of age when 
they are weaned; and it is noteworthy that this rather cruel 
and selfish operation on the part of the parent has to be 
performed resolutely, with claws and teeth; for your little 
mammal does not want to be weaned, and yields only to a 
pretty rough assertion of the right of the parent to be re- 
lieved of the child as soon as the child is old enough to bear 
the separation. The same thing occurs with children: they 
hang on to the mother's apron-string and the father’s coat 
tails as long as they can, often baffling those sensitive parents 
who know that children should think for themselves and 
fend for themselves, but are too kind to throw them on their 
own resources with the ferocity of the domestic cat. The 
child should have its first coming of age when it is weaned, 
another when it can talk, another when it can walk, another 
when it can dress itself without assistance; and when it can 
read, write, count money, and pass an examination in going 
a simple errand involving a purchase and a journey by rail or 
other public method of locomotion, it should have quite a 
majority. At present the children of laborers are soon mobile 
and able to shift for themselves, whereas it is possible to find 
grown-up women in the rich classes who are actually afraid 
to take a walk in the streets unattended and unprotected. It 
is true that this is a superstition from the time when a retinue 
was part of the state of persons of quality, and theun attended 
person was supposed to be a common person of no quality, 
earning a living; but this has now become so absurd that 
children and young women are no longer told why they are 
forbidden to go about alone, and have to be persuaded that 
the streets are dangerous places, which of course they are; 
but people who are not educated to live dangerously have 
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only half a life, and are more likely to die miserably after all 
than those who have taken all the common risks of freedom 
from their childhood onward as matters of course. 

THE CONFLICT OF WILLS 

The world wags in spite of its schools and its families 
because both schools and families are mostly very largely 
anarchic: parents and schoolmasters are good-natured or 
weak or lazy; and children are docile and affectionate and 
very shortwinded in their fits of naughtiness; and so most 
families slummock along and muddle through until the 
children cease to be children. In the few cases when the 
parties are energetic and determined, the child is crushed or 
the parent is reduced to a cipher, as the case may be. When 
the opposed forces are neither of them strong enough to 
annihilate the other, there is serious trouble: that is how 
we get those feuds between parent and child which recur to 
our memory so ironically when we hear people sentimental- 
izing about natural affection. We even get tragedies; for 
there is nothing so tragic to contemplate or so devastating 
to suffer as the oppression of will without conscience; and 
the whole tendency of our family and school system is to set 
the will of the parent and the school despot above conscience 
as something that must be deferred to abjectly and abso- 
lutely for its own sake. 

The strongest, fiercest force in nature is human will. It is 
the highest organization we know of the will that has created 
the whole universe. Now all honest civilization, religion, 
law, and convention is an attempt to keep this force within 
beneficent bounds. What corrupts civilization, religion, 
law, and convention (and they are at present pretty nearly 
as corrupt as they dare) is the constan t attempts made by the 
wills of individuals and classes to thwart the wills and en- 
slave the powers of other individuals and classes. The powers 
of the parent and the schoolmaster, and of their public 
analogues the lawgiver and the judge, become instruments 
of tyranny in the hands of those who are too narrow-minded 
to understand law and exercise judgment; and in their hands 
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(with us they mostly fall into such hands) law becomes 
tyranny. And what is a tyrant? Quite simply a person who 
says to another person, young or old “You shall do as I tell 
you; you shall make what I want; ydu shall profess my 
creed; you shall have no will of your own; and your powers 
shall be at the disposal of my will.” It has come to this at 
last: that the phrase “she has a will of her own,” or “he has a 
will of his own” has come to denote a person of exceptional 
obstinacy and self-assertion. And even persons of good 
natural disposition, if brought up to expect such deference, 
are roused to unreasoning fury, and sometimes to the com- 
mission of atrocious crimes, by the slightest challenge to 
their authority. Thus a laborer may be dirty, drunken, un- 
truthful, slothful, untrustworthy in every way without ex- 
hausting the indulgence of the country house. But let him 
dare to be “disrespectful” and he is a lost man, though he be 
the cleanest, soberest, most diligent, most veracious, most 
trustworthy man in the county. Dickens’s instinct for de- 
tecting social cankers never served him better than when he 
shewed us Mrs 1 leep teaching her son to "be umble,” know- 
ing that if he carried out that precept he might be pretty well 
anything else he liked. The maintenance of deference to our 
wills becomes a mania which will cany the best of us to any 
extremity. We will allow a village of Egyptian fellaheen or 
Indian tribesmen to live the lowest life they please among 
themselves without molestation; but let one of them slay an 
Englishman or even strike him on the strongest provoca- 
tion, and straightway we go stark mad, burning and de- 
stroying, shooting and shelling, flogging, and hanging, if 
only such survivors as we may leave are thoroughly cowed 
in the presence of a man with a white face. In the committee 
room of a local council or city corporation, the humblest 
employees of the committee find defenders if they complain 
of harsh treatment. Gratuities are voted, indulgences and 
holidays are pleaded for, delinquencies are excused in the 
most sentimental manner provided only the employee, how- 
ever patent a hypocrite or incorrigible a slacker, is hat in 
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hand. But let the most obvious measure of justice be de- 
manded by the secretary of a Trade Union in terms which 
omit all expressions of subservience, and it is with the 
greatest difficulty that the cooler-headed can defeat angry 
motions that the letter be thrown into the waste paper bas- 
ket and the committee proceed to the next business. 

THE DEMAGOGUE’S OPPORTUNITY 

And the employee has in him the same Berce impulse to 
impose his will without respect for the will of others. De- 
mocracy is in practice nothing but a device for cajoling from 
him the vote he refuses to arbitrary authority. He will not 
vote for Coriolanus; but when an experienced demagogue 
comes along and says "Sir: you are the dictator: the voice of 
the people is the voice of God; and I am only your very 
humble servant” he says at once “All right: tell me what to 
dictate” and is presently enslaved more effectually with his 
own silly consent than Coriolanus would ever have enslaved 
him without asking his leave. And the trick by which the 
demagogue defeats Coriolanus is played on him in his turn 
by his inferiors. Everywhere we see the cunning succeeding 
in the world by seeking a rich or powerful master and prac- 
tising on his lust for subservience. The political adventurer 
who gets into parliament by offering himself to the poor 
voter, not as his representative but as his will-less soulless 
“delegate,” is himself the dupe of a clever wife who re- 
pudiates Votes for Women, knowing well that whilst the 
man is master, the man’s mistress will rule. Uriah Heep may 
be a crawling creature; bur his crawling takes him upstairs. 

Thus does the selfishness of the will turn on itself, and 
obtain by flattery what; it cannot seize by open force. De- 
mocracy becomes the latest trick of tyranny: “womanli- 
ness” becomes the latest wile of prostitution. 

Between parent and child the same conflict wages and 
the same destruction of character ensues. Parents set them- 
selves to bend the will of their children to their own — to 
break thejrgfittbfeBfts^girit, as they call it — with the ruth- 
lessness of^fiaVSTn?f^4tors. Cunning, unscrupulous chil- 
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drcn learn all the arts of the sneak in circumventing tyranny: 
children of better character are cruelly distressed and more 
or less lamed for life by it. 

OUR QUARRELSOMENESS 
As between adults, we find a general quarrelsomeness 
which makes political reform as impossible to most English- 
men as to hogs. Certain sections of the nation get cured of 
this disability. University men, sailors, and politicians are 
comparatively free from it, because the communal life of the 
University, the fact that in a ship a man must either learn 
to consider others or else go overboard or into irons, and the 
habit of working on committees and ceasing to expect more 
of one’s own way than is included in the greatest common 
measure of the committee, educate the will socially. But no 
one who has ever had to guide a committee of ordinary pri- 
vate Englishmen through their first attempts at collective 
action, in committee or otherwise, can retain any illusions as 
to the appalling effects on our national manners and char- 
acter of the organization of the home and the school as petty 
tyrannies, and the absence of all teaching of self-respect and 
training in self-assertion. Bullied and ordered about, the 
Englishman obeys like a sheep, evades like a knave, or tries 
to murder his oppressor. Merely criticized or opposed in 
committee, or invited to consider anybody’s views but his 
own, he feels personally insulted and wants to resign or 
leave the room unless he is apologized to. And his panic and 
bewilderment when he sees that the older hands at the work 
have no patience with him and do not intend to treat him 
as infallible, are pitiable as far as they are anything but ludi- 
crous. That is what comes of not being taught to consider 
other people’s wills, and left to submit to them or to over- 
ride them as if they were the winds and the weather. Such a 
state of mind is incompatible not only with the democratic 
introduction of high civilization, but with the comprehen- 
sion and maintenance of such civilized institutions as have 
been introduced by benevolent and intelligent despots and 
aristocrats. 


6 7 



PARENTS AND CHILDREN 
WE MUST REFORM SOCIETY BEFORE WE 
CAN REFORM OURSELVES 

When we come to the positive problem of what to do 
with children if we are to give up the established plan, we 
find the difficulties so great that we begin to understand 
why so many people who detest the system and look back 
with loathing on their own schooldays, must helplessly send 
their children to the very schools they themselves were sent 
to, because there is no alternative except abandoning the 
children to undisciplined vagabondism. Man in society 
must do as everybody else does in his class: only fools and 
romantic novices imagine that freedom is a mere matter of 
the readiness of the individual to snap his fingers at conven- 
tion. It is true that most of us live in a condition of quite 
unnecessary inhibition, wearing ugly and uncomfortable 
clothes, making ourselves and other people miserable by the 
heathen horrors of mourning, staying away from rhe theatre 
because we cannot afford the stalls and arc ashamed to go to 
the pit, and in dozens of other ways enslaving ourselves 
when there are comfortable alternatives open to us without 
any real drawbacks. The contemplation of these petty 
slaveries, and of the triumphant ease with which sensible 
people throw them off, creates an impression that if we only 
take Johnson’s advice to free our minds from cant, we can 
achieve freedom. But if we all freed our minds from cant we 
should find that for the most part we should have to go on 
doing the necessary work of the world exactly as we did it 
before until we organized new and free methods of doing it. 
Many people believed in secondary co-education (boys and 
girls taught together) before schools like Bedalcs were 
founded: indeed the practice was common enough in ele- 
mentary schools and in Scotland; but their belief did not 
help them until Bedales and St George’s were organized; 
and there are still not nearly enough co-educational schools 
in existence to accommodate all the children of the parents 
who believe in co-education up to university age, even if they 
could always afford the fees of these exceptional schools. It 
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may be edifying to tell a duke that our public schools are 
all wrong in their constitution and methods, or a coster- 
monger that children should be treated as in Goethe’s Wil- 
helm Meister instead of as they are treated at the elementary 
school at the corner of his street; but what are the duke and 
the coster to do? Neither of them has any effective choice in 
the matter: their children must either go to the schools that 
are, or to no school at all, And as the duke thinks with 
reason that his son will be a lout or a milksop or a prig if he 
does not go to school, and the coster knows that his son will 
become an illiterate hooligan if he is left to the streets, there 
is no real alternative for either of them. Child life must be 
socially organized: no parent, rich or poor, can choose in- 
stitutions that do not exist; and the private enterprise of in- 
dividual schoolmasters appealing to a group of well-to-do 
parents, though it may shew what can be done by enthusiasts 
with new methods, cannot touch the mass of our children. 
For the average parent or child nothing is really available 
except the established practice; and this is what makes it so 
important that the established practice should be a sound 
one, and s« useless for clever individuals to disparage it un- 
less they can organize an alternative practice and make it, 
too, general. 

THE PURSUIT OF MANNERS 
If you cross-examine the duke and the coster, you will 
find that they are not concerned for the scholastic attain- 
ments of their children, Ask the duke whether he could pass 
the standard examination of twelve-year-old children in 
elementary schools, and he will admit, with an entirely placid 
smile, that he would almost certainly be ignominiously 
plucked. And he is so little ashamed of or disadvantaged by 
his condition that he is not prepared to spend an hour in 
remedying it. The coster may resent the inquiry instead of 
being amused by it; but his answer, if true, will be the same. 
What they both want for their children is the communal 
training, the apprenticeship to society, the lessons in hold- 
ing one’s own among people of all sorts with whom one is 
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not, as in the home, on privileged terms. These can he 
acquired only by “mixing with the world,” no matter how 
wicked the world is. No parent cares twopence whether his 
children can write Latin hexameters or repeat the dates of 
the accession of ail the English monarchs since the Con- 
queror; but all parents are earnestly anxious about the man- 
ners of their children. Better Claude Duval than [Caspar 
Hauser. Laborers who are contemptuously anti-clerical in 
their opinions will send their daughters to the convent 
school because the nuns teach them some sort of gentleness 
of speech and behavior. And peers who tell you that our 
public schools are rotten through and through, and that our 
Universities ought to be razed to the foundations, send their 
sons to Eton and Oxford, Harrow and Cambridge, not only 
because there is nothing else to be done, but because these 
places, though they turn out blackguards and ignoramuses 
and boobies galore, turn them out with the habits and man- 
ners of the society they belong to. Bad as those manners are 
in many respects, they are better than no manners at all. 
And no individual or family can possibly teach them. They 
can be acquired only by living in an organized community 
in which they are traditional. 

Thus we see that there are reasons for the segregation of 
children even in families where the great reason: namely, 
that children are nuisances to adults, docs not press very 
hardly, as, for instance, in the houses of the very poor, who 
can send their children to play in the streets, or the houses of 
the very rich, which are so large that the children’s quarters 
can be kept out of the paren ts’ way like the servants’ quarters. 
NOT TOO MUCH WIND ON THE HEATH, 
BROTHER 

What, then, is to be done ? For the present, unfortunately, 
little except propagating the conception of Children’s 
Rights. Only the achievement of economic equality through 
Socialism can make it possible to deal thoroughly with the 
question. from the point of view of the total interest of the 
community, which must always consist of grown-up chil- 
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dren. 1 cl economic equality, like all simple and obvious 
arrangements, seems impossible to people brought up as 
children are now. Still, something can be done even within 
class limits. Large communities of children of the same class 
are possible today; and voluntary organization of outdoor 
life for children has already begun in Boy Scouting and 
excursions of one kind or another. The discovery that any- 
thing, even school life, is better for the child than home life, 
will become an over-ridden hobby; and we shall presently 
be told by our faddists that anything, even camp life, is 
better than school life. Some blundering beginnings of this 
are already perceptible. There is a movement for making 
our British children into priggish little barefooted vaga- 
bonds, all talking like that born fool George Borrow, and 
supposed to be splendidly healthy because they would die if 
they slept in rooms with the windows shut, or perhaps even 
with a roof over their heads. Still, this is a fairly healthy 
folly; and it may do something to establish Mr Harold Cox’s 
claim of a Right to Roam as the basis of a much needed law 
compelling proprietors of land to provide plenty of gates in 
their fences, anti to leave them unlocked when there are no 
growing crops to be damaged nor bulls to be encountered, 
instead of, as at present, imprisoning the human race in 
dusty or muddy thoroughfares between walls of barbed wire. 

The reaction against vagabondage will come from the 
children themselves. For them freedom will not mean the 
expensive kind of savagery now called “the simple life.” 
Their natural disgust with the visions of cockney book fan- 
ciers blowing themselves out with “the wind on the heath, 
brother,” and of anarchists who are either too weak to un- 
derstand that men are strong and free in proportion to the 
social pressure they can stand and the complexity of the 
obligations they are prepared to undertake, or too strong to 
realize that what is freedom to them may be terror and be- 
wilderment to others, will drive them back to the home and 
the school if these have meanwhile learned the lesson that 
children are independent human beings and have rights. 
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WANTED: A CHILD'S MAGNA CHARTA 

Whether we shall presently be discussing :i Juvenile 
Magna Chartaor Declaration of Rights by way of including 
children in the Constitution is a question on which I leave 
others to speculate. But if it could once be established that 
a child has an adult’s Right of Egress from uncomfortable 
places and unpleasant company, and there were children’s 
lawyers to sue pedagogues and others for assault and im- 
prisonment, there would be an amazing change in the be- 
havior of schoolmasters, the quality of school books, and 
the amenities of school life. That Consciousness of Consent 
which, even in its present delusive form, has enabled De- 
mocracy to oust tyrannical systems in spite of all its vul- 
garities and stupidities and rancors and ineptitudes and 
ignorances, would operate as powerfully among children as 
it does now among grown-ups. No doubt the pedagogue 
would promptly turn demagogue, and woo his scholars by 
all the arts of demagogy; but none of these arts can easily be 
so dishonorable or mischievous as the art of caning. And, 
after all, if larger liberties are attached to the acquisition of 
knowledge, and the child finds that it can no more go to the 
seaside without a knowledge of the multiplication and pence 
tables than it can be an astronomer without mathematics, it 
will learn the multiplication table, which is more than it 
always does at present, in spite of all the catlings and keep- 
ings-in. 

THE PURSUIT OF LEARNING 
_ When the Pursuit of Learning comes to mean the pur- 
suit of learning by the child instead of the pursuit of the 
child by Learning, cane in hand, the danger will be pre- 
cocity of the intellect, which is just as undesirable as pre- 
cocity of the emotions. We still have a silly habit of talking 
and thinking as if intellect were a mechanical process and 
not a passion; and in spite of the German tutors who confess 
openly that three out of every five of the young men they 
coach for examinations are lamed for life thereby; in spite 
of Dickens and his picture of little Paul Dombey dying 
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of lessons, we persist in heaping on growing children and 
adolescent youths and maidens tasks Pythagoras would have 
declined out of common regard for his own health and com- 
mon modesty as to his own capacity. And this overwork is 
not all the effect of compulsion; for the average school- 
master does not compel his scholars to learn: he only scolds 
and punishes them if they do not, which is quite a different 
thing, the net effect being that the school prisoners need not 
learn unless they like. Nay, it is sometimes remarked that 
the school dunce— meaning the one who does not like — 
often turns out well afterwards, as if idleness were a sign of 
ability and character. A much more sensible explanation is 
that the so-called dunces are not exhausted before they begin 
the serious business of life. It is said that boys will be boys; 
and one can only add one wishes they would. Boys really 
wanl to be manly, and arc unfortunately encouraged thought- 
lessly in this very dangerous and overstraining aspiration. 
All the people who have really worked (Herbert Spencer for 
instance) warn us against work as earnestly as some people 
warn us against drink. When learning is placed on the vol- 
untary footing of sport, the teacher will find himself saying 
every day "Run away and play: you have worked as much 
as is good for you.” Trying to make children leave school 
will be like trying to make them go to bed; and it will be 
necessary to surprise them with the idea that teaching is 
work, and that the teacher is tired and must go play or rest 
or eat: possibilities always concealed by that infamous hum- 
bug the current schoolmaster, who achieves a spurious 
divinity and a witch doctor’s authority by persuading chil- 
dren that he is not human, just as ladies used to persuade 
them that they have no legs. 

CHILDREN AND GAME: A PROPOSAL 
Of the many wild absurdities of our existing social order 
perhaps the most grotesque is the costly and strictly en- 
forced reservation of large tracts of country as deer forests 
and breeding grounds for pheasants whilst there is so little 
provision of the kind made for children. I have more than 
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WANTED: A CHILD’S MAGNA CHARTA 

Whether we shall presently he discussing a Juvenile 
Magna Charts or Declaration of Rights by way of including 
children in the Constitution is a question on which I leave 
others to speculate. But if it could once be established that 
a child has an adult’s Right of Egress from uncomfortable 
places and unpleasant company, and there were children’s 
lawyers to sue pedagogues and others for assault and im- 
prisonment, there would be an amazing change in the be- 
havior of schoolmasters, the quality of school books, and 
the amenities of school life. That Consciousness of Consent 
which, even in its present delusive form, has enabled De- 
mocracy to oust tyrannical systems in spite of all its vul- 
garities and stupidities and rancors and ineptitudes and 
ignorances, would operate as powerfully among children as 
it does now among grown-ups. No doubt the pedagogue 
would promptly turn demagogue, and woo his scholars by 
all the arts of demagogy; but none of these arts can easily be 
so dishonorable or mischievous as the art of caning. And, 
after all, if larger liberties are attached to the acquisition of 
knowledge, and the child finds that it can no more go to the 
seaside without a knowledge of the multiplication and pence 
tables than it can be an astronomer without mathematics, it 
will learn the multiplication table, which is more than it 
always does at present, in spite of all the callings and keep- 
ings-in. 

THE PURSUIT OF LEARNING 

When the Pursuit of Learning comes to mean the pur- 
suit of learning by the child instead of the pursuit of the 
child by Learning, cane in hand, the danger will be pre- 
cocity of the intellect, which is just as undesirable as pre- 
cocity of the emotions. We still have a silly habit of talking 
and thinking as if intellect were a mechanical process and 
not a passion; and in spite of the German tutors who confess 
openly that three out of every five of the young men they 
coach for examinations are lamed for life thereby; in spite 
of Dickens and his picture of little Paul Dombey dying 
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of lessons, we persist in heaping on growing children and 
adolescent youths and maidens tasks Pythagoras would have 
declined out of common regard for his own health and com- 
mon modesty as to his own capacity. And this overwork is 
not all the effect of compulsion; for the average school- 
master does not compel his scholars to learn: he only scolds 
and punishes them if they do not, which is quite a different 
thing, the net effect being that the school prisoners need not 
learn unless they like. Nay, it is sometimes remarked that 
the school dunce — meaning the one who does not like — 
often turns out well afterwards, as if idleness were a sign of 
ability and character. A much more sensible explanation is 
that the so-called dunces are not exhausted before they begin 
the serious business of life. It is said that boys will be boys; 
and one can only add one wishes they would. Boys really 
want to be m anly, and areunfortunately encouraged thought- 
lessly in this very dangerous and overstraining aspiration. 
All the people who have really worked (Herbert Spencer for 
instance) warn us against work as earnestly as some people 
warn us against drink. When learning is placed on the vol- 
untary footing of sport, the teacher will find himself saying 
every day “Run away and play: yon have worked as much 
as is good for you.” Trying to make children leave school 
will be like trying to make them go to bed; and it will be 
necessary to surprise them with the idea that teaching is 
work, and that the teacher is tired and must go play or rest 
or eat : possibil i tics al ways concealed by that infamous hum- 
bug the current schoolmaster, who achieves a spurious 
divinity and a witch doctor’s authority by persuading chil- 
dren that he is not human, just as ladies used to persuade 
them that they have no legs. 

CHILDREN AND GAME: A PROPOSAL 
Of the many wild absurdities of our existing social order 
perhaps the most grotesque is the costly and strictly en- 
forced reservation of large tracts of country as deer forests 
and breeding grounds for pheasants whilst there is so little 
provision of the kind made for children. I have more than 
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once thought of trying to introduce the shooting of children 
as a sport, as the children would then he preserved very 
carefully for ten months in the year, thereby reducing their 
death rate far more than the fusillades of the sportsmen 
during the other two would raise it. At present the killing of 
a fox except by a pack of foxhounds is regarded with hor- 
ror; but you may and do kill children in a hundred and fifty 
ways provided you do not shoot them or set a pack of dogs 
on them. It must be admitted that the foxes have the best 
of it; and indeed a glance at our pheasants, our deer, and 
our children will convince the most sceptical that the chil- 
dren have decidedly the worst of it. 

This much hope, however, can be extracted from the 
present state of things. It is so fantastic, so mad, so appar- 
ently impossible, that no scheme of reform need ever hence- 
forth be discredited on the ground that it is fantastic or 
mad or apparendy impossible. It is the sensible schemes, 
unfortunately, that are hopeless in England. Therefore I 
have great hopes that myown views, though fundamentally 
sensible, can be made to appear fantastic enough to have a 
chance. 

First, then, I lay it down as a prime condition of sane 
society, obvious as such to anyone but an idiot, that in any 
decent community, children should find in every part of 
their native country, food, clothing, lodging, instruction, 
and parental kindness for the asking. For the matter of 
that, so should adults; but the two cases differ in that as 
these commodities do not grow on the bushes, the adults 
cannot have them unless they themselves organize and pro- 
vide the supply, whereas the children must have them as if 
by magic, with nothing to do but rub the lamp, like Alad- 
din, and have their needs satisfied. 

THE PARENTS’ INTOLERABLE BURDEN 

There is nothing new in this: it is how children have 
always had and must always have their needs satisfied. The 
parent has to play the part of Aladdin’s djinn; and many a 
parent has sunk beneath the burden of this service. All the 
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novelty we need is to organize it so that instead of the in- 
dividual child fastening like a parasite on its own particular 
parents, the whole body of children should be thrown not 
only upon the whole body of parents, but upon the celibates 
and childless as well, whose present exemption from a full 
share in the social burden of children is obviously unjust 
and unwholesome. Today it is easy to find a widow who has 
at great cost to herself in pain, danger, and disablement, 
borne six or eight children. In the same town you will find 
rich bachelors and old maids, and married couples with no 
children or with families voluntarily limited to two or three. 
The eight children do not belong to the woman in any real 
or legal sense. When she has reared them they pass away 
from her into the community as independent persons, 
marrying strangers, working for strangers, spending on the 
community the life that has been built up at her expense. 
No more monstrous injustice could be imagined than that 
the burden of rearing the children should fall on her alone 
and not on the celibates and the selfish as well. 

'Phis is so far recognized that already the child finds, 
wherever it goes, a school for it, and somebody to force it 
into the school; and more and more these schools are being 
driven by the mere logic of facts to provide the children 
with meals, with boots, with spectacles, with dentists and 
doctors. In fact, when the child’s parents are destitute or 
not to he found, bread, lodging, and clothing are provided. 
It is true that they are provided grudgingly and on condi- 
tions infamous enough to draw down abundant fire from 
Heaven upon us every day in the shape of crime and disease 
and vice; but still the practice of keeping children barely 
alive at the charge of the community is established; and 
there is no need for me to argue about it. I propose only two 
extensions of the practice, One is to provide for all the 
child’s reasonable human wants, on which point, if you 
differ from me, I shall take leave to say that you are socially 
a fool and personally an inhuman wretch. The other is that 
these wants should be supplied in complete freedom from 
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compulsory schooling or compulsory anything except re- 
straint from crime, though, as they can he supplied only by 
social organization, the child must he conscious of and sub- 
ject to the conditions of that organization, which may in- 
volve such portions of adult responsibility and duty as a 
child may be able to bear according to its age, and which 
will in any case prevent it from forming the vagabond and 
anarchist habit of mind. 

One more exception might be necessary: compulsory 
freedom. I am sure that a child should not be imprisoned in 
a school. I am not so sure that it should not sometimes be 
driven out into the open — imprisoned in the woods and on 
the mountains, as it were. For there are frowsty children, 
just as there are frowsty adults, who dont want freedom. 
This morbid result of over-domestication would, let us 
hope, soon disappear with its cause. 

MOBILIZATION 

Those who see no prospect held out to them by this 
except a country in which all the children .shall be roaming 
savages, should consider, first, whether their condition 
would be any worse than that of the little caged savages of 
today; and second, whether either children or adults arc so 
apt to run wild that it is necessary to tether them fast to otic 
neighborhood to prevent a general dissolution of society. 
My own observation leads me to believe that we are not half 
mobilized enough. True, I cannot deny that we are more 
mobile than we were. You will still find in the home counties 
old men who have never been to London, and who tell you 
that they once went to Winchester or St Albans much as if 
they had been to the South Pole; but they are not so com- 
mon as the clerk who has been to Paris or to Lovely Lucerne, 
and who “ goes away somewhere” when he has a holiday. 
His grandfather never had a holiday, and, if he had, would 
no more have dreamed of crossing the Channel than of 
taking a box at the Opera. But with all allowance for the 
Polytechnic excursion and the tourist agency, our inertia is 
still appalling. I confess to having once spent nine years in 
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London without putting my nose outside it; and though 
this was better, perhaps, than the restless globe-trotting 
vagabondage of the idle rich, wandering from hotel to hotel 
and never really living an y where, yet I should no more have 
done it if 1 had been properly mobilized in my childhood 
than I should have worn the same suit of clothes all that time 
(which, by the way, I very nearly did, my professional in- 
come not having as yet begun to sprout). There are masses 
of people who could afford at least a trip to Margate, and a 
good many who could afford a trip round the world, who are 
more immovable than Aldgate pump. To others, who would 
move if they knew how, travelling is surrounded with imag- 
inary difficulties and terrors. In short, the difficulty is not 
to fix people, but to root them up. We keep repeating the 
silly proverb that a rolling stone gathers no moss, as if moss 
were a desirable parasite. What we mean is that a vagabond 
docs not prosper. Even this is not true, if prosperity means 
enjoyment as well as responsibility and money. The real 
misery of vagabondage is the misery of having nothing to do 
and nowhere to go, the misery of being derelict of God and 
Man, the misery of the idle, poor or rich. And this is one 
of the miseries of unoccupied childhood. The unoccupied 
adult, thus afflicted, tries many distractions, which are to 
say the least, unsuited to children. But one of them, the dis- 
traction of seeing the world, is innocent and beneficial. Also 
it is childish , being a continuation of what nurses call “taking 
notice,” by which a child becomes experienced. It is pitiable 
nowadays to see men and women doing after the age of 45 
all the travelling and sightseeing they should have done 
before they were 15. Mere wondering and staring at things 
is an important part of a child’s education : that is why chil- 
dren can be thoroughly mobilized without making vaga- 
bonds of them. A vagabond is at home nowhere because he 
wanders', a child should wander because it ought to be at 
home everywhere. And if it has its papers and its passports, 
and gets what it requires not by begging and pilfering, but 
from responsible agents of the community as of right, and 
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with some formal acknowledgment of the obligations it is 
incurring and a knowledge of the fact that these obligations 
are being recorded: if, further, certain qualifications are 
exacted before it is promoted from permission to go as far as 
its legs will carry it to using mechanical aids to locomotion, 
it can roam without much danger of gypsitication . 

Under such circumstances the boy or girl could always 
run away, and never be lost; and on no other conditions 
can a child be free without being also a homeless outcast. 
Parents could also run away from disagreeable children or 
drive them out of doors or even drop their acquaintance, 
temporarily or permanently, without inhumanity. Thus 
both parties would be on their good behavior, and not, as at 
present, on their filial or parental behavior, which, like all 
unfree behavior, is mostly bad behavior. 

As to what other results might follow, we had better 
wait and see; for nobody now alive can imagine what cus- 
toms and institutions would grow up in societies of free 
children. Child laws and child fashions, child manners and 
child morals are now not tolerated; but among free children 
there would certainly be surprising developments' in this 
direction. I do not think there would be any danger of free 
children behaving as badly as grown-up people do now be- 
cause they have never been free. They could hardly behave 
worse, anyhow. 

CHILDREN’S RIGHTS AND PARENTS’ 

WRONGS 

A very distinguished man once assured a mother of my 
acquaintance that she would never know what it meant to be 
hurt until she was hurt through her children. Children are 
extremely cruel without intending it; and in ninety-nine 
cases out of a hundred the reason is that they do not conceive 
their elders as having any human feelings. Serve the elders 
right, perhaps, for posing as superhuman! The penalty of 
the impostor is not that he is found out (he very seldom is) 
but that he is taken for what he pretends to be, and treated 
as such. And to be treated as anything but what you really 
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arc may teem pleasant to the imagination when the treat- 
ment is above your merits; but in actual experience it is often 
quite the reverse. When I was a very small boy, my romantic 
imagination, stimulated by early doses of fiction, led me to 
brag to a still smaller boy so outrageously that he, being a 
simple soul, really believed me to be an invincible hero. I 
cannot remember whether this pleased me much; but I do 
remember very distinctly that one day this admirer of mine, 
who had a pet goat, found the animal in the hands of a larger 
boy than either of us, who mocked him and refused to re- 
store the animal to his rightful owner. Whereupon, naturally, 
he came weeping to me, and demanded that I should rescue 
the goat and annihilate the aggressor. My terror was beyond 
description: fortunately for me, it imparted such a ghastli- 
ness to my voice and aspect as 1, under the eye of my poor 
little dupe, advanced on the enemy with that hideous ex- 
tremity of cowardice which is called the courage of despair, 
and said “You let go that goat,” that he abandoned his prey 
and fled, to my unforgettable, unspeakable relief. I have 
never since exaggerated my prowess in bodily combat. 

Now what happened to me in the adventure of the goat 
happens very often to parents, and would happen to school- 
masters if the prison door of the school did not shut out the 
trials of life. I remember once, at school, the resident head 
master was brought down to earth by the sudden illness of 
his wife. In the confusion that ensued it became necessary to 
leave one of the schoolrooms without a master. I was in the 
class that occupied that schoolroom. To have sent us home 
would have been to break the fundamental bargain with our 
parents by which the school was bound to keep us out of their 
way for half the day at all hazards. Therefore an appeal had 
to be made to our better feelings: that is, to our common 
humanity, not to make a noise. But the head master had 
never admitted any common humanity with us. We had 
been carefully broken in to regard him as a being quite aloof 
from and above us; one not subject to error or suffering or 
death or illness or mortality. Consequently sympathy was 
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impossible; and if the unfortunate lady dul not perish, it 
was because, as I now comfort myself with guessing, she 
was too much pre-occupied with her own pains, and pos- 
sibly making too much noise herself, to be conscious of 
the pandemonium downstairs. 

A great deal of the fiendishness of schoolboys and the 
cruelty of children to their elders is produced just in this 
way. Elders cannot be superhuman beings and suffering 
fellow-creatures at the same time. If you pose as a little 
god, you must pose for better for worse. 

HOW LITTLE WE KNOW ABOUT OUR 
PARENTS 

Therelation between parent and child has cruel moments 
for the parent even when money is no object, and the material 
worries are delegated to servants and school teachers. The 
child and the parent are strangers to one another neces- 
sarily, because their ages must differ widely. Read Goethe's 
autobiography; and note that though he was happy in his 
parents and had exceptional powers of observation, tlivina 
tion, and story-telling, he knew less about his father and 
mother than about most of the other people he mentions. 
I myself was never on bad terms with my mother: we lived 
together until I was forty-two years old, absolutely without 
the smallest friction of any kind; yet when her death set me 
thinking curiously about our relations, I realized that l knew 
very little about her. Introduce me to a strange woman w ho 
was a child when I was a child, a girl when l was a boy, an 
adolescent when I was an adolescent; and if we take natur- 
ally to one another I will know more of her and she of me at 
the end of forty days (I had almost said of forty minutes) 
than I knew of my mother at the end of forty years. A con- 
temporary stranger is a novelty and an enigma, also a pos- 
sibility; but a mother is like a broomstick or like the sun in 
the heavens, it does not matter which as far as one’s know- 
ledge of her is concerned: the broomstick is there and the 
sun is there; and whether the child is beaten by it or warmed 
and enlightened by it, it accepts it as a fact in nature, and 
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does not conceive it as having had youth, passions, and 
weaknesses, or as still growing, yearning, suffering, and 
learning. If I meet a widow I may ask her all about her 
marriage; but what son ever dreams of asking his mother 
about her marriage, or could endure to hear of it without 
violently breaking off the old sacred relationship between 
them, and ceasing to be her child or anything more to her 
than the first man in the street might be? 

Yet though in this sense the child cannot realize its 
parent's humanity, the parent can realize the child’s; for the 
parents with their experience of life have none of the illu- 
sions about the child that the child has about the parents; 
and the consequence is that the child can hurt Its parents' 
feelings much more than its parents can hurt the child’s, 
because the child, even when there has been none of the 
deliberate hypocrisy by which children are taken advantage 
of by their ciders, cannot conceive the parent as a fellow- 
creature, whilst the parents know very well that the chil- 
dren arc only themselves over again. The child cannot con- 
ceive that its blame or contempt or want of interest could 
possibly hurt its parent, and therefore expresses them all 
with an indifference which has given rise to the term enfant 
terrible (a tragic term in spite of the jests connected with it) ; 
whilst the parent can suffer from such slights and reproaches 
more from a child than from anyone else, even when the 
child is not beloved, because the child is so unmistakeably 
sincere in them. 

OUR ABANDONED MOTHERS 
Take a very common instance of this agonizing incom- 
patibility. A widow brings up her son to manhood. He 
meets a strange woman, and goes off with and marries her, 
leaving his mother desolate. It does not occur to him that 
this is at all hard on her: he does it as a matter of course, and 
actually expects his mother to receive, on terms of special 
affection, the woman for whom she has been abandoned. If 
he shewed any sense of what he was doing, any remorse; if 
he mingled his tears with hers and asked her not to think too 
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hardly of him because he hail obeyed the inevitable destiny 
of a man to leave his father and mother and cleave to his 
wife, she could give him her blessing and accept her be- 
reavement with dignity and without reproach. But the man 
never dreams of such considerations. To him his mother’s 
feeling in die matter, when she betrays it, is unreasonable, 
ridiculous, and even odious, as shewing a prejudice against 
his adorable bride. 

I have taken the widow as an extreme and obvious case; 
but there are many husbands and wives who arc tired of 
their consorts, or disappointed in them, or estranged from 
them by infidelities; and these parents, in losing a sun or a 
daughter through marriage, may be losing everything they 
care for. No parent’s love is as innocent as the love of a 
child: the exclusion of all conscious sexual feeling from it 
does not exclude the bitterness, jealousy, and despair at loss 
which characterize sexual passion : in fact, what is called a 
pure love may easily be more selfish and jealous than a 
carnal one. Anyhow, it is plain matter of fact that na'ivcly 
selfish people sometimes try with fierce jealousy to prevent 
their children marrying. 

FAMILY AFFECTION 

Until the family as we know i t ceases to exist, nobody will 
dare to analyze parental affection as distinguished from that 
general human sympathy which lias secured to many an 
orphan fonder care in a stranger’s house than it would have 
received from its actual parents. Not even Tolstoy, in The 
Kreutzer Sonata, has said all that we suspect about it. When 
it persists beyond the period at which it ceases to be neces- 
sary to the child’s welfare, it is apt to be morbid; and we are 
probably wrong to inculcate its deliberate cultivation. The 
natural course is for the parents and children to cast off the 
specific parental and filial relation, when they are no longer 
necessary to one another. The child does this readily enough 
to form fresh ties, closer and more fascinating. Parents are 
not always excluded from such compensations: it happens 
sometimes that when the children go out at the door the 
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lover comes in at the window. Indeed it happens now oftener 
than it used to, because people remain much longer in 
the sexual arena. The cultivated Jewess no longer cuts off 
her hair at her marriage. The British matron has discarded 
her cap and her conscientious ugliness; and a bishop’s wife 
at fifty has more of the air of a femme galante than an actress 
had at thirty-five in her grandmother’s time. But as people 
marry later, the facts of age and time still inexorably con- 
demn most parents to comparative solitude when their chil- 
dren marry. This may be a privation and may be a relief: 
probably in healthy circumstances it is no worse than a 
salutary change of habit; but even at that it is, for the 
moment at least, a wrench. For though parents and children 
sometimes dislike one another, there is an experience of 
succor and a habit of dependence and expectation formed in 
infancy which naturally attaches a child to its parent or to 
its nurse (a foster parent) in a quite peculiar way. A benefit 
to the child may be a burden to the parent; but people be- 
come attached to their burdens sometimes more than the 
burdens are attached to them; and to “suffer little children” 
has become an affectionate impulse deep in our nature. 

Now there is no such impulse to suffer our sisters and 
brothers, our aunts and uncles, much less our cousins. If we 
could choose our relatives, we might, by selecting congenial 
ones, mitigate the repulsive effect of the obligation to like 
them and to admit them to our intimacy. But to have a per- 
son imposed on us as a brother merely because he happens 
to have the same parents is unbearable when, as may easily 
happen, he is the sort of person we should carefully avoid if 
he were anyone else’s brother. All Europe (except Scotland, 
which has clans instead of families) draws the line at second 
cousins. Protestantism draws it still closer by making the 
first cousin a marriageable stranger; and the only reason (ox 
not drawing it at sisters and brothers is that the institution 
of the family compels us to spend our childhood with them, 
and thus imposes on us a curious relation in which familiarity 
destroys romantic charm, and is yet expected to create a 
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specially warm affection. Such a relation is dangerously 
factitious and unnatural; and the practic al moral is that the 
less said at home about specific family affection the better. 
Children, like grown-up people, get on well enough together 
if they are not pushed down one another's throats; and 
grown-up relatives will get on together in proportion to 
their separation and their care not to presume on their blood 
relationship, We should let children’s feelings take their 
natural course without prompting, I have seen a child 
scolded and called unfeeling because it did not occur to it to 
make a theatrical demonstration of affectionate delight when 
its mother returned after an absence: a typical example of 
the way in which spurious family sentiment is stoked up. 
We are, after all, sociable animals; and if we are let alone in 
the matter of our affections, and well brought up otherwise, 
we shall not get on any the worse with particular people be- 
cause they happen to be our brothers and sisters and cousins. 
The danger lies in assuming that we shall get on any better. 

The main point to grasp here is that families are not' kept 
together at present by family feeling lmt by human feeling. 
The family cultivates sympathy and mutual help and con- 
solation as any other form of kindly association cultivates 
them; but the addition of a dictated compulsory affection as 
an attribute of near kinship is not only unnecessary, but 
positively detrimental ; and the alleged tendency of modern 
social development to break up the family need alarm no- 
body. We cannot break up the facts of kinship nor eradicate 
its natural emotional consequences. What wc can do and 
ought to do is to set people free to behave naturally and to 
change their behavior as circumstances change. To impose 
on a citizen of London the family duties of a Highland 
cateran in the eighteenth century is as absurd as to compel 
him to carry a claymore and target instead of an umbrella. 
The civilized man has no special use for cousins; and he may 
presently find that he has no special use for brothers and 
sisters. The parent seems likely to remain indispensable; 
but there is no reason why that natural tie should be made 
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the excuse for unnatural aggravations of it, as crushing to 
the parent as they are oppressive to the child. The mother 
and father will not always have to shoulder the burthen of 
maintenance which should fall on the Atlas shoulders of 
the fatherland and motherland. Pending such reforms and 
emancipations, a shattering break-up of the paternal home 
must remain one of normal incidents of marriage. The 
parent is left lonely and the child is not. Woe to the old if 
they have no impersonal interests, no convictions, no public 
causes to advance, no tastes or hobbies! It is well to be a 
mother but not to be a mother-in-law; and if men were 
cut off artificially from intellectual and public interests as 
women are, the father-in-law would be as deplorable a 
figure in popular tradition as the mother-in-law. 

It is not to be wondered at that some people hold that 
blood relationship should be kept a secret from the persons 
related, and that the happiest condition in this respect is 
that of the foundling who, if he ever meets his parents or 
brothers or sisters, passes them by without knowing them. 
And for such a view there is this to be said: that our family 
system does unquestionably take the natural bond between 
members of the same family, which, like all natural bonds, 
is not too tight to be borne, and superimposes on it a pain- 
ful burden of forced, inculcated, suggested, and altogether 
unnecessary affection and responsibility which we should 
do well to get rid of by making relatives as independent of 
one another as possible. 

THE FATE OF THE FAMILY 

The difficulty of inducing people to talk sensibly about 
the family is the same as that which I pointed out in a pre- 
vious volume as confusing discussions of marriage. Marri- 
age is not a single invariable institution: it changes from 
civilization to civilization, from religion to religion, from civil 
code to civil code, from frontier to frontier. The family is still 
more variable, because the number of persons constitutinga 
family, unlike the number of persons constituting a mar- 
riage, varies from one to twenty: indeed, when a widower 
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with a family marries a widow with a family, ami the two 
produce a third family, even that very high number may he 
surpassed. And the conditions may vary between opposite 
extremes; for example, in a London or Paris slum every 
child adds to the burden of poverty and helps to starve the 
parents and all the other children, whereas in a settlement of 
pioneer colonists every child, from the moment it is big 
enough to lend a hand to the family industry, is an invest- 
ment in which the only danger is that of temporary over- 
capitalization. Then there are the variations in family senti- 
ment. Sometimes the family organization is as frankly po- 
litical as the organization or an army or an industry; fathers 
being no more expected to be sentimental about their chil- 
dren than colonels about soldiers, or factory owners about 
their employees, though the mother may he allowed a little 
tenderness if her character is weak. The Roman father was 
a despot; the Chinese father is an object of worship: the 
sentimental modern western father is often a playfellow 
looked to for toys and pocket-money. The farmer sees his 
children constantly: the squire sees them only during the 
holidays, and not then oftener than lie can help: the tram 
conductor, when employed by a joint stock company, some- 
times never sees them at all. 

Under such circumstances phrases like The Influence of 
Home Life, The Family, The Domestic Hearth, and so on, 
are no more specific than The Mammals, or The Man In 
The Street; and the pious generalizations founded so glibly 
on them by our sentimental moralists are unworkable. When 
households average twelve persons with the sexes about 
equally represented, the results may be fairly good. When 
they average three the results may be very bad indeed; and 
to lump the two together under the general term The 
Family is to confuse the question hopelessly. The modern 
small family is much too stuffy: children “brought up at 
home” in it are unfit for society. 

But here again circumstances differ. If the parents live 
in what is called a garden suburb, where there is a good deal 
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of social intercourse, and the family, instead of keeping itself 
to itself, as the evil old saying is, and glowering at the neigh- 
bors over the blinds of the long street in which nobody knows 
his neighbor and everyone wishes to deceive him as to his in- 
come and social importance, is in effect broken up by school 
life, by out-of-door habits, and by frank neighborly inter- 
course through dances and concerts and theatricals and ex- 
cursions and the like, families of four may turn out much less 
barbarous citizens than families often which attain the Boer 
ideal of being out of sight of one another’s chimney smoke. 

All one can say is, roughly, that the homelier the home, 
and the more familiar the family, the worse for everybody 
concerned. The family ideal is a humbug and a nuisance: 
one might as reasonably talk of the barrack ideal, or the 
forecastle ideal, or any other substitution of the machinery 
of social organization for the end of it, which must always be 
the fullest and most capable life: in short, the most godly 
life. And this significant word reminds us that though the 
popular conception of heaven includes a Holy Family, it 
does not attach to that family the notion of a separate home, 
or a private nursery or kitchen or mother-in-law, or any- 
thing that constitutes the family as we know it. Even blood 
relationship is miraculously abstracted from it; and the 
Father is the father of all children, the mother the mother of 
all mothers and babies, and the Son the Son of Man and the 
Savior of his brothers: one whose chief utterance on the sub- 
ject of the conventional family was an invitation to all of us 
to leave our families and follow him, and to leave the dead to 
bury the dead, and not debauch ourselves at that gloomy 
festival the family funeral, with its sequel of hideous mourn- 
ing and grief which is either affected or morbid. 

FAMILY MOURNING 
I do not know how far this detestable custom of mourn- 
ing is carried in France; but judging from the appearance 
of the French people I should say that a Frenchwoman goes 
into mourning for her cousins to the seventeenth degree. 
The result is that when I cross the Channel I seem to have 
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reached a country devastated by war or pestilence. It is 
really suffering only from the family. W ill anyone pretend 
that England has not the better ol this striking difference? 

It is such senseless and unnatural conventions as this that 
make us so impatient of what we call family feeling. Even 
apart from its insufferable pretensions, the family needs 
hearty discrediting; for there is hardly any vulnerable part 
of it that could not be amputated with advantage. 

ART TEACHING 

By art teaching I hasten to say that 1 do not mean giving 
children lessons in freehand drawing and perspective. I am 
simply calling attention to the fact that fine art is the only 
teacher except torture. I have already pointed out that no- 
body, except under threat of torture, can read a school book. 
The reason is that a school book is not a work of art. Simi- 
larly, you cannot listen to a lesson or a sermon unless the 
teacher or rite preacher is an artist. You cannot read the 
Bible if you have no sense of literary art. The reason why the 
continental European is, to the Englishman or American, 
so surprisingly ignorant of the Bible, is that the authorised 
English version is a great work of literary art, and the con- 
tinental versions are comparatively artless. To read a dull 
book; to listen to a tedious play or prosy sermon or lecture; 
to stare at uninteresting pictures or ugly buildings : nothing, 
short of disease, is more dreadful than this. The violence 
done to our souls by it leaves injuries and produces subtle 
maladies which have never been properly s tudied by psycho- 
pathologists. Yet we are so inured to it in school, where 
practically all the teachers are bores trying to do the work 
of artists, and all the books artless, that wc acquire a truly 
frightful power of enduring boredom. We even acquire the 
notion that fine art is lascivious and destructive to the char- 
acter. In church, in the House of Commons, at public meet- 
ings, we sit solemnly listening to bores and twaddlers be- 
cause from the time we could walk or speak we have been 
snubbed, scolded, bullied, beaten and imprisoned whenever 
we dared to resent being bored or twaddled at, or to express 
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our natural impatience and derision of bores and tWddlers. 
And when a man arises with a soul of sufficient native 
strength to break the bonds of this inculcated reverence and 
to expose and deride and tweak the noses of our humbugs 
and panjandrums, like Voltaire or Dickens, we arc shocked 
and scandalized, even when we cannot help laughing. 
Worse, we dread and persecute those who can see and de- 
clare the truth, because their sincerity and insight reflects 
on our delusion and blindness. We are all like Nell Gwynne’s 
footman, who defended Nell’s reputation with his fists, not 
because he believed her to be what he called an honest 
woman, but because he objected to be scorned as the foot- 
man of one who was no better than she should be. 

This wretched power of allowing ourselves to be bored 
may seem to give the fine arts a chance sometimes. People 
will sit through a performance of Beethoven’s ninth sym- 
phony or of Wagner’s Ring just as they will sit through 
a dull sermon or a front bench politician saying nothing 
for two hours whilst his unfortunate country is perishing 
through the delay of its business in Parliament. But their 
endurance is very bad for the ninth symphony, because they 
never hiss when it is murdered. 1 have heard an Italian con- 
ductor (no longer living) take the adagio of that symphony 
at a lively allegretto , slowing down for the warmer major sec- 
tions into the speed and manner of the heroine’s death song 
in a Verdi opera; and the listeners, far from relieving my 
excruciation by rising with yells of fury and hurling their 
programs and opera glasses at the miscreant, behaved just 
as they do when Richter conducts it. The mass of imposture 
that thrives on this combination of ignorance with despair- 
ing endurance is incalculable. Given a public trained from 
childhood to stand anything tedious, and so saturated with 
school discipline that even with the doors open and no 
schoolmasters to stop them they will sit there helplessly 
until the end of the concert or opera gives them leave to go 
home; and you will have in great capitals hundreds of 
thousands of pounds spent every night in the season on 
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professedly artistic entertainments which have nn other 
effect on fine art than to exacerbate the hatred in which it 
is already secretly held in England. 

Fortunately) there are arts that cannot lie cut off from 
the people by bad performances. We can read books for 
ourselves; and we can play a good deal of fine music for 
ourselves with the help of a pianola. Nothing stands between 
us and the actual handwork of the great masters of painting 
except distance; and modern photographic methods of re- 
production are in some cases quite and in many nearly as 
effective in conveying the artist’s message as a modern edi- 
tion of Shakespear’s plays is in conveying the message that 
first existed in his handwriting. The reproduction of great 
feats of musical execution is already on the way : the gramo- 
phone, for all its wheezing and snarling and hraying, is 
steadily improving in its manners; ami what witli this im- 
provement on the one hand, ami on the other that blessed 
selective faculty which enables us to ignore a good deal of 
disagreeable noise if there is a thread of music in the middle 
of it (few critics of the gramophone seem to be conscious of 
the very considerable mechanical noise set up by choirs and 
orchestras) we have at last reached a point at which, for ex- 
ample, a person living in an English village where the church 
music is the only music, and that music is made by a few 
well-intentioned ladies with the help of a harmonium, can 
hear masses by Palestrina very passably executed, and can 
thereby be led to the discovery that J ackson in F and Hymns 
Ancient and Modern are not perhaps the last word of 
beauty and propriety in the praise of God. 

In short, there is a vast body of art now within the reach 
of everybody. The difficulty is that this art, which alone can 
educate us in grace of body and soul, and which alone can 
make the history of the past live for us or the hope of the 
future shine for us, which alone can give delicacy and 
nobility to our crude lusts, which is the appointed vehicle of 
inspiration and the method of the communion of saints, is 
actually branded as sinful among us because, wherever it 
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arises, there is resistance to tyranny, breaking of fetters, and 
the breath of freedom. The attempt to suppress art is not 
wholly successful : we might as well try to suppress oxygen. 
But it is carried far enough to inflict on huge numbers of 
people a most inj urious art starvation, and to corrupt a great 
deal of the art that is tolerated. You will And in England 
plenty of rich families with little more culture than their 
dogs and horses. And you will find poor families, cut off by 
poverty and town life from the contemplation of the beauty 
of the earth, with its dresses of leaves, its scarves of cloud, 
and its contours of hill and valley, who would positively be 
happier as hogs, so little have they cultivated their humanity 
by the only effective instrument of culture: art. The dearth 
is artificially maintained even when there are the means of 
satisfying it. Story books are forbidden, picture post cards 
are forbidden, theatres are forbidden, operas are forbidden, 
circuses are forbidden, sweetmeats are forbidden, pretty 
colors arc forbidden, all exactly as vice is forbidden. The 
Creator is explicitly prayed to, and implicitly convicted of 
indecency every clay. An association of vice and sin with 
everything that is delightful and of goodness with every- 
thing that is wretched and detestable is set up. All the most 
perilous (and glorious) appetites and propensities are at once 
inflamed by starvation and uneducated by art. All the whole- 
some conditions which art imposes on appetite are waived: 
instead of cultivated men and women restrained by a thou- 
sand delicacies, repelled by ugliness, chilled by vulgarity, 
horrified by coarseness, deeply and sweetly moved by the 
graces that art has revealed to them and nursed in them, we 
get indiscriminate rapacity in pursuit of pleasure and a 
parade of the grossest stimulations in catering for it. We 
have a continual clamor for goodness, beauty, virtue,. and 
sanctity, with such an appalling inability to recognize it or 
love it when It arrives that it is more dangerous to be a great 
prophet or poet than to promote twenty companies for 
swindling simple folk out of their savings. Do not for a 
moment suppose that uncultivated people are merely in- 
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different to high and noble qualities. They hate them malig- 
nantly. At best, such qualities are like rare and beautiful 
birds: when they appear the whole country takes down its 
guns; but the birds receive the statuary tribute of having 
their corpses stuffed. 

And it really all comes from the habit of preventing chil- 
dren from being troublesome. You are so careful of your 
boy’s morals, knowing how troublesome they may be, that 
you keep him away from the Venus of Milo only to find him 
in the arms of the scullery maid or someone much worse. 
You decide that the Hermes of Praxiteles and Wagner’s 
Tristan are not suited for young girls; and your daughter 
marries somebody appallingly unlike either Hermes or 
Tristan solely to escape from your parental protection. You 
have not stifled a single passion nor averted a single danger: 
you have depraved the passions by starving them, and 
broken down all the defences which so effectively protect 
children brought up in freedom. You have men who imagine 
themselves to be ministers of religion openly declaring that 
when they pass through the streets they have to keep out in 
the wheeled traffic to avoid the temptations of the pavement. 
You have them organizing hunts of the women who tempt 
them — poor creatures whom no artist would touch without 
a shudder — and wildly clamoring for more clothes to dis- 
guise and conceal the body, and for the abolition of pictures, 
statues, theatres, and pretty colors. And incredible as it 
seems, these unhappy lunatics are left at large, unrebuked, 
even admired and revered, whilst artists have to struggle for 
toleration. To them an undraped human body is the most 
monstrous, the most blighting, the most obscene, the most 
unbearable spectacle in the universe. To an artist it is, at its 
best, the most admirable spectacle in nature, and, at its 
average, an object of indifference. If every rag of clothing 
miraculously dropped from the inhabitants of London at 
noon tomorrow (say as a preliminary to the Great Judg- 
ment), the artistic people would not turn a hair; but the 
artless people would go mad and call on the mountains to 
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hide them. I submit that this indicates a thoroughly healthy 
state on the part of the artists, and a thoroughly morbid one 
on the part of the artless. And the healthy state is attainable 
in a cold country like ours only by familiarity with the un- 
draped figure acquired through pictures, statues, and theat- 
rical representations in which an illusion of natural clothes- 
lessness is produced and made poetic. 

In short, we all grow up stupid and mad to just the extent 
to which we have not been artistically educated; and the fact 
that this taint of stupidity and madness has to be tolerated 
because it is general, and is even boasted of as character- 
istically English, makes the situation all the worse. It is 
becoming exceedingly grave at present, because the last ray 
of art is being cut off from our schools by the discontinuance 
of religious education. 

THE IMPOSSIBILITY OF SECULAR 
EDUCATION 

Now children must be taught some sort of religion. 
Secular education is an impossibility. Secular education 
comes to this: that the only reason for ceasing to do evil and 
learning to do well is that if you do not you will be caned. 
This is worse than being taught in a church school that if 
you become a dissenter you will go to hell; for hell is pre- 
sented as the instrument of something eternal, divine, and 
inevitable: you cannot evade it the moment the school- 
master’s back is turned. What confuses this issue and leads 
even highly intelligent religious persons to advocate secular 
education as a means of rescuing children from the strife of 
rival proselytizers is the failure to distinguish between the 
child’s personal subjective need for a religion and its right to 
an impartially communicated historical objective know- 
ledge of all the creeds and Churches. Just as a child, no 
matter what its race and color may be, should know that 
there are black men and brown men and yellow men, and, no 
matter what its political convictions may be, that there are 
Monarchists and Republicans and Positivists, Socialists 
and Unsocialists, so it should know that there are Christians 
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and Mahometans and Buddhists andShintoists and so forth, 
and that they are on the average just as honest and well- 
behaved as its own father. For example, it should not be 
told that Allah is a false god set up by the Turks and Arabs, 
who will all be damned for taking that liberty; but it should 
be told that many English people think so, and that many 
Turks and Arabs think the converse about English people. 
It should be taught that Allah is simply the name by which 
God is known to Turks and Arabs, who are just as eli- 
gible for salvation as any Christian. Further, that the prac- 
tical reason why a Turkish child should pray in a mosque 
and an English child in a church is that as worship is organ- 
ized in Turkey in mosques in the name of Mahomet and in 
England in churches in the name of Christ, a Turkish child 
joining the Church of England or an English child follow- 
ing Mahomet will find that it has no place for its worship 
and no organization of its religion within its reach. Any 
other teaching of the history and present facts of religion is 
false teaching, and is politically extremely dangerous in an 
empire in which a huge majority of the fellow subjects of the 
governing island do not profess the religion of that island. 

But this objectivity, though intellectually honest, tells 
the child only what other people believe. What it should 
itself believe is quite another matter. The sort of Rationalism 
which says to a child “You must suspend your judgment 
until you are old enough to choose your religion” is Ration- 
alism gone mad. The child must have a conscience and a 
code of honor (which is the essence of religion) even if it be 
only a provisional one, to be revised at its confirmation. For 
confirmation is meant to signalize a spiritual coming of age, 
and may be a repudiation. Really active souls have many 
confirmations and repudiations as their life deepens and 
their knowledge widens. But what is to guide the child be- 
fore its first confirmation ? Not mere orders, because orders 
must have a sanction of some sort or why should the child 
obey them ? If, as a Secularist, you refuse to teach any sanc- 
tion, you must say “You will be punished if you disobey.” 
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“Yes,” says the child to itself, “if I am found out; but wait 
until your back is turned and I will do as I like, and lie about 
it,” There can be no objective punishment for successful 
fraud; and as no espionage can cover the whole range of a 
child’s conduct, the upshot is that the child becomes a liar 
and schemer with an atrophied conscience. And a good many 
of the orders given to it are not obeyed after all. Thus the 
Secularist who is not a fool is forced to appeal to the child’s 
vital impulse towards perfection, to the divine spark; and no 
resolution not to call this impulse an impulse of loyalty to 
the Fellowship of the Holy Ghost, or obedience to the Will 
of God, or any other standard theological term, can alter the 
fact that the Secularist has stepped outside Secularism and is 
educating the child religiously, even if he insists on repudi- 
ating that pious adverb and substituting the word meta- 
physically. 

NATURAL SELECTION AS A RELIGION 
We must make up our minds to it therefore that what- 
ever measures we may be forced to take to prevent the re- 
cruiting sergeants of the Churches, free or established, from 
obtaining an exclusive right of entry to schools, we shall not 
be able to exclude religion from them. The most horrible of 
all religions: that which teaches us to regard ourselves as the 
helpless prey of a series of senseless accidents called Natural 
Selection, is allowed and even welcomed in so-called secular 
schools because it is, in a sense, the negation of all religion; 
but for school purposes a religion is a belief which affects 
conduct; and no belief affects conduct more radically and 
often so disastrously as the belief that the universe is a pro- 
duct of Natural Selection. What is more, the theory of 
Natural Selection cannot be kept out of schools, because 
many of the natural facts that present the most plausible 
appearance of design can be accounted for by Natural Selec- 
tion; and it would be as absurd to keep a child in delusive 
ignorance of so potent a factor in evolution as to keep it in 
ignorance of radiation or capillary attraction. Even if you 
make a religion of Natural Selection, and teach the child to 
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regard itself as the irresponsible prey of its circumstances 
and appetites (or its heredity as you will perhaps call them), 
you will none the less find that its appetites are stimulated 
by your encouragement and daunted by your discourage- 
ment; that one of its appetites is an appetite for perfection; 
that if you discourage this appetite and encourage the cruder 
acquisitive appetites the child will steal and lie and be a 
nuisance to you; and that if you encourage its appetite for 
perfection and teach it to attach a peculiar sacredness to it 
and place it before the other appetites, it will be a much 
nicer child and you will have a much easier job, at which 
point you will, in spite of your pseudo-scientific jargon, find 
yourself back in the old-fashioned religious teaching as deep 
as Dr Watts and in fact fathoms deeper. 

MORAL INSTRUCTION LEAGUES 

And now the voices of our Moral Instruction Leagues 
will be lifted, asking whether there is any reason why the 
appetite for perfection should not be cultivated in rationally 
scientific terms instead of being associated with the story of 
Jonah and the great fish and the thousand other tales that 
grow up round religions. Yes: there are many reasons; and 
one of them is that children all like the story of Jonah and 
the whale (they insist on its being a whale in spite of demon- 
strations by Bible smashers without any sense of humor that 
Jonah would not have fitted into a whale’s gullet — as if the 
story would be credible of a whale with an enlarged throat) 
and that no child on earth can stand moral instruction books 
or catechisms or any other statement of the case for religion 
in abstract terms. The object of a moral instruction book is 
not to be rational, scientific, exact, proof against contro- 
versy, nor even credible: its object is to make children good. 
If it makes them sick instead its place is the waste-paper 
basket, And if it is to be read it must be readable. 

Take for an illustration the story of Elisha and the bears. 
To the authors of the moral instruction books it is in the last 
degree reprehensible. It is obviously not true as a record of 
fact; and the picture it gives us of the temper of God (which 
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is what interests an adult reader) is shocking and blasphem- 
ous. But it is a capital story for a child. It interests a child 
because it is about bears; and it leaves the child with an im- 
pression that children who poke fun at old gentlemen and 
make rude remarks about bald heads are not nice children, 
which is a highly desirable impression, and just as much as a 
child is capable of receiving from the story. When a story is 
about God and a child, children take God for granted and 
criticize the child. Adults do the opposite, and are thereby 
often led to talk great nonsense about the bad effect of Bible 
stories on infants. 

But let no one think that a child or anyone else can learn 
religion from a teacher or a book or by any academic process 
whatever. It is only by an unfettered access to the whole 
body of Fine Art: that is, to the whole body of inspired 
revelation, that we can build up that conception of divinity 
to which all virtue is an aspiration. And to hope to find this 
body of art purified from all that is obsolete or dangerous or 
fierce or lusty, or to pick and choose what will be good for 
any particular child, much less for all children, is the shallow- 
est of vanities. Such schoolmasterly selection is neither pos- 
sible nor desirable. Ignorance of evil is not virtue but im- 
becility: admiring it is like giving a prize for honesty to a 
man who has not stolen your watch because he did not know 
you had one. Virtue chooses good from evil; and without 
knowledge there can be no choice. And even this is a dan- 
gerous simplification of what actually occurs. We are not 
choosing: we are growing. Were you to cut all of what you 
call the evil out of a child, it would drop dead. If you try to 
stretch it to full human stature when it is ten years old, you 
will simply pull it into two pieces and be hanged. And when 
you try to do this morally, which is what parents and school- 
masters are doing every day, you ought to be hanged; and 
some day, when we take a sensible view of the matter, you 
will be; and serve you right. The child does not stand be- 
tween a good and a bad angel: what it has to deal with is a 
middling angel who, in normal healthy cases, wants to be 
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a good angel as fast as it can without killing itself in the 
process, which is a dangerous one. 

Therefore there is no question of providing the child 
with a carefully regulated access to good art. There is no 
good art, any more than there is good anything else in the 
absolute sense. Art that is too good for the child will either 
teach it nothing or drive it mad, as the Bible has driven many 
people mad who might have kept their sanity had they been 
allowed to read much lower forms of literature. The prac- 
tical moral is that we must read whatever stories, see what- 
ever pictures, hear whatever songs and symphonies, go to 
whatever plays we like. We shall not like those which have 
nothing to say to us; and though everyone has a right to bias 
our choice, no one has a right to deprive us of it by keeping 
us from any work of art or any work of art from us. 

I may now say without danger of being misunderstood 
that the popular English compromise called Cowper-Tcm- 
pleism (unsectarian Bible education) is not so silly as it looks. 
It is true that the Bible inculcates half a dozen religions : some 
of them barbarous; some cynical and pessimistic; some am- 
oristic and romantic; some sceptical and challenging; some 
kindly, simple, and intuitional; some sophistical and in- 
tellectual; none suited to tire character and conditions of 
western civilization unless it be the Christianity which was 
finally suppressed by the Crucifixion, and has never been 
put into practice by any State before or since. But the Bible 
contains the ancient literature of a very remarkable Oriental 
race; and the Imposition of this literature, on whatever false 
pretences, on our children left them more literate than if 
they knew no literature at all, which was the practical alter- 
native. And as our Authorized Version is a great work of art 
as well, to know it was better than knowing no art, which 
also was the practical alternative. It is at least not a school 
book; and it is not a bad Story book, horrible as some of the 
stories are. Therefore as between the Bible and the blank 
represented by secular education in its most matter-of-fact 
sense, the choke is with the Bible. 
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THE BIBLE 

But the Bible is not sufficient. The real Bible of modern 
Europe is the whole body of great literature in which the 
inspiration and revelation of Hebrew Scripture has been 
continued to the present day. Nietzsche’s Thus Spake Zoro- 
aster is less comforting to the ill and unhappy than the 
Psalms; but it is much truer, subtler, and more edifying. 
The pleasure we get from the rhetoric of the book of Job and 
its tragic picture of a bewildered soul cannot disguise the 
ignoble irrelevance of the retort of God with which it closes, 
nor supply the need for such modem revelations as Shelley’s 
Prometheus or The Niblung’s Ring of Richard Wagner. 
There is nothing in the Bible greater in inspiration than 
Beethoven's ninth symphony; and the power of modern 
music to convey that inspiration to a modern man is far 
greater than that of Elizabethan English, which is, except 
for people steeped in the Bible from childhood like Sir 
Walter Scott and Ruskin, a dead language. 

Besides, many who have no ear for literature or for music 
are accessible to architecture, to pictures, to statues, to 
dresses, and to the arts of the stage. Every device of art 
should be brought to bear on the young; so that they may 
discover some form of it that delights them naturally; for 
there will come to all of them that period between dawning 
adolescence and full maturity when the pleasures and emo- 
tions of art will have to satisfy cravings which, if starved or 
insulted, may become morbid and seek disgraceful satisfac- 
tions, and, if prematurely gratified otherwise than poetically, 
may destroy the stamina of the race. And it must be borne in 
mind that the most dangerous art for this necessary purpose 
is the art that presents itself as religious ecstasy. Young 
people are ripe for love long before they are ripe for religion. 
Only a very foolish person would substitute the Imitation of 
Christ for Treasure Island as a present for a boy or girl, or 
for Byron’s Don Juan as a present for a swain or lass. Pick- 
wick is the safest saint for us in our nonage. Flaubert’s 
Temptation of St Anthony is an excellent book for a man of 
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fifty, perhaps the best within reach as a healthy study of 
visionary ecstasy; but for the purposes of a boy of fifteen 
Ivanoe and the Templar make a much better saint and devil, 
And the boy of fifteen will find this out for himself if he is 
allowed to wander in a well-stocked literary garden, and 
hear bands and see pictures and spend his pennies on cine- 
matograph shows. His choice may often be rather disgust- 
ing to his elders when they want him to choose the best 
before he is ready for it. The greatest Protestant Manifesto 
ever written, as far as I know, is Plouston Chamberlain’s 
Foundations of the Nineteenth Century: everybody capable 
of it should read it. Probably the History of Maria Monk is 
at the opposite extreme of merit (this is a guess : I have never 
read it); but it is certain that a boy let loose in a library 
would go for Maria Monk and have no use whatever for 
Mr. Chamberlain. I should probably have read Maria Monk 
myself if I had not had the Arabian Nights and their like to 
occupy me better. In art, children, like adults, will find their 
level if they are left free to find it, and not restricted to what 
adults think good for them. Just at present our young people 
are goingmad over ragtimes, apparently because syncopated 
rhythms are new to them. If they had learnt what can be done 
with syncopation from Beethoven’s third Leonora overture, 
they would enjoy the ragtimes all the more; but they would 
put them in their proper place as amusing vulgarities. 
ARTIST IDOLATRY 

But there are more dangerous influences than ragtimes 
waiting for people brought up in ignorance of fine art. No- 
thing is more pitiably ridiculous than the wild worship of 
artists by those who have never been seasoned in youth to 
the enchantments of art. Tenors and prima donnas, pianists 
and violinists, actors and actresses enjoy powers of seduc- 
tion which in the middle ages would have exposed them to 
the risk of being burnt for sorcery. But as they exercise this 
power by singing, playing, and acting, no great harm is done 
except perhaps to themselves. Far graver are the powers 
enjoyed by brilliant persons who are also connoisseurs in 
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art. The influence they can exercise on young people who 
have been brought up in the darkness and wretchedness of 
a home without art, and in whom a natural bent towards art 
has always been baffled and snubbed, is incredible to those 
who have not witnessed and understood it. He (or she) who 
reveals the world of art to them opens heaven to them. They 
become satellites, disciples, worshippers of the apostle. Now 
the apostle may be a voluptuary without much conscience. 
Nature may have given him enough virtue to suffice in a 
reasonable environment. But this allowance may not be 
enough to defend him against the temptation and demoral- 
ization of finding himself a little god on the strength of 
what ought to be a quite ordinary culture. He may find 
adorers in all directions in our uncultivated society among 
people of stronger character than himself, not one of whom, 
if they had been artistically educated, would have had any- 
thing lo learn from him or regarded him as in any way extra- 
ordinary apart from his actual achievements as an artist. 
Tartuffc is not always a priest. Indeed he is not always a 
rascal: he is often a weak man absurdly credited with omnis- 
cience and perfection, and taking unfair advantages only 
because they are offered to him and he is too weak to refuse. 
Give everyone his culture, and no one will offer him more 
than his due. 

In thus delivering our children from the idolatry of the 
artist, we shall not destroy for them the enchantment of art: 
on the contrary, we shall teach them to demand art every- 
where as a condition attainable by cultivating the body, 
mind, and heart. Art, said Morris, is the expression of 
pleasure in work. And certainly, when work is made detest- 
able by slavery, there is no art. It is only when learning is 
made a slavery by tyrannical teachers that art becomes 
loathsome to the pupil. 

“THE MACHINE” 

When we set to work at a Constitution to secure freedom 
for children, we had better bear in mind that the children 
may not be at all obliged to us for our pains. Rousseau said 
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that men are bora free; and this dangerous saying, as 
Rousseau meant it, was and is a great and true saying; yet 
let it not lead us into the error of supposing that all men 
long for freedom and embrace it when it is offered to them. 
On the contrary, it has to be forced on them; and even then 
they will give it the slip if it is not religiously inculcated and 
strongly safe-guarded. 

Besides, men are born docile, and must in the nature of 
things remain so with regard to everything they do not un- 
derstand. Now political science and the art of government 
are among the things they do not understand, and indeed 
are not at present allowed to understand. They can be en- 
slaved by a system, as we are at present, because it happens 
to be there, and nobody understands it. An intelligently 
worked Capitalist system, as Comte saw, would give us all 
that most of us are intelligent enough to want. What makes 
it produce such unspeakably vile results is that it is an auto- 
matic system which is as little understood by those who 
profit by it in money as by those who are starved and de- 
graded by it: our millionaires and statesmen are manifestly 
no more ‘‘captains of industry” or scientific politicians than 
our bookmakers are mathematicians. For some time past a 
significant word has been coming into use as a substitute for 
Destiny, Fate, and Providence, ft is ‘‘The Machine”: the 
machine that has no god in it. Why do governments do 
nothing in spite of reports of Royal Commissions that estab- 
lish the most frightful urgency? Why do our philanthropic 
millionaires do nothing, though they are ready to throw 
bucketfuls of gold into the streets ? The Machine will not let 
them. Always The Machine. In short, they dont know how. 
They try to reform Society as an old lady might try to 
restore a broken down locomotive by prodding it with a 
knitting needle. And this is not at all because they are born 
fools, but because they have been educated, not into man- 
hood and freedom, but into blindness and slavery by their 
parents and schoolmasters, themselves the victims of a 
similar misdirection, and consequently of The Machine, 
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They do not want liberty. They have not been educated to 
want it. They choose slavery and inequality; and all the 
other evils are automatically added to them. 

And yet wc must have The Machine. It is only in un- 
skilled hands under ignorant direction that machinery is 
dangerous. We can no more govern modern communities 
without political machinery than we can feed and clothe 
them without industrial machinery. Shatter The Machine, 
and you get Anarchy. And yet The Machine works so 
detestably at present that we have people who advocate 
anarchy and call themselves Anarchists. 

THE PROVOCATION TO ANARCHISM 

The Anarchists are right when they say that Govern- 
ments, like schoolmasters, try to simplify their task by de- 
stroying liberty and glorifying authority, especially their 
own. But the difficulty of combining law and order with free 
institutions is not a natural one. It is amatter of inculcation. If 
people are brought up to be slaves, it is useless and danger- 
ous to let them loose at the age of twenty-one and say “Now 
you are free.” No one with the tamed soul and broken spirit 
of a slave can be free. 1 1 is like saying to a laborer brought up 
on a family income of thirteen shillings a week, “Here is one 
hundred thousand pounds: now you are wealthy.” Nothing 
can make such a man really wealthy. Freedom and wealth 
are difficult and responsible conditions to which men must 
be accustomed and socially trained from birth. A nation that 
is free at twenty-one is not free at all; just as a man first en- 
riched at fifty remains poor all his life, even if he does not 
curtail it by drinking Himself to death in the first wild ec- 
stasy of being able to swallow as much as he likes for the first 
time. You cannot govern men brought up as slaves other- 
wise than as slaves are governed. You may pile Bills of 
Right and Habeas Corpus Acts on Great Charters; pro- 
mulgate American Constitutions; burn the chateaux and 
guillotine the seigneurs; chop off the heads of kings and 
queens and set up Democracy on the ruins of feudalism: the 
end of it all for us is that already in the twentieth century 
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there has been as much brute coercion and savage intoler- 
ance, as much flogging and hanging, as much impudent 
injustice on the bench and lustful rancor in the pulpit, as 
much naive resort to torture, persecution, and suppression 
of free speech and freedom of the press, as much war, as 
much of the vilest excess of mutilation, rapine, and delirious 
indiscriminate slaughter of helpless non-combatants, old 
and young, as much prostitution of professional talent, liter- 
ary and political, in defence of manifest wrong, as much 
cowardly sycophancy giving fine names to all this villainy or 
pretending that it is “greatly exaggerated,” as we can find 
any record of from the days when the advocacy of liberty 
was a capital offence and Democracy was hardly thinkable. 
Democracy exhibits the vanity of Louis XIV, the savagery 
of Peter of Russia, the nepotism and provinciality of Na- 
poleon, the fickleness of Catherine IT : in short, all the child- 
ishnesses of all the despots without any of the qualities that 
enabled the greatest of them to fascinate and dominate their 
contemporaries. 

And the flatterers of Democracy are as impudently ser- 
vile to the successful, and insolent to common honest folk, 
as the flatterers of the monarchs. Democracy in America 
has led to the withdrawal of ordinary refined persons from 
politics; and the same result is coming in England as fast as 
we make Democracy as democratic as it is in America. This 
is true also of popular religion i it is so horribly irreligious 
that nobody with the smallest pretence to culture, or the 
least inkling of what the great prophets vainly tried to make 
the world understand, will have anything to do with it ex- 
cept for purely secular reasons, 

IMAGINATION 

Before we can clearly understand how baleful is this 
condition of intimidation in which we live, it is necessary to 
clear up the confusion made by our use of the word imagina- 
tion to denote two very different powers of mind. One is 
the power to imagine things as they are not: this I call the 
romantic imagination. The other is the power to imagine 
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things as they are without actually sensing them; and this I 
will call the realistic imagination. Take for example mar- 
riage and war. One man has a vision of perpetual bliss with 
a domestic angel at home, and of flashing sabres, thunder- 
ing guns, victorious cavalry charges, and routed enemies in 
the field. That is romantic imagination; and the mischief it 
does is incalculable. It begins in silly and selfish expecta- 
tions of the impossible, and ends in spiteful disappointment, 
sour grievance, cynicism, and misanthropic resistance to 
any attempt to better a hopeless world. The wise man knows 
that imagination is not only a means of pleasing himself and 
beguiling tedious hours with romances and fairy tales and 
fools’ paradises (a quite defensible and delightful amuse- 
ment when you know exactly what you are doing and where 
fancy ends and facts begin), but also a means of foreseeing 
and being prepared for realities as yet unexperienced, and 
of testing the feasibility and desirability of serious Utopias. 
He does not expect his wife to be an angel; nor does he 
overlook the facts that war depends on the rousing of all 
the murderous blackguardism still latent in mankind; that 
every victory means a defeat; that fatigue, hunger, terror, 
and disease are the raw material which romancers work up 
into military glory; and that soldiers for the most part go to 
war as children go to school, because they are afraid not to. 
They are afraid even to say they are afraid, as such candor is 
punishable by death in the military code. 

A very little realistic imagination gives an ambitious 
person enormous power over the multitudinous victims of 
the romantic imagination. For the romancer not only pleases 
himself with fictitious glories: he also terrifies himself with 
imaginary dangers. He does not even picture what these 
dangers are: he conceives the unknown as always danger- 
ous. When you say to a realist “You must do this” or “You 
must not do that,” he instantly asks what will happen to 
him if he does (or does not, as the case may be). Failing an 
unromantic convincing answer, he does just as he pleases 
unless he can find for himself a real reason for refraining. 
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In short, though you can intimidate him, you cannot bluff 
him. But you can always bluff the romantic person: indeed 
his grasp of real considerations is so feeble that you find it 
necessary to bluff him even when you have solid considera- 
tions to offer him instead. The campaigns of Napoleon, with 
their atmosphere of glory, illustrate this. In the Russian 
campaign Napoleon's marshals achieved miracles of bluff, 
especially Ney, who, with a handful of men, monstrously 
outnumbered, repeatedly kept the Russian troops paralysed 
with terror by pure bounce. Napoleon himself, much more 
a realist than Ney (that was why he dominated him), would 
probably have surrendered; for sometimes the bravest of 
the brave will achieve successes never attempted by the 
cleverest of the clever. Wellington was a completer realist 
than Napoleon. It was impossible to persuade Wellington 
that he was beaten until he actually was beaten. He was un- 
bluffable; and if Napoleon had understood the nature of 
Wellington’s strength instead of returning Wellington’s 
snobbish contempt for him by an academic contempt for 
Wellington, he would not have left the attack at Waterloo 
to Ney and D’Erlon, who, on that field, did not know when 
they were beaten, whereas Wellington knew precisely when 
he was not beaten. The unbiuffable would have triumphed 
anyhow, probably, because Napoleon was an academic sol- 
dier, doing the academic thing (the attack in columns and 
so forthwith superlative ability and energy; whilst Well- 
ington was an original soldier who, instead of outdoing the 
terrible academic columns with still more terrible and aca- 
demic columns, outwitted them with the thin red line, not 
of heroes, but, as this uncompromising realist never hesi- 
tated to testify, of the scum of the earth. 
GOVERNMENT BY BULLIES 

These picturesque martial incidents are being repro- 
duced every day in our ordinary life. We are bluffed by 
hardy simpletons and headstrong bounders as the Russians 
were bluffed by Ney; and our Wellingtons are threadbound 
by slave-democracy as Gulliver was threadbound by the 
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Lilliputians. We are a mass of people living in a submissive 
routine to which we have been drilled from our childhood. 
When you ask us to take the simplest step outside that 
routine, we say shyly, “Oh, I really couldnt,” or “Oh, I 
shouldnt like to, 1 ’ without being able to point out the small- 
est harm that could possibly ensue : victims, not of a rational 
fear of real dangers, but of pure abstract fear, the quint- 
essence of cowardice, the very negation of “the fear of God.” 
Dotted about among us are a few spirits relatively free from 
this inculcated paralysis, sometimes because they are half- 
witted, sometimes because they are unscrupulously selfish, 
sometimes because they are realists as to money and un- 
imaginative as to other things, sometimes even because they 
are exceptionally able, but always because they are not afraid 
of shadows nor oppressed with nightmares. And we see 
these few rising as if by magic into power and affluence, and 
forming, with the millionaires who have accidentally gained 
huge riches by the occasional windfalls of our commerce, 
the governing class. Now nothing is more disastrous than a 
governing class that does not know how to govern. And 
how can this rabble of the casual products of luck, cunning, 
and folly, be expected to know how to govern? The merely 
lucky ones and the hereditary ones do not owe their position 
to their qualifications at all. As to the rest, the realism which 
seems their essential qualification often consists not only in 
a lack of romantic imagination, which lack is a merit, but of 
the realistic, constructive, Utopian imagination, which lack 
is a ghastly defect. Freedom from imaginative illusion is 
therefore no guarantee whatever of nobility of character: 
that is why inculcated submissiveness makes us slaves to 
people much worse than ourselves, and why it is so import- 
ant that submissiveness should no longer be inculcated. 

And yet as long as you have the compulsory school as we 
know it, we shall have submissiveness inculcated. What is 
more, until the active hours of child life are organized 
separately from the active hours of adult life, so that adults 
can enjoy the society of children in reason without being 
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tormented, disturbed, harried, burdened, and hindered in 
their work by them as they would be now if there were no 
compulsory schools and no children hypnotized into the 
belief that they must tamely go to them and be imprisoned 
and beaten and over-tasked in them, we shall have schools 
under one pretext or another; and we shall have ail the evil 
consequences and all the social hopelessness that result from 
turning a nation of potential freemen and freewomen into a 
nation of two-legged spoilt spaniels with everything crushed 
out of their nature except dread of the whip. Liberty is the 
breath of life to nations; and liberty is the one thing that 
parents, schoolmasters, and rulers spend their lives in ex- 
tirpating for the sake of an immediately quiet and finally 
disastrous life. 
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J OHNNY TARLETON, an ordinary young business 
man of thirty or less, is taking his weekly Friday to Tues- 
day in the house of his father, John Tarleton, who has 
made a great deal of money out of Tarleton' s Underwear. The 
house is in Surrey, on the slope of Hindhead; and Johnny, re- 
clining, novel in hand, in a swinging chair with a little awning 
above it, is enshrined in a spacious half hemisphere of glass 
which forms a pavilion commanding the garden, and, beyond 
it, a barren but lovely landscape of hill profile with fir trees, 
commons of bracken andgorse, and wonderful cloud pictures. 

The glass pavilion springs from a bridgelike arch in the wall 
of the house, through which one comes into a big hall with tiled 
flooring, which suggests that the proprietor' s notion of domestic 
luxury is founded on the lounges of week-end hotels. The arch 
is not quite in the centre of the wall. There is more wall to 
Johnny’s right than to his left ; and this space is occupied by a 
hat rack and umbrella stand in which tennis rackets, white 
parasols, caps , Panama hats, and other summery articles are 
bestowed. Just through the arch at this corner stands a new 
portable Turkish bath, recently unpacked, with its crate beside 
it, and on the crate the drawn nails and the hammer used in un- 
packing. Near the crate are open boxes of garden games: bowls 
and croquet. Nearly in the middle of the glass wall of the pavil- 
ion is a door giving on the garden, with a couple of steps to sur- 
mount the hot-water pipes which skirt the glass. At intervals 
round the pavilion are marble pillars with specimens of 
Viennese pottery on them, very flamboyant in colour and florid 
in design. Between them are folded garden chairs flung anyhow 
against the pipes. In the side walls are two doors: one near the 
hat stand, leading to the interior of the house, the other an the 
opposite side and at the other end, leading to the vestibule. 

There is no solid furniture except a sideboard which stands 
against the wall between the vestibule door and the pavilion, a 
small writing table with blotter, rack for telegram forms and 
stationery, and a wastepaper basket, standingoutin the hall near 
the sideboard, and a lady’s worktable, with two chairs at it, to- 

109 



PARENTS AND CHILDREN 
tormented, disturbed, harried, burdened, and hindered in 
their work by them as they would be now if there were no 
compulsory schools and no children hypnotized into the 
belief that they must tamely go to them and be imprisoned 
and beaten and over-tasked in them, we shall have schools 
under one pretext or another; and we shall have all the evil 
consequences and all the social hopelessness that result from 
turning a nation of potential freemen and freewomen into a 
nation of two-legged spoilt spaniels with everything crushed 
out of their nature except dread of the whip. Liberty is the 
breath of life to nations; and liberty is the one thing that 
parents, schoolmasters, and rulers spend their lives in ex- 
tirpating for the sake of an immediately quiet and finally 
disastrous life. 


108 



MISALLIANCE 

J OHNNY TARLETON, an ordinary young business 
man of thirty or less , is taking his weekly Friday to Tues- 
day in the house of his father, John Tarleton , who has 
made a great deal of money out of Tarleton’ s Underwear. The 
house is in Surrey, on the slope of Htndhe ad; and Johnny , re- 
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•which forms a pavilion commanding the garden, and , beyond 
it , a barren but lovely landscape of hill profile with fir trees, 
commons of bracken andgorse, and wonderful cloud pictures. 

The glass pavilion springs from a bridgelike arch in the wall 
of the house, through which one comes into a big hall with tiled 
flooring, which suggests that the proprietor' s notion of domestic 
luxury is founded on the lounges of week-end hotels. The arch 
is not quite in the centre of the wall. There is more wall to 
Johnny's right than to his left ; and this space is occupied by a 
hat rack and umbrella stand in which tennis rackets, white 
parasols, caps, Panama hats , and other summery articles are 
bestowed. Just through the arch at this corner stands a new 
portable Turkish bath, recently unpacked , with its crate beside 
it, and on the crate the drawn nails and the hammer used in un- 
packing. Near the crate are open boxes of garden games: bowls 
and croquet. Nearly in the middle of the glass wall of the pavil- 
ion is a door giving on the garden, with a couple of steps to sur- 
mount the hot-water pipes which skirt the glass. At intervals 
round the pavilion are marble pillars with specimens of 
Viennese pottery on them, very flamboyant in colour and florid 
in design. Between them are folded garden chairs flung anyhow 
against the pipes. In the side walls are two doors: one near the 
hat stand, leading to the interior of the house, the other on the 
opposite side and at the other end, leading to the vestibule. 

There is no solid furniture except a sideboard which stands 
against the wall between the vestibule door and the pavilion, a 
small writing table with blotter, rack for telegram forms and 
stationery, and a wastepaper basket, standing out in the hall near 
the sideboard, and a lady's worktable, with two chairs at it, to- 
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wards the other side of the lounge. The writing table has also two 
chairs at it. On the sideboard there is a tantalus , liqueur bottles , 
a syphon, a glass jug of lemonade , tumblers , and every conveni- 
ence for casual drinking. Also a plate of sponge cakes, and a 
highly ornate punchbowl in the same style as the keramic display 
in the pavilion. Wicker chairs and little bamboo tables with, ash 
trays and boxes of matches on them are scattered in all directions. 
In the pavilion , which is flooded with sunshine, is the elaborate 
patent swing seat and awning in which Johnny reclines with 
his novel. There are two wicker chairs right and left of him. 

Bentley Summerhays, one of those smallish, thinskinned 
youths, who from 17 to 70 retain unaltered the mental airs of 
the later and the physical appeara nee of the earlier age, appears 
in the garden and comes through the glass door into the pavilion. 
He is unmistakably a grade above Johnny socially; and though 
he looks sensitive enough, his assurance and his high voice are a 
little exasperating. 

johnny. Hallo! Wheres your luggage? 
bentley. I left it at the station. Jve walked up from 
Haslemere. [He goes to the hat stand and hangs up his hat] . 
johnny [ shortly ] Oh! And whos to fetch it? 
bentley. Dont know. Dont care. Providence, probably. 
If not, your mother will have it fetched. 
johnny. Not her business, exactly, is it? 
bentley [returning to the pavilion ] Of course not. Thats 
why one loves her for doing it. Look here: chuck away your 
silly week-end novel, and talk to a chap. After a week in 
that filthy office my brain is simply blue-mouldy. Lets argue 
about something intellectual. [He throws himself into the 
wicker chair on Johnny's right], 

johnny [straightening up in the swing with a yell of pro- 
test] No. Now seriously, Bunny, Ive come down here to have 
a pleasant week-end; and I’m not going to stand your con- 
founded arguments. If you want to argue, get out of this 
and go over to the Congregationalist minister’s. Hes a nailer 
at arguing. He likes it. 

bentley, You cant argue with a person when his liveli- 
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hood depends on his not letting you convert him. And would 
you mind not calling me Bunny? My name is Bentley 
Summcrhays, which you please. 

johnny. Whats the matter with Bunny? 
bentley. It puts me in a false position. Have you ever 
considered the fact that I was an afterthought? 

johnny. An afterthought ? What do you mean by that? 

BENTLEY, I — 

johnny. No, stop: I dont want to know. It’s only a 
dodge to start an argument. 

bentley. Dontbe afraid: it wont overtax your brain. My 
father was 44 when I was born. My mother was 41, There 
was twelve years between me and the next eldest. I was un- 
expected. I was probably unintentional. My brothers and 
sisters arc not the least like me. Theyre the regular thing 
that you always get in the first batch from young parents: 
quite pleasant, ordinary, do-the-regular-thing sort : all body 
and no brains, like you. 
johnny. Thank you. 

bentley. Dont.mcntion it, old chap. Now I’m different. 
By the time 1 was born, the old couple knew something. So 
I came out all brains and no more body than is absolutely 
necessary. I am really a good deal older than you, though 
you were born ten years sooner. Everybody fecis that when 
they hear us talk; consequently, though it’s quite natural to 
hear me calling you Johnny, it sounds ridiculous and un- 
becoming for you to call me Bunny. [He rises]. 

johnny. Does it, by George? You stop me doing it if 
you can: thats all. 

bentley. If you go on doing it after Ive asked you not, 
youll feel an awful swine [He strolls away carelessly to the 
sideboard with his eye on the sponge-cakes]. At least I should; 
but I suppose youre not so particular. 

johnny [: rising vengefully and following Bentley , who is 
forced to turn and listen ] I’ll tell you what it is, my boy: you 
want a good talking to; and I’m going to give it to you. If 
you think that because your father’s a K.C.B., and you want 
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to marry my sister, you can make yourself as nasty as you 
please and say what you like, youre mistaken. Let me tell 
you that except Hypatia, not one person in this house is in 
favor of her marrying you; and I dont believe shes happy 
about it herself. The match isnt settled yet: dont forget that. 
Youre on trial in the office because the Governor isnt giving 
his daughter money for an idle man to live on her. Youre on 
trial here because my mother thinks a girl should know what 
a man is like in the house before she marries him. Thats been 
going on for two months now; and whats the result? Youve 
got yourself thoroughly disliked in the office; and youre get- 
ting yourself thoroughly disliked here, all through your bad 
manners and your conceit, and the damned impudence you 
think clever. 

bentley f deeply wounded and trying hard to control him- 
self] Thats enough, thank you. You dont suppose, I hope, 
that I should have come down if I had known that that was 
how you all feel about me. [He makes for the vestibule door], 

johnn y [collaring him] No:youdontmn away. I’mgoing 
to have this out with you. Sit down: d’y’ hear? [Bentley at- 
tempts to go with dignity. Johnny slings him into a chair at the 
wilting table , where he sits, bitterly humiliated, but afraid to 
speak lest he should burst into tears], Thats the advantage of 
having more body than brains, you see: it enables me to 
teach you manners; and I’m going to do it too. Youre a 
spoilt young pup; and you need a jolly good licking. And if 
youre not careful youll get it: I’ll see to that next time you 
call me a swine. 

bentley. I didnt call you a swine. But [bursting into a 
fury of tears] you are a swine: youre a beast: youre a brute: 
youre a cad: youre a liar: youre a bully: 1 should like to 
wring your damned neck for you. 

johnny [with a derisive laugh] Try it, my son. [Bentley 
gives an inarticulate sob of rage]. Fighting isnt in your line. 
Youre too small; and youre too childish. I always suspected 
that your cleverness wouldnt come to very much when it 
was brought up against something solid: some decent chap’s 
m 
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fiat, for instance. 

bentley. 1 hope your beastly fist may come up against a 
mad bull or a prizefighter’s nose, or something solider than 
me. I dont care about your fist; but if everybody here dis- 
likes me — [he is checked by a sob\. Well, I dont care. [Trying 
to recover himself] I’m sorry I intruded : I didnt know. [Break- 
ing down again] Oh you beast! you pig! Swine, swine, swine, 

swine, swine! Now! 

johnny. All right, my lad, all right. Sling your mud as 
hard as you please: it wont stick to me. What I want to 
know is this. How is it that your father, who I suppose is the 
strongest man England has produced in our time — 

bentley. You got that out of your halfpenny paper. A 
lot you know about him! 

johnny. T dont set up to be able to do anything but 
admire him and appreciate him and be proud of him as an 
Englishman. If it wasnt for my respect for him, I wouldnt 
have stood your check for two days, let alone two months. 
Butwhat 1 cant understand is why hedidntliek it outof you 
when you were a kid. For twenty-five years he kept a place 
twice as big as England in order: a place full of seditious 
coffee-colored heathens and pestilential white agitators in 
the middle of a lot of savage tribes. And yet he couldnt keep 
you in order. I dont set up to be half the man your father 
undoubtedly is; but, by George, it’s lucky for you you were 
not my son. I dont hold with my own father’s views about 
corporal punishment being wrong. It’s necessary for some 
people; and I'd have tried it on you until you first learnt to 
howl and then to behave yourself. 

bentley [ contemptuously ] Yes: behavior wouldnt come 
naturally to your son, would it? 

johnny [stung into sudden violence] Now you keep a civil 
tongue in your head. I’ll stand none of your snobbery. I’m 
just as proud of Tarleton’s Underwear as you are of your 
father’s title and his K.C.B., and all the rest of it. My 
father began in a little hole of a shop in Leeds no bigger than 
our pantry down the passage there. He— 



MISALLIANCE 

BENTLEY. Oh yes: I know. Ive read it. “The Romance of 
Business, or The Story of Tarleton’s Underwear. Please 
Take One!" I took one the day after I first met Hypatia. I 
went and bought half a dozen unshrinkable vests for her 
sake. 

johnny. Well: did they shrink? 
bentley. Oh, dont be a fool. 
johnny. Never mind whether I’m a fool or not. Did they 
shrink? Thats the point. Were they worth the money ? 

bentley. I couldnt wear them: do you think my skin’s 
as thick as your customers’ hides? I'd as soon have dressed 
myself in a nutmeg grater. 

johnny. Pity your father didnt give your thin skin a 
jolly good lacing with a cane! 

bentley. Pity you havnt got more than one idea ! If you 
want to know, they did try that on me once, when I was a 
small kid. A silly governess did it. I yelled fit to bring down 
the house, and went into convulsions and brain fever and 
that sort of tiling for three weeks. So the old girl got the 
sack; and serve her right! After that, I was let do what I 
liked. My father didnt want me to grow up a broken- 
spirited spaniel, which is your idea of a man, I suppose. 

johnny. Jolly good thing for you that my father made 
you come into the office and shew what you were made of. 
And it didnt come to much: let me tell you that. When the 
Governor asked me where I thought we ought to put you, 
I said “Make him the Office Boy.” The Governor said you 
were too green. And so you were. 

bentley. I daresay. So would you be pretty green if you 
were shoved into my father’s set. I picked up your silly busi- 
ness in a fortnight. Youve been at it ten years; and you 
havnt picked it up yet. 

johnny. Dont talk rot, child. You know you simply 
make me pity you. 

bentley. “Romance of Business” indeed! The real 
romance of Tarleton’s business is the story that you under- 
stand anything about it. You never could explain any mortal 
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thing about it to me when I asked you. “See what was done 
the last time”: that was the beginning and the end of your 
wisdom. Youre nothing but a turnspit. 
johnny. A what! 

bentley. A turnspit. If your father hadnt made a roast- 
ing jack for you to turn, youd be earning twenty-four shil- 
lings a week behind a counter. 

johnny. If you dont take that back and apologize for 
your bad manners, I’ll give you as good a hiding as ever — 
bentley. Help! Johnny’s beating me! Oh! Murder! 
[He throws himself on the ground, uttering piercing yells], 
johnny. Dont be a fool. Stop that noise, will you. I’m 
not going to touch you. Sh — sh — 

Hypatia rushes in through the inner door,followed by Mrs 
Tarleton , and throws herself on her knees by Bentley. Mrs 
Tarleton , whose knees are stiff er , bends over him and tries to 
lift him. Mrs Tarleton is a shrewed and motherly old lady who 
has been pretty in her time , and is still very pleasant and like- 
able and unaffected. Hypatia is a typical English girl of a sort 
never called typical: that is, she has an opaque white skin, 
black hair, large dark eyes with black brows and lashes, curved 
lips, swift glances and movements that flash out of a waiting 
stillness, boundless energy and audacity held in leash. 

hypatia [pouncing on Bentley with no very gentle hand ] 
Bentley: whats the matter? Dont cry like that: whats the 
use? Whats happened? 

mrs tarleton. Are you ill, child? [They get him up]. 
There, there, pet! It’s all right: dont cry [they put him into a 
chair]-, there! there! there! Johnny will go for the doctor; 
and he’ll give you something nice to make it well. 
hypatia. What has happened, Johnny? 
mrs tarleton. Was it a wasp? 
bentley [impatiently] Wasp be dashed! 
mrs tarleton, Oh Bunny ! that was a naughty word. 
bentley. Yes, I know: I beg your pardon. [He rises, and 
extricates himself from them]. Tnats all right. Johnny fright- 
ened me. You know how easy it is to hurt me; and I’m too 
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small to defend myself against Johnny. 

mrs tarleton. Johnny: how often have I told you that 
you must not bully the little ones. I thought youd outgrown 
all that. 

hypatia [angrily] I do declarej mamma, that Johnny’s 
brutality makes it impossible to live in the house with him. 

johnny [deeply hurt ] It’s fourteen years, mother, since 
you had that row with me for licking Robert and giving 
Hypatia a black eye because she bit me. I promised you then 
that I’d never raise my hand to one of them again; and Ive 
never broken my word. And now because this young whelp 
begins to cry out before he’s hurt, you treat me as if I were 
a brute and a savage. 

mrs tarleton. No dear, not a savage; but you know 
you musnt call our visitor naughty names. 

bentley. Oh, let him alone — 

johnny [ fiercely] Dont you interfere between my mother 
and me: d’y’ hear? 

hypatia. Johnny’s lost his temper, mother. We’d better 
go. Come, Bentley. 

mrs tarleton. Yes: that will be best. [To Bentley] 
Johnny doesnt mean any harm, dear: he’ll be himself pre- 
sently. Come. 

The two ladies go out through the inner door with Bentley, who 
turns derisively at the door to cock a snook at Johnny as he goes out. 

Johnny , left alone , clenches his fists and grinds his teeth , 
but can find no relief in that way for his rage. After choking 
and stamping for a moment, he makes for the vestibule door. It 
opens before he reaches it ; and Lord Summerhays comes in. 
Johnny glares at him, speechless. Lord Summerhays takes in 
the situation, and quickly takes the punchbowl from the side- 
board and offers it to Johnny. 

lord summerhays. Smash it. Dont hesitate: it’s an ugly 
thing. Smash it: hard. [ Johnny , witk a stifled yell, dashes it in 
pieces, and then sits down and mops his brow]. Feel better no w ? 
[Johnny nods J I know only one person alive who could drive 
me to the point of having either to break china or commit 
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murder; and that person is my son Bentley. Was it he? 
[Johnny nods again, not yet able to speak]. As the car stopped 
I heard a yell which is only too familiar to me. It generally 
means that some infuriated person is trying to thrash Bent- 
ley. Nobody has ever succeeded, though almost everybody 
has tried. [He seats himself comfortably close to the •writing 
table , and sets to work to collect the fragments of the punchbowl 
in the aastepaper basket whilst Johnny , with diminishing diffi- 
culty, collects himself]. Bendey is a problem which I confess 
I have never been able to solve. He was born to be a great 
success at the age of fifty, Most Englishmen of his class 
seem to be born to be great successes at the age of twenty- 
four at most. The domestic problem for me is how to endure 
Bentley until he is fifty. The problem for the nation is how 
to get itself governed by men whose growth is arrested when 
they are little more than college lads. Bendey doesnt really 
mean to be offensive. You can always make him cry by tell- 
ing him you dont like him. Only, he cries so loud that the 
experiment should be made in the open air: in the middle of 
Salisbury Plain if possible. He has a hard and penetrating 
intellect and a remarkable power of looking facts in the 
face; but unfortunately, being very young, he has no idea of 
how very little of that sort of thing most of us can stand. 
On the other hand, he is frightfully sensitive and even 
affectionate; so that he probably gets as much as he gives in 
the way of hurt feelings, Youll excuse me rambling on like 
this about my son. 

johnny [ who has pulled himself together ] You did it on 
purpose. I wasnt quite myself: I needed a moment to pull 
round. Thank you. 

i,ord summerhays. Not at all. Is your father at home ? 

johnny. No: hes opening one of his free libraries. Thats 
another nice little penny gone. He’s mad on reading. He 
promised another free library last week. It’s ruinous. Itll 
hit you as well as me when Bunny marries Hypatia. When 
all Hypatia’s money is thrown away on libraries, where will 
Bunny come in? Cant you stop him? 


H7 



MISALLIANCE 

lord summerhays. I'm afraid not. Hes a perfect whirl- 
wind. Indefatigable at public work. Wonderful man, I think. 

johnny. Oh, public work! He does too much of it. It’s 
really a sort of laziness, getting away from your own serious 
business to amuse yourself with other people’s. Mind: I 
dont say there isnt another side to it. It has its value as an 
advertisement. It makes useful acquaintances and leads to 
valuable business connections. But it takes his mind off the 
main chance; and he overdoes it. 

lord summerhays. The danger of public business is 
that it never ends. A man may kill himself at it. 

johnny. Or he can spend more on it than it brings him 
in: thats how I look at it. What I say is that everybody’s 
business is nobody’s business. I hope I’m not a hard man, 
nor a narrow man, nor unwilling to pay reasonable taxes, 
and subscribe in reason to deserving charities, and even 
serve on a jury in my turn; and no man can say I ever re- 
fused to help a friend out of a difficulty when he was worth 
helping. But when you ask me to go beyond that, I tell you 
frankly I dont see it. I never did see it, even when I was only 
a boy, and had to pretend to take in all the ideas the Gov- 
ernor fed me up with. I didnt sec it; and 1 dont see it. 

lord summerhays. There is certainly no business rea- 
son why you should take more than your share of the 
world’s work. 

johnny. So I say. It’s really a great encouragement to 
me to find you agree with me. For of course if nobody agrees 
with you, how are you to know that youre not a fool? 
LORD SUMMERHAYS. Quite SO. 

johnny. I wish youd talk to him about it. It’s no use my 
saying anything: I’m a child to him still : I have no influence. 
Besides, you know how to handle men. See how you handled 
me when I was making a fool of myself about Bunny! 
lord summerhays. Not at all. 
johnny. Oh yes I was: I know I was. Well, if my blessed 
father had come in he’d have told me to control myself. As 
if I was losing my temper on purpose! 
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Bentley returns , newly washed. He beams when he sees his 
father, and comes affectionately behind him and pats him on 
the shoulders. 

bentley. Hel-Io, commander! have you come? Ive been 
making a filthy silly ass of myself here. I’m awfully sorry, 
Johnny, old chap: I beg your pardon. Why dont you kick 
me when I go on like that? 

lord summerhays. As we came through Godaiming I 
thought I heard some yelling — 

bentley. I should think you did. Johnny was rather 
rough on me, though. He told me nobody here liked me; 
and I was silly enough to believe him. 

lord summerhays. And all the women have been kiss- 
ing you and pitying you ever since to stop your crying, I 
suppose. Baby! 

bentley, I did cry. But I always feel good after crying: 
it relieves my wretched nerves. I feel perfectly jolly now. 

lord summerhays. Not at all ashamed of yourself, for 
Instance? 

bentley, If I started being ashamed of myself I shouldnt 
have time for anything else ail my life. I say: I feel very fit 
and spry. 1 ,ets all go down and meet the Grand Cham. [He 
goes to the hatstand and takes down his hat J. 

lord summerhays. Does Mr Tarleton like to be called 
the Grand Cham, do you think, Bentley? 

bentley. Well, he thinks hes too modest for it. He calls 
himself Plain John. But you cant call him that in his own 
office : besides, it doesn t suit him : it’s not flamboyan t enough. 
johnny. Flam what? 

bentley. Flamboyant. Lets go and meet him. He’s tele- 
phoned from Guildford to say hes on the road. The dear old 
son is always telephoning or telegraphing: he thinks hes 
hustling along like anything when hes only sending un- 
necessary messages. 

lord summerhays. Thank you: I should prefer a quiet 
afternoon. 

bentley. Right o! I shant press Johnny : hes had enough 
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of me for one week-end. [He goes out through the pavilion into 
the grounds]. 

johnny. Not a bad idea, that. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. What? 

johnny. Going to meet the Governor. You know you 
wouldnt think it; but the Governor likes Bunny rather. 
And Bunny is cultivating it. I shouldnt be surprised if he 
thought he could squeeze me out one of these days. 

lord summerhays. You dont say so! Young rascal! I 
want to consult you about him, if you dont mind. Shall we 
stroll over to the Gibbet? Bentley is too fast for me as a 
walking companion; but I should like a short turn. 

johnny [rising eagerly , highly flattered ] Right you are. 
Thatll suit me down to the ground. [He takes a Panama and 
stick from the hat stand]. 

Mrs Tarlelon and Hypatia come back just as the two men 
aregoingout.Hypatiasalutes Summerhays from adistancewith 
an enigmatic lift of her eyelids in his direction and a demure 
nod before she sits down at the worktable and busies herself with 
her needle. Mrs Tarleton, hospitably fussy , goes over to him. 

mrs tarleton. Oh, Lord Summerhays, I didnt know 
you were here. Wont you have some tea? 

lord summerhays. No, thank you: I’m not allowed tea. 
And I’m ashamed to say Ive knocked over your beautiful 
punch-bowl. You must let me replace it. 

mrs tarleton. Oh, it doesnt matter: I’m only too glad 
to be rid of it. The shopman told me it was in the best taste; 
but when my poor old nurse Martha got cataract, Bunny 
said it was a merciful provision of Nature to prevent her 
seeing our china, 

lord summerhays [gravely] That was exceedingly rude 
of Bentley, Mrs Tarleton. I hope you told him so. 

mrs tarleton. Oh, bless you! I dont care what he says; 
so long as he says it to me and not before visitors. 
johnny. We’re going out for a stroll, mother. 
mrs tarleton. All right: dont let us keep you. Never 
mind about that crock: I’ll get the girl to come and take the 
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pieces away, f Recollecting herself] There! Ive done it again! 

johnny. Done what? 

mrs tarleton. Called her the girl. You know, Lord 
Summerhays, it’s a funny thing; but now I’m getting old. 
I'm dropping back into all the ways John and I had when 
we had barely a hundred a year. You should have known me 
when I was forty! I talked like a duchess; and if Johnny or 
Hypatia let slip a word that was like old times, I was down 
on them like anything. And now I’m beginning to do it my- 
self at every turn. 

lord summerhays. There comes a time when all that 
seems to matter so little. Even queens drop the mask when 
they reach our time of life. 

mrs tarleton. Let you alone for giving a thing a pretty 
turn! Youre a humbug, you know, Lord Summerhays. 
John doesnt know it; and Johnny doesnt know it; but you 
and I know it, dont we? Now thats something that even 
you cant answer; so be off with you for your walk without 
another word. 

Lord Summerhays smiles; bows; and goes out through the 
vestibule door, followed by Johnny. Mrs Tarleton sits down at 
the worktable and takes out her darning materials and one of 
her husband’s socks. Hypatia is at the other side of the table , 
on her mother’s right. They chat as they work. 

hypatia. I wonder whether they laugh at us when they 
are by themselves! 

MRS TARLETON. Who? 

hypatia. Bentley and his father and all the toffs in their 
set. 

mrs tarleton. Oh, thats only their way. I used to think 
that the aristocracy were a nasty sneering lot, and that they 
were laughing at me and John. Theyre always giggling and 
pretending not to care much about anything. But you get 
used to it: theyre the same to one another and to everybody. 
Besides, what does it matter what they think ? It’s far worse 
when theyre civil, because that always means that they want 
you to lend them money; and you must never do that, 
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Hypatia, because they never pay. How can they ? They dont 
make anything, you see. Of course, if you can make up your 
mind to regard it as a gift, thats different; but then they 
generally ask you again; and you may as well say no first as 
last. You neednt be afraid of the aristocracy, dear: theyre 
only human creatures like ourselves after all; and youll hold 
your own with them easy enough. 

hypatia. Oh, I’m not a bit afraid of them, I assure you. 
mrs tarleton. Well, no, not afraid of them, exactly; but 
youve got to pick up their ways. You know, dear, I never 
quite agreed with your father’s notion of keeping clear of 
them, and sending you to a school that was so expensive 
that they couldnt afford to send their daughters there; so 
that all the girls belonged to big business families like our- 
selves. It takes all sorts to make a world; and I wanted you 
to see a little of all sorts. When you marry Bunny, and go 
among the women of his father’s set, theyll shock you at 
first. 

hypatia [ incredulously ] How? 
mrs tarleton. Well, the things they talk about. 
hypatia. Oh! scandalmongering? 
mrs tarleton. Oh no: we all do that: that’s only human 
nature. But you know theyve no notion of decency. I shall 
never forget the first day I spent with a marchioness, two 
duchesses, and no end of Ladies This and That. Of course 
it was only a committee: theyd put me on to get a big sub- 
scription out of John. I’d never heard such talk in my life. 
The things they mentioned! And it was the marchioness 
that started it. 

hypatia. What sort of things? 

MRS tarleton. Drainage!! She tried three systems in 
her castle; and she was going to do away with them all and 
try another. I didnt know which way to look when she began 
talking about it: I thought theyd all have got up and gone 
out of the room. But not a bit of it, if you please. They were 
all just as bad as she. They all had systems; and each of them 
swore by her own system. I sat there with my cheeks burn- 
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ing until one of the duchesses, thinking I looked out of it, I 
suppose, asked me what system I had. I said I was sure I 
knew nothing about such things, and hadnt we better change 
the subject. Then the fat was in the fire, I can tell you. 
There was a regular terror of a countess with an anaerobic 
system; and she told me, downright brutally, that I’d better 
learn something about them before my children died of 
diptheria. That was just two months after I’d buried poor 
little Bobby; and that was the very thing he died of, poor 
little lamb ! I burst out crying: I couldnt help it. It was as 
good as telling me I'd killed my own child. I had to go away; 
but before I was out of the door one of the duchesses — quite 
a young woman — began talking about what sour milk did 
in her inside and how she expected to live to he over a 
hundred if she took it regularly. And me listening to her, 
that had never dared to think that a duchess could have any- 
thing so common as an inside! I shouldnt have minded if it 
had been children’s insides: we have to talk about them. 
But grown-up people! I was glad to get away that time. 

hypatu. There was a physiology and hygiene class 
started at school; but of course none of our girls were let 
attend it. 

mrstarleton, Ifithad been an aristocratic school plenty 
would have attended it. Thats what theyre like ; theyve 
nasty minds. With really nice good women a thing is either 
decent or indecent; and if it’s indecent, we just dont men- 
tion it or pretend to know about it; and theres an end of it. 
But all the aristocracy cares about is whether it can get any 
good out of the thing. Theyre what Johnny calls cynical- 
like. And of course nobody can say a word to them for it. 
Theyre so high up that they can do and say what they like. 

hypatia. Well, I think they might leave the drains to 
their husbands, I shouldnt think much of a man that left 
such things to me. 

mrs tarleton. Oh, dont think that, dear, whatever you 
do. I never let on about it to you; but it’s me that takes care 
of the drainage here. After what that countess said to me I 
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•vasnt going to lose another child nor trust John. And I dont 
want my grandchildren to die any more than my children. 

hypatia. Do you think Bentley will ever be as big a man 
as his father? I dont mean clever: I mean big and strong. 

MRS tarleton. Not he. He’s overbred, like one of those 
expensive little dogs. I like a bit of a mongrel myself, 
whether it’s a man or a dog; theyre the best for everyday. 
But we all have our tastes: whats one woman’s meat is 
another woman’s poison. Bunny’s a dear little fellow; but 
I never could have fancied him for a husband when I was 
your age. 

hypatia. Yes; but he has some brains. He’s not like all 
the rest. One cant have everything. 

mrs tarleton. Oh, youre quite right, dear: quite right. 
It’s a great thing to have brains: look what it’s done for 
your father! Thats the reason I never said a word when you 
jilted poor Jerry Mackintosh. 

hypatia [excusing herself] I really couldnt stick it out 
with Jerry, mother. I know you liked him; and nobody can 
deny that hes a splendid animal — 

mrs tarleton [shocked] Hypatia! How can you! The 
things that girls say nowadays ! 

hypatia. Well, what else can you call him? If I’d been 
deaf or he’d been dumb, I could have married him. But 
living with father, Ive got accustomed to cleverness. Jerry 
would drive me mad: you know very well hes a fool: even 
Johnny thinks him a fool. 

mrs tarleton [up in arms at once in defence of her boy ] 
Now dont begin about my Johnny. You know it annoys me. 
Johnny’s as clever as anybody else in his own way. I dont 
say hes as clever as you in some ways; but hes a man, at all 
events, and not a little squit of a thing like your Bunny. 

hypatia. Oh, I say nothing against your darling: we all 
know Johnny's perfection. 

mrs tarleton. Dont be cross, dearie. You let Johnny 
alone; and I'll let Bunny alone. I’m just as bad as you. 
There! 
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hypatia. Oh, I dont mind your saying that about Bent- 
ley. It’s true. He is a little squitof a thing. I wishhewasnt. 
But who else is there? Think of all the other chances Ive 
hadl Not one of them has as much brains in his whole body 
as Bentley has in his little finger. Besides, theyve no dis- 
ti n c ti o n. It’s as much as I can do to tell one from the other. 
They wouldnt even have money if they werent the sons of 
their fathers, like Johnny. Whats a girl to do? I never met 
anybody like Bentley before. He may be small; but he’s the 
best of the bunch: you cant deny that. 

mrs tarleton [with a sigh ] Well, my pet, if you fancy 
him, theres no more to be said. 

A pause follows this remark: the two women sewing silently . 
hypatia. Mother: do you think marriage is as much a 
question of fancy as it used to be in your time and father’s? 

mrs tarleton. Oh, it wasnt much fancy with me, dear: 
your father just wouldnt take no for an answer; and I was 
only too glad to be his wife instead of his shop-girl. Still, it’s 
curious; but I had more choice than you in a way, because 
you see, I was poor; and there are so many more poor men 
than rich ones that 1 might have had more of a pick, as you 
might say, if John hadnt suited me. 

hypatia. I can imagine all sorts of men I could fall in 
love with; but I never seem to meet them. The real ones are 
too small, like Bunny, or too silly, like Jerry. Of course one 
can get into a state about any man: fall in love with him if 
you like to call it that. But who would risk marrying a man 
for love? I shouldnt. 1 remember three girls at school who 
agreed that the one man you should never marry was the 
man you were in love with, because it would make a perfect 
slave of you. Theres a sort of instinct against it, I think, 
thats just as strong as the other instinct. One of them, to 
my certain knowledge, refused a man she was in love with, 
and married another who was in love with her; and it turned 
out very well. 

mrs tarleton, Does all that mean that youre not in 
love with Bunny? 
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HYPATIA. Oh, how could anybody be in love with Bunny ? 
I like him to kiss me just as I like a baby to kiss me. I’m fond 
of him; and he never bores me; and I see that he’s very 
clever; but I’m not what you call gone about him, if thats 
what you mean. 

mrs tarleton. Then why need you marry him ? 

HYPATIA. What better can I do?I must marry somebody, 
I suppose. Ive realized that since I was twentythree. I al- 
ways used to take it as a matter of course that I should be 
married before I was twenty. 

Bentley’s voice [in the garden] Youve got to keep your- 
self fresh: to look at these things with an open mind. 

john tarleton’s voice. Quite right, quite right: I al- 
ways say so. 

mrs tarleton. Theres your father, and Bunny with him. 

bentley. Keep young. Keep your eye on me. Thats the 
tip for you. 

Bentley and Mr Tarleton {an immense and genial veteran 
of trade) come into vim and enter the pavilion. 

john tarleton. You think youre young, do you ? You 
think I’m old ? [energetically shaking off his motoring coat and 
hanging it up with his cap]. 

bentley [helping him with the coat] Of course youre old. 
Look at your face and look at mine. What you call your 
youth is nothing but your levity. Why do we get on so well 
together? Because I’m a young cub and youre an old josser. 
[He throws a cushion at Hypatia 's feet and sits down on it with 
his back against her knees]. 

tarleton. Old! Thats all you know about it, my lad. 
How do, Patsy! [Hypatia kisses him]. How is my Cnicka- 
biddy? [He kisses Mrs Tarleton’s hand and poses expansively 
in the middle of the picture ]. Look at me! Look at these 
wrinkles, these grey hairs, this repulsive mask that you call 
old age! What is it? [Vehemently] I ask you, what is it? 

bentley. Jolly nice and venerable, old man. Dont be 
discouraged. 

tarleton. Nice? Not a bit of it. Venerable ? Venerable be 
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blowed! Read your Darwin, my boy. Read your Weismann. 
[He goes to the sideboard for a drink of lemonade]. 

mrs tarleton. For shame, John! Tell him to read his 
Bible. 

tarleton [ manipulating the syphon ] Whats the use of 
telling children to read the Bible when you know they wont. 

I was kept away from the Bible for forty years by being told 
to read it when I was young. Then I picked it up one even- 
ing in a hotel in Sunderland when I had left all my papers in 
the train; and I found it wasnt half bad. [He drinks, and puts 
down the glass with a smack of enjoyment]. Better than most 
halfpenny papers, anyhow, if only you could make people 
believe it. [He sits down by the writing-table , near his wife]. 
But if you want to understand old age scientifically, read 
Darwin and Weismann. Of course if you want to under- 
stand it romantically, read about Solomon. 
mrs tarleton. Have you had tea, John ? 
tarleton. Yes. Dont interrupt me when I’m improving 
the boy’s mind. Where was I? This repulsive mask— Yes. 
[Explosively] What is death? 
mrs tarleton. John ! 

hvpatia. Death is a rather unpleasant subject, papa. 
tarleton. Not a bit. Not scientifically. Scientifically 
it’s a delightful subject. You think death’s natural. Well, it 
isnt. You read Weismann. There wasnt any death to start 
with. You go look in any ditch outside and youll find swim- 
ming about there as fresh as paint some of the identical 
little live cells that Adam christened in the Garden of Eden, 
But if big things like us didnt die, we’d crowd one another 
off the face of the globe. Nothing survived, sir, except the 
sort of people that had the sense and good manners to die 
and make room for the fresh supplies. And so death was in- 
troduced by Natural Selection, You get it out of your head, 
my lad, that I’m going to die because I’m wearing out or 
decaying. There’s no such thing as decay to a vital man. I 
shall clear out; but I shant decay. 

bentley. And what about the wrinkles and the almond 
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tree and the grasshopper that becomes a burden and the 
desire that fails ? 

tarleton. Does it? by George! No, sir: it spiritualizes. 
As to your grasshopper, I can carry an elephant. 

mrs tarleton. You do say such things, Bunny! What 
does he mean by the almond tree ? 

tarleton. He means my white hairs : the repulsive mask. 
That, my boy, is another invention of Natural Selection to 
disgust young women with me, and give the lads a turn. 

mrs tarleton. John: I wont have it. Thats a forbidden 
subject. 

tarleton. They talk of the wickedness and vanity of 
women painting their faces and wearing auburn wigs at 
fifty. But why shouldnt they? Why should a woman allow 
Nature to put a false mask of age on her when she knows 
that she’s as young as ever? Why should she look in the 
glass and see a wrinkled lie when a touch of fine art will 
shew her a glorious truth? The wrinkles are a dodge to repel 
young men. Suppose she doesnt want to repel young men! 
Suppose she likes them ! 

mrs tarleton. Bunny: take Hypatia out into the 
grounds for a walk: theres a good boy. John has got one of 
his naughty fits this evening. 

hypatia. Oh, never mind me. I’m used to him. 
bentley. I’m not. I never heard such conversation: I 
cant believe my ears, And mind you, this is the man who 
objected to my marrying his daughter on the ground that a 
marriage between a member of the great and good middle 
class with one of the vicious and corrupt aristocracy would 
be a misalliance. A misalliance, if you please! This is the 
man Ive adopted as a father ! 

tarleton. Eh? Whats that? Adopted me as a father, 
have you? 

bentley. Yes. Thats an idea of mine. I knew a chap 
named Joey Percival at Oxford (you know I was two months 
at Balliol before I was sent down for telling the old woman 
who was head of that silly college what I jolly well thought 
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of him. Ho would have been glad to have me back, too, at 
the end of six months; but l wouldnt go; 1 just let him 
want; and serve him right!) Well, Joey was a most awfully 
clever fellow, and so nice! I asked him what made such a 
difference between him and all the other pups — they were 
pups, if you like. He told me it was very simple; they had 
only one father apiece ; and he had three. 

mrs tarleton. Dont talk nonsense, child. How could 
that be? 

bentley. Oh, very simple. His father — 
tarleton. Which father ? 

bentley. The first one: the regulation natural chap. He 
kept a tame philosopher in the house: a sort of Coleridge or 
Herbert Spencer kind of card, you know. That was the 
second father. Then his mother was an Italian princess; and 
she had an Italian priest always about. He was supposed to 
take charge of her conscience; but from what 1 could make 
out she jolly well took charge of his. The whole three of 
them took charge of Joey’s conscience. He used to hear 
them arguing like mad about everything. You see, the philo- 
sopher was a freethinker, and always believed the latest 
thing. The priest didnt believe anything, because it was 
sure to get him into trouble with someone or another. And 
the natural father kept an open mind and believed whatever 
paid him best. Between the lot of them Joey got cultivated 
no end. He said if he could only have had three mothers as 
well, he’d have backed himself against Napoleon. 

tarleton [impressed] Thats an idea. Thats a most in- 
teresting idea: a most important idea. 

mrs tarleton. You always were one for ideas, John. 
tarleton. Youre right, Chickabiddy. What do I tell 
Johnny when he brags about Tarleton’s Underwear? It’s 
not the underwear. The underwear be hanged! Anybody 
can make underwear. Anybody can sell underwear, Tarle- 
ton’s Ideas: thats whats done it. Ive often thought of put- 
ting that up over the shop. 

bentley. Take me into partnership when you do, old 
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man. I’m wasted on the underwear; but I shall come in 
strong on the ideas. 

tarleton. You be a good boy; and perhaps I will. 
mrs tarleton [scenting a plot against her beloved Johnny ] 
Now, John : you promised — 

tarleton. Yes, yes. All right, Chickabiddy: dont fuss. 
Your precious Johnny shant be interfered with. [Bouncing 
up, too energetic to sit still\ But I’m getting sick of that old 
shop. Thirty-five years Ive had of it: same blessed old stairs 
to go up and down every day: same old lot: same old game: 
sorry I ever started it now. I’ll chuck it and try something 
else: something that will give a scope to all my faculties. 

Hypatia. Theres money in underwear: theres none in 
wild-cat ideas. 

tarleton. Theres money in me, madam, no matter 
what I go into. 

mrs tarleton. Dont boast, John. Dont tempt Provi- 
dence. 

tarleton. Rats! You dont understand Providence. 
Providence likes to be tempted. Thats the secret of the 
successful man. Read Browning. Natural theology on an 
island, eh? Caliban was afraid to tempt Providence: that 
was why he was never able to get even with Prospero. What 
did Prospero do? Prospero didnt even tempt Providence: 
he was Providence. Thats one of Tarleton ’s ideas; and dont 
you forget it. 

bentley. You are full of beef today, old man. 
tarleton. Beef be blowed! Joy of life. Read Ibsen. [He 
goes into the pavilion to relieve his restlessness, and stares out 
with his hands thrust deep in his pockets]. 

hypatia [thoughtful] Bentley: couldnt you invite your 
friend Mr Percival down here ? 

bentley. Not if I know it. Youd throw me over the 
moment you set eyes on him. 

mrs tarleton. Oh, Bunny ! For shame! 
bentley. Well, who’d marry me, dyou suppose, if they 
could get my brains with a full-sized body? No, thank you. 
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I shall take jolly good care to keep Joey out of this until 
Hypatia is past praying for. 

Johnny and Lord Summerhays return through the pavilion 
from their stroll. 

tarleton. Welcome! welcome! Why have you stayed 
away so long? 

lord summerhays [shaking hands) Yes: I should have 
come sooner. But I’m still rather lost in England. [Johnny 
takes his hat and hangs it up beside his own). Thank you. 

[ Johnny returns to his swing and his novel. Lord Summerhays 
comes to the writing table). The fact is that as Ive nothing to 
do, I never have time to go anywhere. [He sits down next 
Mrs Tarleton ]. 

tar i. eton [following him and sitting down on his left \ Para- 
dox, paradox. Good. Paradoxes are the only truths. Read 
Chesterton. But theres lots for you to do here. You have 
a genius for government. You learnt your job out there in 
Jinghiskahn. Well, we want to be governed here in Eng- 
land. Govern us. 

lord summerhays. Ah yes, my friend; but in Jinghis- 
kahn you have to govern the right way. If you dont, you go 
under and come home. Here everything has to be done the 
wrong way, to suit governors who understand nothing but 
partridge shooting (our English native princes, in fact) and 
voters who dont know what theyre voting about. I dont 
understand these democratic games; and I’m afraid I’m too 
old to learn. What can I do but sit in the window of my club, 
which consists mostly of retired Indian Civil servants? We 
look on at the muddle and the folly and amateurishness; 
and we ask each other where a single fortnight of it would 
have landed us. 

tarleton. Very true. Still, Democracy’s all right, you 
know. Read Mill. Read Jefferson. 

lord summerhays. Yes. Democracy reads well; but it 
doesnt act well, like some people’s plays. No, no, my friend 
Tarleton: to make Democracy work, you need an aristo- 
cratic democracy. To make Aristocracy work, you need a 
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democratic aristocracy. Youve got neither; and theres an 
end of it, 

tarleton. Still, you know, the superman may come. 
The superman’s an idea. I believe in ideas. Read Whats- 
hisname. 

lord summerhays. Reading is a dangerous amusement, 
Tarleton. I wish I could persuade your free library people 
of that. 

tarleton 1 . Why, man, it’s the beginning of education. 

lord summerhays. On the contrary, it’s the end of it. 
How can you dare teach a man to read until youve taught 
him everything else first? 

johnny [intercepting his father's reply by coming out of 
the swing and taking the floor] Leave it at that. Thats good 
sense. Anybody on for a game of tennis? 

bentley. Oh, lets have some more improving conversa- 
tion. Wouldnt you rather, Johnny ? 

johnny. If you ask me, no. 

tarleton. Johnny: you dont cultivate your mind. You 
dontread. 

johnny [coming between his mother and Lord Summer- 
hays , hook in hand ] Yes I do. I bet you what you like that, 
page for page, I read more than you, though I dont talk 
about it so much. Only, I dont read the same books. I like a 
book with a plot in it. You like a book with nothing in it but 
some idea that the chap that writes it keeps worrying, like a 
cat chasing its own tail. I can stand a little of it, just as I 
can stand watching the cat for two minutes, say, when Ive 
nothing better to do. But a man soon gets fed up with that 
sort of thing. The fact is, you look on an author as a sort of 
god. I look on him as a man that I pay to do a certain thing 
for me. I pay him to amuse me and to take me out of my- 
self and make me forget. 

tarleton. No. Wrong principle. You want to remem- 
ber. Read Kipling. “Lest we forget.” 

johnny. If Kipling wants to remember, let him remem- 
ber. If he had to run Tarleton’s Underwear, he’d be jolly 
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glad to forget. As he has a much softer job, and wants to 
keep himself before the public, his cry is, “Dont you forget 
the sort of things I'm rather clever at writing about." Well, 

I dont blame him; it’s his business: I should do the same in 
his place. But what he wants and what I want are two differ- 
ent things. I want to forget; and I pay another man to make 
me forget. If I buy a book or go to the theatre, I want to 
forget the shop and forget myself from the moment I go in 
to the moment I come out. Thats what I pay my money for. 
And if I find that the author’s simply getting at me the 
whole time, I consider that he’s obtained my money under 
false pretences. I'm not a morbid crank: I’m a natural man ; 
and, as such, I dont like being got at. If a man in my em- 
ployment did it, I should sack him. If a member of my club 
did it, I should cut him. If he went too far with it, I should 
bring his conduct before the committee. I might even punch 
his head, if it came to that. Well, who and what is an author 
that he should be privileged to take liberties that are not 
allowed to other men? 

mrs ta.ri.eton. You see, John! What have I always told 
you? Johnny has as much to say for himself as anybody 
when he likes. 

johnny. I’m no fool, mother, whatever some people may 
fancy. I dont set up to have as many ideas as the Governor; 
but what ideas I have are consecutive, at all events. I can 
think as well as talk. 

bentlev [to T ark ton, chuckling } Had you there, old man, 
hadnt he ? You are rather all over the shop with your ideas, 
aint you ? 

johnny [handsomely] I’m not saying anything against 
you, Governor. But I do say that the time has come for sane, 
healthy, unpretending men like me to make a stand against 
this conspiracy of the writing and talking and artistic lot to 
put us in the back row. It isnt a fact that we’re inferior to 
them: it’s a put-up job; and it’s they that have put the job 
up. It’s we that run the country for them; and all the thanks 
we get 's to be told we’re Philistines and vulgar tradesmen 

133 



MISALLIANCE 

democratic aristocracy. Youve got neither; and theres an 
end of it. 

tarleton, Still, you know, the superman may come. 
The superman’s an idea. I believe in ideas. Read Whats- 
hisname. 

lord summerhays. Reading is a dangerous amusement, 
Tarleton. I wish I could persuade your free library people 
of that. 

tarleton. Why, man, it’s the beginning of education. 

lord summerhays. On the contrary, it’s the end of it. 
How can you dare teach a man to read until youve taught 
him everything else first? 

johnny [intercepting his father’s reply by coming out of 
the swing and taking the floor] Leave it at that. Thats good 
sense. Anybody on for a game of tennis? 

bentley. Oh, lets have some more improving conversa- 
tion. Wouldnt you rather, Johnny? 

johnny. If you ask me, no. 

tarleton. Johnny: you dont cultivate your mind. You 
dont read. 

johnny [coming between his mother and Lord Summer- 
hays, book in hand ] Yes I do. I bet you what you like that, 
page for page, I read more than you, though I dont talk 
about it so much. Only, I dont read the same books. I like a 
book with a plot in it. You like a book with nothing in it but 
some idea that the chap that writes it keeps worrying, like a 
cat chasing its own tail. I can stand a little of it, just as I 
can stand watching the cat for two minutes, say, when Ive 
nothing better to do. But a man soon gets fed up with that 
sort of thing. The fact is, you look on an author as a sort of 
god. I look on him as a man that I pay to do a certain thing 
for me. I pay him to amuse me and to take me out of my- 
self and make me forget. 

tarleton. No. Wrong principle. You want to remem- 
ber. Read Kipling. “Lest we forget.” 

johnny. If Kipling wants to remember, let him remem- 
ber. If he had to run Tarleton’s Underwear, he’d be jolly 
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glad to forget, As he has a much softer job, and wants to 
keep himself before the public, his cry is, “Dont you forget 
the sort of things I’m rather clever at writing about.” Well, 

I dont blame him: it’s his business: I should do the same in 
his place. But what he wants and what I want are two differ- 
ent things. I want to forget; and I pay another man to make 
me forget. If I buy a book or go to the theatre, I want to 
forget the shop and forget myself from the moment I go in 
to the moment I come out. Thats what I pay my money for. 
And if I find that the author’s simply getting at me the 
whole time, I consider that he’s obtained my money under 
false pretences. I’m not a morbid crank: I’m a natural man; 
and, as such, I dont like being got at. If a man in my em- 
ployment did it, I should sack him. If a member of my club 
did it, I should cut him. If he went too far with it, I should 
bring his conduct before the committee. I might even punch 
his head, if it came to that. Well, who and what is an author 
that he should be privileged to take liberties that are not 
allowed to other men? 

mrs ta.ri.rton. You see, John! What have I always told 
you? Johnny has as much to say for himself as anybody 
when he likes. 

johnny. 1 ’m no fool, mother, whatever some people may 
fancy. I dont set up to have as many ideas as the Governor; 
but what ideas I nave are consecutive, at all events. I can 
think as well as talk. 

bentley [to Tarlcton, chuckling Had you there, old man, 
hadnt he? You are rather all over the shop with your ideas, 
aintyou? 

johnny [ handsomely \ I’m not saying anything against 
you, Governor. But I do say that the time has come for sane, 
healthy, unpretending men like me to make a stand against 
this conspiracy of the writing and talking and artistic lot to 
put us in the back row. It isnt a fact that we’re inferior to 
them: it’s a put-up job; and it’s they that have put the job 
up. It’s we that run the country for them; and all the thanks 
we get 's to be told we’re Philistines and vulgar tradesmen 
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and sordid city men and so forth, and that theyre all angels 
of light and leading. The time has come to assert ourselves 
and put a stop to their stuck-up nonsense. Perhaps if we 
had nothing better to do than talking or writing, we could 
do it better than they. Anyhow, theyre the failures and 
refuse of business (hardly a man of them that didnt begin in 
an office) and we’re the successes of it. Thank God I havnt 
failed yet at anything; and I dont believe I should fail at 
literature if it would pay me to turn my hand to it. 
bentlev. Hear, hear! 

mrs tarleton, Fancy you writing a book, Johnny! Do 
you think he could, Lord Summerhays ? 

lord summerhays, Why not? As a matter of fact all the 
really prosperous authors I have met since my return to 
England have been very like him. 

tarleton [again impressed] Thats an idea. Thats a new 
idea. I believe I ought to have made Johnny an author. Ive 
never said so before for fear of hurting his feelings, because, 
after all, the lad cant help it; but Ive never thought Johnny 
worth tuppence as a man of business. 

johnny [sarcastic] Oh! You think youve always kept 
that to yourself, do you, Governor? I know your opinion of 
me as well as you know it yourself. It takes one man of 
business to appreciate another; and you arnt, and you never 
have been, a real man of business. I know where Tarleton’s 
would have been three or four times if it hadnt been for me. 
[With a snort and a nod to emphasize the implied warning, he 
retreats to the Turkish bath , and lolls against it with an air of 
good-humored indifference]. 

tarleton. Well, who denies it? Youre quite right, my 
boy. I dont mind confessing to you all that the circum- 
stances that condemned me to keep a shop are the biggest 
tragedy in modern life. I ought to have been a writer. I’m 
essentially a man of ideas. When I was a young man I 
sometimes used to pray that I might fail, so that I should be 
Justified in giving up business and doing something: some- 
thing first-class. But it was no good: I couldnt fail. I said to 
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myself that if I could only once go to my Chickabiddy here 
and shew her a chartered accountant’s statement proving 
that I’d made £ao less than last year, I could ask her to let 
me chance Johnny’s and Hypatia’s future by going into 
literature. But it was no good. First it was £250 more than 
last year. Then it was £700. Then it was £2000. Then I saw 
it was no use: Prometheus was chained to his rock: read 
Shelley: read Mrs Browning. Well, well, it was not to be. 
[He rises solemnly ]. Lord Summerhays: I ask you to excuse 
me for a few moments. There are times when a man needs 
to meditate in solitude on his destiny. A chord is touched; 
and he sees the drama of his life as a spectator sees a play. 
Laugh if you feel inclined: no man sees the comic side of it 
more than I. In the theatre of life everyone may be amused 
except the actor. [Brightening] Theres an idea in this: an 
idea for a picture. What a pity young Bentley is not a 
painter! Tarlcton meditating on his destiny. Not in a toga. 
Not in the trappings of the tragedian or the philosopher. In 
plain coat and trousers: a man like any other man. And 
beneath that coat and trousers a human soul. Tarleton’s 
Underwear! [He goes out gravely into the vestibule ]. 

mrs tari.eton [fondly] I suppose it’s a wife’s partiality, 
Lord Summerhays; but I do think John is really great. I’m 
sure he was meant to be a king. My father looked down on 
John, because he was a rate collector and John kept a shop. 
It hurt his pride to have to borrow money so often from 
John; and he used to console himself by saying, “After all, 
hes only a linendraper.” But at last one day he said to me, 
“John is a king.” 

bentley. How much did he borrow on that occasion? 
lord summerhays [sharply] Bentley! 
mrs tarleton. Oh, dont scold the child: he’d have to 
say something like that if it was to be his last word on earth. 
Besides, hes quite right: my poor father had asked for his 
usual five pounds; and John gave him a hundred in his big 
way. Just like a king. 

lord summerhays. Not at all. I had five kings to manage 
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in Jinghiskahn; and I think you do your husband some in. 
justice, Mrs Tarleton. They pretended to like me because ] 
kept their brothers from murdering them; but I didnt life 
them. And I like Tarleton. 

mrs tarleton. Everybody does. I really must go anc 
make the cook do him a Welsh rabbit. He expects one or 
special occasions. [We goes to the inner door}. Johnny: whet 
he comes back ask him where we’re to put that new Turkisl 
bath, Turkish baths are his latest. [She goes out}. 

johnny [coming forward again] Now that the Governo- 
has given himself away, and the old lady’s gone, I’ll tell yoi 
something. Lord Summerhays. If you study men whovi 
made an enormous pile in business without being keen or 
money, youll find that they all have a slate ofif. The Gover 
nor’s a wonderful man; but' he’s not quite all there, yoi 
know. If you notice, he’s different from me; and whateve 
my failings may be, I’m a sane man. Erratic: thats what hi 
is. And the danger is that some day he’ll give the wholi 
show away. 

lord summerhays. Giving the show away is a methoc 
like any other method. Keeping it to yourself is only an 
other method. I should keep an open mind about it. 

johnny. Has it ever occurred to you that a man with ai 
open mind must be a bit of a scoundrel? If you ask me, I life 
a man who makes up his mind once for all as to whats righ 
and whats wrong and then sticks to it. At all events yoi 
know where to have him. 

lord summerhays. That may not be his object. 
bentley. He may want to have you, old chap. 
johnny. Well, let him. If a member of my club want 
to steal my umbrella, he knows where to find it. If a mai 
put up for the club who had an open mind on the subjec 
of property in umbrellas, I should blackball him. An opei 
mind is all very well in clever talky-talky; but in conduc 
and in business give me solid ground. 

lord summerhays. Yes: the quicksands make life diffi 
cult. Still, there they are. It's no use pretending theyre rocks 
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johnny, I dont know. You can draw a line and make 
3ther chaps toe it. Thats what I call morality. 

lord summerhays. Very true. But you dont make any 
progress when youre toeing a line. 

hypatia [suddenly, as if. she could bear no more of it] 
Bentley: do go and play tennis with Johnny. You musttake 
exercise. 

lord summerhays. Do, my boy, do. [To Johnny ] Take 
him out and make him skip about. 

bentley [rising reluctantly ] I promised you two inches 
more round my chest this summer. I tried exercises with an 
indiarubber expander; but I wasnt strong enough: instead 
of my expanding it, it crumpled me up. Come along, 
Johnny. 

johnny. Do you no end of good, young chap. [He goes 
out with Bentley through the pavilion]. 

Hypatia throws aside her work with an enormous sigh of 
relief. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. At last! 

hypatia. At last. Oh, if I might only have a holiday in 
an asylum for the dumb. How I envy the animals! They 
cant talk. If Johnny could only put back his ears or wag his 
tail instead of laying down the law, how much better it 
would be! We should know when he was cross and when he 
was pleased; and thats all we know now, with all his talk. 
It never stops: talk, talk, talk, talk. Thats my life. All the 
day I listen to mamma talking; at dinner I listen to papa 
talking; and when papa stops for breath I listen to Johnny 
talking. 

lord summerhays. You make me feel very guilty. I talk 
too, I’m afraid. 

hypatia. Oh, I dont mind that, because your talk is a 
novelty. But it must have been dreadful for your daughters. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I SUppOSe SO. 

hypatia. If parents would only realize how they bore 
their children ! Three or four times in the last half hour Ive 
been on the point of screaming. 
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lord summerhays. Were we very dull? 
hypatia. Not at all: you were very clever. Thats whats 
so hard to bear, because it makes it so difficult to avoid listen- 
ing. You see, Pm young; and I do so want something to 
happen. My mother tells me that when I’m her age, I shall 
be only too glad that nothing’s happened; but Pm not her 
age; so what good is that to me? Theres my father in the 
garden, meditating on his destiny. All very well for him: 
he’s had a destiny to meditate on; but I havnt had any 
destiny yet. Everything’s happened to him: nothing’s hap- 
pened to me. Thats why this unending talk is so madden- 
ingly uninteresting to me. 

lord summerhays, It would be worse if we sat in silence. 
hypatia. No it wouldnt. If you ail sat in silence, as if you 
were waiting for something to happen, then there would be 
hope even if nothing did happen. But this eternal cackle, 
cackle, cackle about things in general is only fit for old, old, 
OLD people. I suppose it means something to them: theyve 
had their fling. All I listen for is some sign of it ending in 
something; but just when it seems to be coming to a point, 
Johnny or papa just starts another hare; and it all begins 
over again; and I realize that it’s never going to lead any- 
where and never going to stop. Thats when I want to 
scream. I wonder how you can stand it. 

lord summerhays. Well, I’m old and garrulous myself, 
you see. Besides, Pm not here of my own free will, exactly. 
I came because you ordered me to come. 
hypatia. Didnt you want to come? 
lord summerhays. My dear: after thirty years of man- 
aging other people’s business, men lose the habit of con- 
sidering what they want or dont want. 

hypatia. Oh, dont begin to talk about what men do, and 
about thirty years experience. If you cant get off that sub- 
ject, youd better send for Johnny and papa and begin it all 
over again. 

lord summerhays. I’m sorry. I beg your pardon. 
hypatia. I asked you, didnt you want to come? 
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lord summerhays. I did not stop to consider whether I 
wanted or not, because when I read your letter I knew I had 
to come. 

HYPATIA. Why? 

lord summerhays. 0 come, Miss Tarieton! Really! 
ready! Dont force me to call you a blackmailer to your face. 
You have me in your power; and I do what you tell me very 
obediently. Dont ask me to pretend I do it of my own free 
will. 

hypatia. I dont know what a blackmailer is. I havnt 
even that much experience. 

lord summerhays. A blackmailer, my dear young lady, 
is a person who knows a disgraceful secret in the life of 
another person, and extorts money from that other person 
by threatening to make his secret public unless the money 
is paid. 

hypatia. I havnt asked you for money. 

lord summerhays. No; hut you asked me to come down 
here and talk to you; and you mentioned casually that if I 
didnt youd have nobody to talk about me to but Bentley. 
That was a threat, was it not? 

hypatia. Well, I wanted you to come. 

lord summerhays. In spite of my age and my unfortun- 
ate talkativeness? 

hypatia. I like talking to you. I can let myself go with 
you. I can say things to you I cant say to other people. 

lord summerhays. I wonder why? 

hypatia. Well, you are the only really clever, grown-up, 
high-class, experienced man I know who has given himself 
away to me by making an utter fool of himself with me. You 
cant wrap yourself up in your toga after that. You cant give 
yourself airs with me. 

lord summerhays. You mean you can tell Bentley 
about me if I do. 

hypatia. Even if there wasnt any Bentley: even if you 
didnt care (and I really dont see why you should care so 
much) still, we never could be on conventional terms with 
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one another again. Besides, Ive got a feeling for you: almost 
a ghastly sort of love for you. 

lord summerhays [ shrinking ] I beg you— no, please. 
hypatia. Oh, it’s nothing at all flattering; and, of course, 
nothing wrong, as I suppose youd call it. 

lord summerhays. Please believe that I know that. 
When men of my age — 

hypatia [ impatiently ] Oh, do talk about yourself when 
you mean yourself, and not about men of your age. 

lord summerhays. I’ll put it as bluntly as I can. When, 
as you say, I made an utter fool of myself, believe me, I made 
a poetic fool of myself. I was seduced, not by appetites 
which, thank Heaven, Ive long outlived: not even by the 
desire of second childhood for a child companion, but by 
the innocent impulse to place the delicacy and wisdom and 
spirituality of my age at the affectionate service of your 
youth for a few years, at the end of which you would be a 
grown, strong, formed — widow. Alas, my dear, the delicacy 
of age reckoned, as usual, without the derision and cruelty 
of youth. You told me that you didnt want to be an old 
man’s nurse, and that you didnt want to have undersized 
children like Bentley. It served me right: I dont reproach 
you: I was an old fool. But how you can imagine, after that, 
that I can suspect you of the smallest feeling for me except 
the inevitable feeling of early youth for late age, or imagine 
that I have any feeling for you except one of shrinking 
humiliation, I cant understand. 

hypatia. I dont blame you for falling in love with me. 1 
shall be grateful to you all my life for it, because that was the 
first time that anything really interesting happened to me. 

* lord summerhays. Do you mean to tell me that nothing 
of that kind had ever happened before? that no man had 
ever — 

hypatia. Oh, lots. Thats part of the routine of life here: 
the very dullest part of it. The young man who comes a- 
courting is as familiar an incident in my life as coffee for 
breakfast. Of course, he's too much of a gentleman to mis- 
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behave himself; and I’m too much of a lady to let him; and 
he’s shy and sheepish; and I’m correct and self-possessed; 
and at last, when I can bear it no longer, I either frighten 
him off or give him a chance of proposing, just to see how 
he’ll do it, and refuse him because he does it in the same silly 
way as all the rest. You dont call that an event in one’s life, 
do you? With you it was different. I should as soon have 
expected the North Pole to fall in love with me as you. You 
know I’m only a linendraper’s daughter when all’s said. I 
was afraid of you : you, a great man ! a lord 1 and older than 
my father. And then, what a situation it was! Just think of 
it! I was engaged to your son; and you knew nothing about 
it. He was afraid to tell you ; he brought you down here be- 
cause he thought if he could throw us together I could get 
round you because I was such a ripping girl. We arranged 
it all: he and I. We got Papa and Mamma and Johnny out 
of the way splendidly; and then Bentley took himself off, 
and left us — you and me! — to take a walk through the 
heather and admire the scenery of Hindhead. You never 
dreamt that it was all a plan: that what made me so nice 
was the way I was playing up to my destiny as the sweet 
girl that was to make your boy happy. And then! and then! 
[She rises to dance and clap her hands in her glee}. 

lord summerhays [ shuddering ] Stop, stop. Can no 
woman understand a man’s delicacy? 

hypatia [revelling in the recollection ] And then — ha, ha! 
— you proposed. You ! A father! For your son’s girl ! 

lord summerhays. Stop, I tell you. Dont profane what 
you dont understand. 

hypatia. That was something happening at last with a 
vengeance. It was splendid. It was my first peep behind the 
scenes. If I’d been seventeen I should have fallen in love 
with you. Even as it is, I feel quite differently towards you 
from what I do towards other old men. So [offering her hand J 
you may kiss my hand if that will be any fun for you. 

lord summerhays [rising and recoiling to the table, deeply 
revolted} No, no, no. How dare you? [She laughs mischiev- 
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ously ]. How callous youth is! How coarse! How cynical! 
How ruthlessly cruel ! 

HYPATIA. Stuff! It’s only that youre tired of a great 
many things Ive never tried. 

lord summerhays. It’s not alone that. Ive not forgotten 
the brutality of my own boyhood. But do try to learn, 
glorious young beast that you are, that age is squeamish, 
sentimental, fastidious. If you cant understand my holier 
feelings, at least you know the bodily infirmities of the old. 
You know that I darent eat all the rich things you gobble up 
at every meal; that I cant bear the noise and racket and 
clatter that affect you no more than they affect a stone. Well, 
my soul is like that too. Spare it: be gentle with it [he in- 
voluntarily puts out his hands to plead: she takes them with a 
laugh]. If you could possibly think of me as half an angel and 
half an invalid, we should get on much better together. 

hypatia. We get on very well, I think. Nobody else ever 
called me a glorious young beast. I like that. Glorious young 
beast expresses exactly what I like to be. 

lord summerhays [extricating his hands and sitting down] 
Where on earth did you get these morbid tastes? You seem 
to have been well brought up in a normal, healthy, respect- 
able, middle-class family. Yet you go on like the most un- 
wholesome product of the rankest Bohemianism. 
hypatia. Thats just it. I’m fed up with — 
lord summerhays. Horrible expression. Dont. 
hypatia. Oh, I daresay it’s vulgar; but theres no other 
word for it. I’m fed up with nice things: with respectability, 
with propriety! When a woman has nothing to do, money 
and respectability mean that nothing is ever allowed to hap- 
pen to her. I dont want to be good; and I dont want to be 
bad: I just dont want to be bothered about either good or 
bad: I want to be an active verb. 

lord summerhays. An active verb? Oh, I see. An active 
verb signifies to be, to do, or to suffer. 

hypatia. Just so : how clever of you 1 1 want to be; I want 
to do; and I’m game to suffer if it costs that. But stick here 
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doing nothing but being good and nice and ladylike I simply 
won t. Stay down here with us for a week; and I’ll shew you 
what it means: shew it to you going on day after day, year 
after year, lifetime after lifetime. 
lord summerhays. Shew me what? 
hypatia. Girls withering into ladies. Ladies withering 
into old maids. Nursing old women. Running errands for 
old men. Good for nothing else at last. Oh, you cant imagine 
the fiendish selfishness of the old people and the maudlin 
sacrifice of the young. It’s more unbearable than any pov- 
erty: more horrible than any regular-right-down wicked- 
ness. Oh, home! homel parents! family! duty! how I loathe 
them! How I’d like to see them all blown to bits! The poor 
escape. The wicked escape. Well, I cant be poor: we’re 
rolling in money: it’s no use pretending we’re not. But I can 
be wicked; and I’m quite prepared to be. 
lord summerhays. You think that easy? 
hypatia. Well, isnt it? Being a man, you ought to know. 
lord summerhays. It requires some natural talent, 
which can no doubt be cultivated. It’s not really easy to be 
anything out of the common. 

hypatia. Anyhow, I mean to make a fight for living. 
lord summerhays. Living your own life, I believe the 
Suffragist phrase is. 

hypatia. Living any life. Living, instead of withering 
without even a gardener to snip you off when youre rotten. 

lord summerhays. Ive lived an active life; but Ive 
■withered all the same. 

hypatia. No: youve worn out: thats quite different. 
And youve some life in you yet or you wouldnt have fallen in 
love with me. You can never imagine how delighted I was to 
find that ins tead of being the correct sort of big panj andrum 
you were supposed to be, you were really an old rip like papa. 

lord summerhays. No, no: not about your father: I 
ready cant bear it. And if you must say these terrible things : 
these heart-wounding shameful things, at least find some- 
thing prettier to call me than an old rip. 
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hypatia. Well, what would you call a man proposing to 
a girl who might be — 

lord summerhays. His daughter: yes, I know. 

hypatia. I was going to say his granddaughter. 

lord summerhays. You always have one more blow to 
get in. 

hypatia. Youre too sensitive. Did you ever make mud 
pies when you were a kid — beg pardon: a child. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. I hope not. 

hypatia. It’s a dirty job; but Johnny and I were vulgar 
enough to like it. I like young people because theyre not too 
afraid of dirt to live. Ive grown out of the mud pies; but I 
like slang; and I like bustling you up by saying things that 
shock you; and I’d rather put up with swearing and smoking 
than with dull respectability; and there are lots of things 
that would just shrivel you up that I think rather jolly. Now! 

lord summerhays. Ive not the slightest doubt of it. 
Dont insist. 

hypatia. It’s not your ideal, is it? 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. No. 

hypatia. Shall I tell 'you why? Your ideal is an old 
woman. I daresay she’s got a young face; but she’s an old 
woman. Old, old, old. Squeamish, Cant stand up to things. 
Cant enjoy things: not real things. Always on the shrink. 

lord summerhays. On the shrink! Detestable expres- 
sion. 

hypatia. Bah! you cant stand even a little’ thing like 
that. What good are you ? Oh, what good are you ? 

lord summerhays, Dont ask me. I dont know. I dont 
know. 

Tarleton returns from the vestibule. Hypatia sits down de- 
murely. 

hypatia. Well, papa: have you meditated on your des- 
tiny? 

tarleton [puzzled] What? Oh! my destiny. Gad, I for- 
got all about it: Jock started a rabbit and put it clean out of 
my head. Besides, why should I give way to morbid intro- 
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spection? It’s a sign of madness. Read Lombroso. [To Lord 
Summerhays ] Well, Summerhays, has my little girl been en- 
tertaining you? 

lord summerhays. Yes. She is a wonderful entertainer. 
tarleton. I think my idea of bringing up a young girl 
has been rather a success. Dont you listen to thisj Patsy: it 
might make you conceited. She’s never been treated like a 
child. I always said the same thing to her mother. Let her 
read what she likes. Let her do what she likes. Let her go 
where she likes. Eh, Patsy? 

hypatia. Oh yes, if there had only been anything for me 
to do, any place for me to go, anything I wanted to read. 

tarleton. There, you see! She’s not satisfied. Restless. 
Wants things to happen. Wants adventures to drop out of 
the sky. 

hypatia [gathering up her work] If youre going to talk 
about me and my education, I’m off. 

tarleton. Well, well, off with you. [To Lord Summer- 
hays] She’s active, like me. She actually wanted me to put 
her into the shop, 

hypatia. Well, they tell me that the girls there have 
adventures sometimes. [She goes out through the inner door]. 

tarleton. She had me there, though she doesnt know 
it, poor innocent lamb! Public scandal exaggerates enor- 
mously, of course; but moralize as you will, superabundant 
vitality is a physical fact that cant be talked away. [He sits 
down between the writing table and the sideboard]. Difficult 
question this, of bringing up children. Between ourselves, it 
has beaten me. I never was so surprised in my life as when I 
came to know Johnny as a man of business and found out 
what he was really like. How did you manage with your sons ? 

lord summerhays. Well, I really hadnt time to be a 
father: thats the plain truth of the matter. Their poor dear 
mother did the usual thing while they were with us. Then of 
course Eton, Oxford, the usual routine of their class. 
I saw very little of them, and thought very little about them: 
how could I ? with a whole province on my hands. They andl 
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are — acquaintances. Not, perhaps, quite ordinary acquaint- 
ances: theres a sort of— er — I should almost call it a sort of 
remorse about the way we shake hands (when we do shake 
hands) which means, I suppose, that we’re sorry we dont 
care more for one another; and I’m afraid we dont meet 
oftener than we can help. We put each other too much out 
of countenance. It’s really a very difficult relation. To my 
mind not altogether a natural one. 

tarleton [ impressed , as usual ] Thats an idea, certainly. 
I dont think anybody has ever written about that. 

lord summerhays, Bentley is the only one who was 
really my son in any serious sense. He was completely spoilt. 
When he was sent to a preparatory school he simply yelled 
until he was sent home. Eton was out of the question; but 
we managed to tutor him into Oxford. No use: he was 
sent down. By that time my work was over; and I saw a 
good deal of him. But I could do nothing with him — except 
look on. I should have thought your case was quite different. 
You keep up the middle-class tradition: the day school and 
the business training instead of the university. I believe in 
the day school part of it. At all events, you know your own 
children. 

tarleton. Do we ? I’m not so sure of it. Fact is, my dear 
Summerhays, once childhood is over, once, the little animal 
has got past the stage at which it acquires what you might 
call a sense of decency, it’s all up with the relation between 
parent and child. You cant get over the fearful shyness of it. 
lord summerhays. Shyness? 
tarleton. Yes, shyness. Read Dickens. 
lord summerhays [surprised] Dickens!! Of all authors, 
Charles Dickens ! Are you serious ? 

tarleton. I dont mean his books. Read his letters to his 
family. Read any man’s letters to his children. Theyre not 
human. Theyre not about himself or themselves. Theyre 
about hotels, scenery, about the weather, about getting wet 
andlosing the train and what he saw on the road and ail that. 
Not a word about himself. Forced. Shy. Duty letters. All fit 
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to be published : that says everything. I tell you theres a wall 
ten feet thick and ten miles high between parent and child. I 
know what I’m talking about. Ive girls in my employment: 
girls and young men. I had ideas on the subject. I used to go 
to the parents and tell them not to let their children go out 
into the world without instruction in the dangers and temp- 
tations they were going to be thrown into. What did every 
one of the mothers say to me? “Oh, sir, how could I speak of 
such things to my own daughter?” The men said I was quite 
right; but they didnt do it, any more than I’d been able to do 
it myself to Johnny, I had to leave books in his way; and I 
felt just awful when I did it. Believe me, Summerhays, the 
relation between the young and the old should be an inno- 
cent relation. It should be something they could talk about. 
Well, the relation between parent and child may be an 
affectionate relation. It may be a useful relation. It may be a 
necessary relation. But it can never be an innocent relation. 
Youd die rather than allude to it. Depend on it, in a thou- 
sand years itll be considered bad form to know who your 
father and mother are. Embarrassing. Better hand Bentley 
over to me, I can look him in the face and talk to him as man 
to man. You can have Johnny. 

lord summerhays. Thank you. Ive lived so long in a 
country where a man may have fifty sons, who are no more 
to him than a regiment of soldiers, that I’m afraid Ive lost 
the English feeling about it. 

tarleton [restless again ] You mean Jinghiskahn. Ah 
yes. Good thing the empire. Educates us. Opens our minds. 
Knocks the Bible out of us. And civilizes the other chaps. 

lord summerhays. Yes : it civilizes them. And it unciv- 
ilizes us. Their gain . Our loss, T arleton, believe me, our loss. 

tarleton. Well, why not? Averages out the human race. 
Makes the nigger half an Englishman. Makes the English- 
man half a nigger. 

lord summerhays. Speaking as the unfortunate Eng. 
lishman in question, I don t like the process. If I had my life 
to live over again, I’d stay at home and supercivilize myself. 
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tarleton. Nonsense! dont be selfish. Think how youve 
improved the other chaps. Look at the Spanish empire ! Bad 
job for Spain, but splendid for South America. Look at 
what the Romans did for Britain ! They burst up and had to 
clear out; but think of all they taught us! They were the 
making of us: I believe there was a Roman camp on Hind- 
head: I’ll shew it to you tomorrow. Thats the good side of 
Imperialism: it’s unselfish. I despise the Little Englanders: 
theyre always thinking about England. Smallminded. I’m 
for the Parliament of man, the federation of the world. Read 
Tennyson. [He settles down again]. Then theres the great 
food question. 

lord summerhays [apprehensively] Need we go into 
that this afternoon ? 

tarleton. No; but I wish youd tell the Chickabiddy 
that the Jinghiskahns eat no end of toasted cheese, and that 
it’s the secret of their amazing health and long life! 

lord summerhays. Unfortunately they are neither 
healthy nor long lived. And they dont eat toasted cheese. 

tarleton. There you are! They would be if they ate it. 
Anyhow, say what you like, provided the moral is a Welsh 
rabbit for my supper. 

lord summerhays. British morality in a nutshell! 

tarleton [hugely amused] Yes. Ha ha! Awful hypo- 
crites, aint we? 

They are interrupted by excited cries from the grounds. 

hypatia Papa! Mamma! Come out as fast as you can. 

Quick. Quick. 

bentley Hello, governor! Come out. An aeroplane. 

Look, look. 

tarleton [ starting up] Aeroplane! Did he say an aero- 
plane? 

lord summerhays. Aeroplane! [A shadow falls on the 
pavilion; and some of the glass at the top is shattered and falls on 
the floor], 

Tarleton andLordSummerhaysrushoutthroughthe pavilion 
into the garden. 
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hypatia Take care. Take care of the chim- 

ney. 

bemtley Come this side: it’s coming right 

where youre standing. 

tarleton Hallo! where the devil are you 

coming? youll have my roof off. 

lord summerhays [tie’s lost control. 

mrs. tarleton. Look, look, Hypatia. There are two 
people in it. 

bentley. Theyve cleared it. Well steered! 

tarleton [Yes; but theyre coming slam into 

the greenhouse. 

lord summerhays Look out for the glass. 

mrs. tarleton ■ They 11 break all the glass. Theyll 
spoil all the grapes. 

bentley Mind where youre coming. He’ll 

save it. No: theyre down. 

An appalling crash of breaking glass is heard. Everybody 
shrieks. 

mrs. tarleton [Oh, are they killed? John: are they 
killed? 

lord summerhays Are you hurt? Is anything broken? 
Can you stand? 

hypatia Oh, you must be hurt. Are you sure ? 

Shall I get you some water? Or 
some wine? 

tarleton Are you all right? Sure you wont 

have some brandy just to take off 
the shock. 

the aviator. No, thank you. Quite right. Not a scratch. 
I assure you I’m all right. 

bentley. What luck! And what a smash! You area 
lucky chap, I can tell you. 

The Aviator and Tarleton come in through the pavilion, 
followed by Lord Summerhays and Bentley, the Aviator on 
Tarleton' s right. Bentley passes the Aviator and turns to have 
an admiring look at him. Lord Summerhays overtakes Tarleton 
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less pointedly on the opposite side with the same object. 

the aviator. I’m really very sorry. I’m afraid Ivc 
knocked your vinery into a cocked hat. ( Effusively ) You 
dont mind, do you? 

tarleton. Not a bit. Come in and have some tea. Stay to 
dinner. Stay over the week-end. All my life Ive wanted to fly. 

the aviator [taking of his goggles] Youre really more 
than kind. 

bentley. Why, it's Joey Percival. 
percival. Hallo, Ben! That you? 
tarleton. What! The man with three fathers! 
percival. Oh! has Ben been talking about me? 
tarleton. Consider yourself as one of the family — if 
you will do me the honor. And your friend too. Wheres 
your friend? 

percival. Oh, by the way! before he comes in: let me 
explain. I dont know him. 
tarleton. Eh? 

percival. Havnt even looked at him. I’m trying to make 
a club record with a passenger. The club supplied the pas- 
senger. He just got in; and Ive been too busy handling the 
aeroplane to look at him. I havnt said a word to him; and I 
cant answer for him socially; but he’s an ideal passenger for 
a flyer. He saved me from a smash. 

lord summerhays. I saw it. It was extraordinary. When 
you were thrown out he held on to the top bar with one 
hand. You came past him in the air, going straight for the 
glass. He caught you and turned you off into the flower bed, 
and then lighted beside you like a bird. 

percival. How he kept his head I cant imagine. Frankly, 
I didnt. 

The Passenger , also begoggled, comes in through the pavilion 
with Johnny and the two ladies. The Passenger comes between 
Percival and Tarleton, Mrs. Tarleton between Lord Summer- 
hays and her husband, Hypatia between Percival and Bentley , 
and Johnny to Bentley's right. 

tarleton. Just discussing your prowess, my dear sir. 
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Magnificent. Youll stay to dinner. Youli stay the night. 
Stay over the week. The Chickabiddy will be delighted. 

mrs tarleton. Wont you take off your goggles and have 
some tea? 

The passenger begins ta remove the goggles. 
tarleton. Do. Have a wash. Johnny: take the gentle- 
man to your room: I’ll look after Mr Percival, They must — 
By this time the passenger has got the goggles ojf> and stands 
revealed as a remarkably good-looking woman. 
mrs tarleton Well I never ! ! ! 

bentley [in a whisper] Oh, I say! 

johnny By George! 

lord summerhays A lady! All 

hypatia A woman! together. 

tarleton [to Percival] You never 

told me — 

percival [I hadnt the least idea — 

An embarrassed pause. 

percival. I assure you if I'd had the faintest notion that 
my passenger was a lady I shouldnt have left you to shift for 
yourself in that selfish way. 

lord summerhays. The lady seems to have shifted for 
both very effectually, sir. 

percival. Saved my life. I admit it most gratefully. 
tarleton. I must apologize, madam, for having offered 
you the civilities appropriate to the opposite sex. And yet, 
why opposite? We are all human: males and females of the 
same species. When the dress is the same the distinction 
vanishes. I’m proud to receive in my house a lady of evident 
refinement and distinction. Allow me to introduce myself: 
Tarleton: John Tarleton (seeing conjecture in the passenger s 
eye) — yes, yes: Tarleton ’s Underwear. My wife, Mrs Tarle- 
ton: youll excuse me for having in what I had taken to be a 
confidence between man and man alluded to her as the 
Chickabiddy. MydaughterHypatia,whohas always wanted 
some adventure to drop out of the sky, and is now, I hope, 
satisfied at last. Lord Summerhays: a man known wherever 
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the British flag waves. His son Bentley, engaged to Hypatia. 
Mr Joseph Percival, the promising son of three highly in- 
tellectual fathers. 

Hypatia [startled] Bentley’s friend? [ Bentley nods J, 
tarleton [continuing, to the passenger] May I now ask to 
be allowed the pleasure of knowing your name? 

the passenger. My name is Lina Szczepanowska [pro- 
nouncing it Sh-Chepanotiska]. 

percival. Sh — I beg your pardon? 

lina. Szczepanowska. 

percival [dubiously] Thank you. 

tarleton [very politely] Would you mind saying it again ? 

lina. Say fish. 

tarleton. Fish. 

lina. Say church. 

tarleton. Church. 

una. Say fish church. 

tarleton [ remonstrating ] But it’s not good sense. 
una [inexorable] Say fish church. 
tarleton. Fish church. 
lina. Again. 

tarleton. No, but — [resigning himself] fish church. 
lina. Now say Szczepanowska. 
tarleton. Szczepanowska. Got it, by Gad. [A sibilant 
whispering becomes audible: they are all saying Sh-ch to them- 
selves]. Szczepanowska! Not an English name, is it? 
lina. Polish. I’m a Pole. 

tarleton [ dithyrambically ] Ah yes. What other nation, 
madame, could have produced your magical personality? 
Your countrywomen have always appealed to our imagina- 
tion. Women of Destiny! beautiful! musical! passionate! 
tragic! You will be at home here: my own temperament is 
pre-eminently Polish. Wont you sit down ? 

The group breaks up. Johnny and Bentley hurry to the 
pavilion and fetch the two wicker chairs. Johnny gives his to 
Lina. Hypatia and Percival take the chairs at the worktable. 
Lord Summerhays gives the chair at the vestibule end of the 
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writing table to Mrs Tarleton; and Bentley replaces it with a 
wicker chair, which Lord Summerhays takes. Johnny remains 
standing behind the worktable , Bentley behind his father. 
mrs tarleton [to Lina] Have some tea now } wont you? 
lina. I never drink tea. 

tarleton [sitting down at the end of the writing table 
nearest Lina ] Bad thing to aeroplane on, I should imagine. 
Too jumpy. Been up much? 

lina. Not in an aeroplane. Ive parachuted; but thats 
child's play. 

mrs tarleton. But arnt you very foolish to run such a 
dreadful risk? 

lina. You cant live without running risks. 
mrs tarleton. Oh, what a thing to say! Didnt you know 
you might have been killed? 
lina. That was why I went up. 
hypatia. Of course. Cant you understand the fascina- 
tion of the thing? the novelty! the daring! the sense of some- 
thing happening! 

lina. Oh no. It’s too tame a business for that. I went up 
for family reasons. 

tarleton. Eh? What? Family reasons? 
mrs tarleton. I hope it wasnt to spite your mother? 
percival [ quickly ] Or your husband? 
lina. I’m not married. And why should I want to spite 
my mother ? 

hvpatia [aside to Percival] That was clever of you, Mr 
Percival. 

percival. What? 
hypatia. To find out. 

tarleton. I’m in a difficulty. I cant understand a lady 
going up in an aeroplane for family reasons. It’s rude to be 
curious and ask questions; but then it’s inhuman to be in- 
different, as if you didnt care, 

lina. I’ll tell you with pleasure. For the last hundred and 
fifty years, not a single day has passed without some member 
of my family risking his life — or her life. It’s a point of 
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honor with us to keep up that tradition. Usually several of 
us do it; but it happens that just at this moment it is being 
kept up by one of my brothers only. Early this morning I 
got a telegram from him to say that there had been a fire, and 
that he could do nothing for the rest of the week. For- 
tunately I had an invitation from the Aerial League to see 
this gentleman try to break the passenger record. I appealed 
to the President of the League to let me save the honor of my 
family. He arranged it for me. 

tarleton. Oh, I must be dreaming. This is stark raving 
nonsense. 

lina [quietly] You are quite awake, sir. 
johnny. We cant all be dreaming the same thing. Gov- 
ernor. 

tarleton. Of course not, you duffer; but then I’m 
dreaming you as well as the lady. 

mrs tarleton. Dont be silly, John. The lady is only 
joking. I’m sure. [To Lina] I suppose your luggage is in the 
aeroplane. . 

percival. Luggage was out of the question. If I stay to 
dinner I’m afraid I cant change unless youll lend me some 
clothes. 

mrs tarleton. Do you mean neither of you? 
percival. I’m afraid so. 

mrs tarleton. Oh well, never mind: Hypatia will lend 
the lady a gown. 

lina. Thank you: I’m quite comfortable as I am. I am 
not accustomed to gowns: they hamper me and make me 
feel ridiculous; so if you dont mind I shall not change. 

mrs tarleton. Well, I’m beginning to think I’m doing 
a bit of dreaming myself. 

hypatia [ impatiently ] Oh, it’s all right, mamma. Johnny: 
look after Mr Percival. [To Lina, rising] Come with me. 
Lina follows her to the inner door . They all rise. 
johnny [to Percival ] I’ll shew you. 
percival. Thank you. 

Lina goes out with Hypatia, and Percival with Johnny. 
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mrs tarleton. Well, this is a nice thing to happen ! And 
look at the greenhouse! Itll cost thirty pounds to mend it. 
People have no right to do such things. And you invited 
them to dinner too! What sort of woman is that to have in 
our house when you know that all Hindhead will be calling 
on us to see that aeroplane? Bunny: come with me and help 
me to get all the people out of the grounds: I declare they 
came running as if theyd sprung up out of the earth [she 
makes for the inner door]. 

tarleton. No: dont you trouble, Chickabiddy: I’ll 
tackle em. 

mrs tarleton. Indeed youll do nothing of the kind: 
youll stay here quietly with Lord Summerhays. Youd invite 
them all to dinner. Come, Bunny. [She goes out, followed by 
Bentley. Lord Summerhays sits down again], 

tarleton. Singularly beautiful woman, Summerhays. 
What do you make of her? She must be a princess. Whats 
this family of warriors and statesmen that risk their lives 
every day? 

lord summerhays. They are evidently not warriors and 
statesmen, or they wouldnt do that. 

tarleton. Well, then, what the devil are they? 

lord summerhays. I think I know. The last time I saw 
that lady, she did something I should not have thought 
possible. 

tarleton. What was that? 

lord summerhays. Well, she walked backwards along a 
taut wire without a balancing pole and turned a somersault 
in the middle. I remember that her name was Lina, and that 
the other name was foreign; though I dont recollect it. 

tarleton. Szcz! You couldnt have forgotten that if youd 
heard it. 

lord summerhays. I didnt hear it: I only saw it on a 
program. But it’s clear she’s an acrobat. It explains how she 
saved Percival. And it accounts for her family pride. 

tarleton. An acrobat, eh? Good! good! good! Summer- 
hays: that brings her within reach. Thats better than a 
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princess. I steeled this evergreen heart of mine when I 
thought she was a princess. Now I shall let it be touched. 
She is accessible. Good. 

lord summerhays. I hope you are not serious. Remem- 
ber: you have a family. You have a position. You are not in 
your first youth. 

tarleton. No matter. 

Theres magic in the night 
When the heart is young. 

My heart is young. Besides, I’m a married man, not a 
widower like you. A married man can do anything he likes 
if his wife dont mind. A widower cant be too careful. Not 
that I would have you think me an unprincipled man or a 
bad husband. I’m not. But Ive a superabundance of vitality. 
Read Pepys’ Diary. 

lord summerhays. The woman is your guest, Tarleton. 

tarleton. Well, is she? A woman I bring into my house 
is my guest. A woman you bring into my house is my guest. 
But a woman who drops bang down out of the sky into my 
greenhouse and smashes every blessed pane of glass in it 
must take her chance. 

lord summerhays. Still, you know that my name must 
not be associated with any scandal. Youll be careful, wont 
you? 

tarleton. Oh Lord, yes! Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes. I was 
only joking, of course. 

Mrs Tarleton comes back through the inner door. 

mrs tarleton. Well I never! John: I dont think that 
young woman’s right in her head. Do you know what she’s 
just asked for? 

tarleton. Champagne? 

mrs tarleton. No. She wants a Bible and six oranges. 

tarleton. What? 

mrs tarleton. A Bible and six oranges. 

tarleton. I understand the oranges: she’s doing an 
orange cure of some sort. But what on earth does she want 
the Bible for? 
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mrs tarleton. I'm sure I cant imagine. She cant be 
right in her head. 

lord summerhays. Perhaps she wants to read it. 
mrs tarleton. But why should she? on a weekday at all 
events. What would you advise me to do. Lord Summer- 
hays? 

lord summerhays. Well) is there a Bible in the house? 
tarleton. Stacks of em. Theres the family Bible, and 
the Dore Bible, and the parallel revised version Bible, and 
the Doves Press Bible, and Johnny’s Bible and Bobby’s 
Bible and Patsy’s Bible and the Chickabiddy’s Bible and 
my Bible; and I daresay the servants could raise a few more 
between them. Let her have the lot. 

MRSTARLETON.Donttalk like that before Lord Summer- 
hays, John. 

lord summerhays. It doesnt matter, Mrs Tarleton: in 
Jinghiskahn it was a punishable offense to expose a Bible 
for sale. The empire has no religion. 

Lina comes in. She has left her cap in Hypatia’s room, hut 
has made no other change. She stops just inside the door, holding 
it open, evidently not intending to stay. 

lxna. Oh, Mrs Tarleton, shall I be making myself very 
troublesome if I ask for a music-stand in my room as well ? 

tarleton. Not at all. You can have the piano if you like. 
Or the gramophone. Have the gramophone? 
lina. No, thank you: no music. 
mrs tarleton \going towards her] Do you think it’s good 
for you to eat so many oranges? Amt you afraid of getting 
jaundice? 

lina. Not in the least. But billiard balls will do quite 
as well. 

mrs tarleton. But you cant eat billiard balls, child! 
tarleton. Get em, Chickabiddy. I understand. [He imi- 
tates a juggler tossing up balls]. Eh? 

lina [going to him, past his wife] Just so. 
tarleton. Billiard balls and cues? Plates, knives, and 
forks? Two paraffin lamps and a hatstand? 
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lina. No: that is popular low-class business. In our 
family wc touch nothing but classical work. Anybody can 
do lamp and hatstands. I can do silver bullets. That is really 
hard. [She passes on to Lord Summerhays , and looks gravely 
down at him as he sits by the writing table], 

mrs tarleton. Well, I’m sure I dont know what youre 
talking about; and I only hope you know yourselves. How- 
ever, you shall have what you want, of course. [She goes out 
through the inner door], 

lord summerhays. Will you forgive my curiosity ? What 
is the Bible for? 

lina. To quiet my soul. 

lord summerhays [with a sigh ] Ah yes, yes. It no longer 
quiets mine, I am sorry to say. 

lina. That is because you do not know how to read it. 
Put it up before you on a stand; and open it at the Psalms. 
When you can read them and understand them, quite 
quietly and happily, and keep six balls in the air all the time, 
you are in perfect condition ; and youll never m alee a mistake 
that evening. If you find you cant do that, then go and pray 
until you can. And be very careful that evening. 

lord summerhays. Is that the usual form of test in your 
profession ? 

lina. Nothing that we Szczepanowskis do is usual, my 
lord. 

lord summerhays. Are you all so wonderful? 
lina. It is our profession to be wonderful. 
lord summerhays. Do you never condescend to do as 
common people do? For instance, do you not pray as com- 
mon people pray? 

lina. Common people do not pray, my lord: they only 
beg. 

lord summerhays. You never ask for anything? 
lina. No. 

lord summerhays. Then why do you pray? 
lina. To remind myself that I have a soul. 
tarleton [walking about] True. Fine. Good. Beautiful. 
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All this damned materialism: what good is it to anybody? 
Ive got a soul, dont tell me I havnt. Cut me up and you cant 
find it. Cut up a steam engine and you cant find the steam. 
But, by George, it makes the engine go. Say what you will, 
Summerhays, the divine spark is a fact. 
lord summerhays. Have I denied it? 
tarleton. Our whole civilization is a denial of it. Read 
Walt Whitman. 

lord summerhays. I shall go to the billiard room and 
get the balls for you. 
ljna. Thank you. 

Lord Summerhays goes out through the vestibule door. 
tarleton [going to her ] Listen to me. [Me turns quickly}. 
What you said just now was beautiful. You touch chords. 
You appeal to the poetry in a man. You inspire him. Come 
now! Youre a woman of the world: youre independent: you 
must have driven lots of men crazy. You know the sort of 
man I am, dont you ? See through me at a glance, eh? 

lina. Yes. [She sits down quietly in the chair Lord Sum- 
merhays has just lejt\ . 

tarleton. Good. Well, do you like me? Dont misunder- 
stand me: I’m perfectly aware that youre not going to fall in 
love at first sight with a ridiculous old shopkeeper. I cant 
help that ridiculous old shopkeeper, I have to carry him 
about with me whether 1 like it or not. I have to pay for his 
clothes, though I hate the cut of them: especially the waist- 
coat. I have to look at him in the glass while I’m shaving. I 
loathe him because he’s a living lie. My soul’s not like that: 
it’s like yours. I want to make a fool of myself. About you. 
Will you let me? 

lina [very calm] How much will you pay? 
tarleton. Nothing, But I’ll throw as many sovereigns 
as you like into the sea to shew you that I’m in earnest. 
lina. Are those your usual terms ? 
tarleton. No. I never made that bid before. 
lina [ producing a dainty little book and ‘preparing to write 
in it] What did you say your name was ? 
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tarleton. John Tarleton. The great John Tarleton of 
Tarleton’s Underwear. 

lina [writing T-a-r-l-e-t-o-n. Er — ? [<Me looks up at him 
inquiringly ], 

tarleton [ promptly ] Fifty-eight. 
lina. Thank you. I keep a list of all my offers. I like to 
know what I’m considered worth. 
tarleton. Let me look. 
lina [offering the book to him ] It’s in Polish. 
tarleton. Thats no good. Is mine the lowest offer? 
lina. No: the highest. 

tarleton. What do most of them come to? Diamonds? 
Motor cars? Furs? Villa at Monte Carlo? 

lina. Oh yes: all that. And sometimes the devotion of a 
lifetime. 

tarleton. Fancy that! A young man offering a woman 
his old age as a temptation ! 

lina. By the way, you did not say how long. 
tarleton. Until you get tired of me. 
lina. Or until you get tired of me? 
tarleton. I never get tired. I never go on long enough 
for that. But when it becomes so grand, so inspiring that I 
feel that everything must be an anti-climax after that, then 
I run away. 

lina. Does she let you go without a struggle? 
tarleton. Yes. Glad to get rid of me. When love takes 
a man as it takes me — when it makes him great— it 
frightens a woman. 

lina. The lady here is your wife, isnt she? Dont you care 
for her? 

tarleton. Yes. And mind! she comes first always. I 
reserve her dignity even when I sacrifice my own. Youll 
respect that point of honor, wont you? 
lina. Only a poin t of honor ? 

tarleton [ impulsively ] No, by God! a point of affection 
as well. 

lina [ smiling , pleased with him ] Shake hands, old pal. 
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[, She rises and offers him her hand frankly}. 

tarleton [giving his hand rather dolefully} Thanks. That 
means no, doesntit? 

una. It means something that will last longer than yes. 
I like you. I admit you to my friendship. What a pity you 
were not trained when you were young! Youd be young 
still. 

tarleton. I suppose, to an athlete like you, I’m pretty 
awful, eh ? 

lina. Shocking. 

tarleton. Too much crumb. Wrinkles. Yellow patches 
that wont come off. Short wind. I know. I’m ashamed of 
myself. I could do nothing on the high rope. 

ltna. Oh yes: I could put you in a wheelbarrow and run 
you along, two hundred feet up. 

tarleton [shuddering] Ugh! Well, I’d do even that for 
you. Read The Master Builder. 

lina. Have you learnt everything from books? 
tarleton. Well, have you learnt everything from the 
flying trapeze? 

lina. On the flying trapeze there is often another woman; 
and her life is in your hands every night and your life in hers. 

tarleton. Lina: I’m going to make a fool of myself. I'm 
going to cry. [He crumples into the nearest chair]. 

lina. Pray instead: dont cry. Why should you cry? 
Youre not the first Ive said no to. 

tarleton. If you had said yes, should 1 have been the 
first then? 

lina. What right have you to ask? Have I asked am I 
the first? 

tarleton. Youre right: a vulgar question. To a man 
like me, everybody is the first. Life renews itself. 
lina. The youngest child is the sweetest. 
tarleton. Dont probe too deep, Lina, It hurts. 
lina. You must get out of the habit of thinking that 
these things matter so much. It’s linendraperish. 

tarleton. Youre quite right. Ive often said so. All the 
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same, it does matter; for I want to cry. [He buries his face in 
his arms on the worktable and sobs]. 

lina [going to him] 0 la la! [She slaps him vigorously , but 
not unkindly, on the shoulder]. Courage, old pal, courage! 
Have you a gymnasium here? 

tarleton. Theres a trapeze and bars and things in the 
billiard room. 

lina. Come. You need a few exercises. I’ll teach you 
how to stop crying. [She takes his arm and leads him of into 
the vestibule]. 

A young man, cheaply dressed and strange in manner, ap- 
pears in the garden; steals to the pavilion door; and looks in. 
Seeing that there is nobody, he enters cautiously until he has 
come far enough to see into the hatstand corner. He draws a 
revolver, and examines it, apparently to make sure that it is 
loaded. Then Ms attention is caught by the Turkish bath. He 
looks down the lunette, and opens the panels. 

hypatia [calling in the garden ] Mr Percival! Mr Perci- 
val! Where are you? 

The young man makes for the door, but sees Percival coming. 
He turns and bolts into the Turkish bath, which he closes upon 
himself just in time to escape being caught by Percival, who runs 
in through the pavilion, bareheaded. He also, it appears, is in 
search of a hiding-place; for he stops and turns between the two 
tables to take a survey of the room; then runs into the corner be- 
tween the end of the sideboard and the wall. Hypatia, excited , 
mischievous, her eyes glowing, runs in, precisely on his trail; 
turns at the same spot; and discovers him just as he makes a 
dash for the pavilion door. She flies back and intercepts him. 
hypatia. Aha! Arnt you glad Ive caught you? 
percival [illhumoredly turning away from her and com- 
ing towards the writing table] No I'm not. Confound it, what 
sort of girl are you? What sort of house is this? Must I 
throw all good manners to the winds? 

hypatia [following him ] Do, do, do, do, do. This is the 
house of a respectable shopkeeper, enormously rich. This is 
the respectable shopkeeper's daughter, tired of good man- 
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tiers. [ Slipping her left hand into his right ] Come, handsome 
young man, and play with the respectable shopkeeper’s 
daughter. 

percival [withdrawing quickly from her touch ] No, no: 
dont you know you mustnt go on like this with a perfect 
stranger? 

hypatia. Dropped down from the sky. Dont you know 
that you must always go on like this when you get the 
chance? You must come to the top of the hill and chase me 
through the bracken. You may kiss me if you catch me. 
percival. I shall do nothing of the sort. 
hypatia. Yes, you will: you cant help yourself. Come 
along. [ She seizes his sleeve]. Fool, fool: come along. Dont 
you want to? 

percival. No: certainly not. I should never be forgiven 
if 1 did it. 

hypatia. Youll never forgive yourself if you dont. 
percival. Nonsense. Youre engaged to Ben. Ben’s my 
friend. What do you take me for? 

hypatia. Ben’s old. Ben was born old. Theyre all old 
here, except you and me and the man-woman or woman- 
man or whatever you call her that came with you. They 
never do anything: they only discuss whether what other 
people do is right. Come and give them something to discuss. 
percival. I will do nothing incorrect. 
hypatia. Oh, dont be afraid, little boy: youll get noth- 
ing but a lass; and I’ll light like the devil to keep you from 
getting that. But we must play on the hill and race through 
the heather. 

percival. Why? 

hypatia. Because we want to, handsome young man. 
percival. But if everybody went on in this way — 
hypatia. How happy! oh how happy the world would 
be! 

percival. But the consequences may be serious. 
hypatia. Nothing is worth doing unless the conse- 
quences may be serious. My father says so; and I’m my 
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father’s daughter. 

percival. I’m the son of three fathers. I mistrust these 
wild impulses. 

hypatia. Take care. Youre letting the moment slip. I 
feel the first chill of the wave of prudence. Save me, 

percival. Really, Miss Tarleton! [She strikes him across 
the face]. Damn you! [Recovering himself , horrified at his 
lapse] I beg your pardon; but since weve both forgotten 
ourselves, youll please allow me to leave the house. [He 
turns towards the inner door, having left his cap in the bedroom]. 

hypatia [standing in his way] Are you ashamed of hav- 
ing said “Damn you” to me? 

percival. I had no right to say it. I’m very much 
ashamed of it. I have already begged your pardon. 

hypatia. And youre not ashamed of having said 
“Really, Miss Tarleton !” ? 
percival. Why should I ? 

hypatia. 0 man, man! mean, stupid, cowardly, selfish, 
masculine male man! You ought to have been a governess. 
I was expelled from school for saying that the very next 
person that said “Really, Miss Tarleton!” to me, I would 
strike across the face. You were the next. 

percival, I had no intention of being offensive. Surely 
there is nothing that can wound any lady in — [He hesitates, 
not quite convinced ]. At least — er — I really didnt mean to be 
disagreeable. 
hypatia. Liar. 

percival. Of course if youre going to insult me, I am 
quite helpless. Youre a woman : you can say what you like. 

hypatia. And you can only say what you dare. Poor 
wretch: it isnt much. [He bites his lip, and sits down, very 
much annoyed ]. Really, Mr Percival! You sit down in the 
presence of a lady and leave her standing. [He rises hastily]. 
Ha, ha ! Really, Mr Percival ! Oh really, really, really, really, 
really, Mr Percival! How do you like it? Wouldnt you 
rather I damned you ? 

percival. Miss Tarleton — 
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HYPATIA [caressingly] Hypatia, Joey. Patsy, if you like. 

percival. Look here: this is no good. You want to do 
what you like? 

hypatia. Dont you ! 

percival. No. Ive been too well brought up. Ive argued 
all through this thing; and I tell you I’m not prepared to 
cast off the social bond. It’s like a corset: it’s a support to 
the figure even if it does squeeze and deform it a bit. I want 
to be free. 

hypatia. Well, I’m tempting you to be free. 

percival. Not at all. Freedom, my good girl, means be- 
ing able to count on how other people will behave. If every 
man who dislikes me is to throw a handful of mud in my 
face, and every woman who likes me is to behave like Poti- 
phar’s wife, then I shall be a slave: the slave of uncertainty: 
the slave of fear: the worst of all slaveries. How would you 
like it if every laborer you met in the road were to make 
love to you? No. Give me the blessed protection of a good 
stiff conventionality among thoroughly well-brought up 
ladies and gentlemen. 

hypatia. Another talker! Men like conventions because 
men made them. I didnt make them: I dont like them: I 
wont keep them. Now, what will you do ? 

percival. Bolt. [He runs out through the pavilion]. 

hypatia. I’ll catch you. [She dashes of in pursuit]. 

During this conversation the head oj the scandalized man 
in the Turkish bath has repeatedly risen from the lunette, with 
a strong expression of moral shock. It vanishes abruptly as the 
two turn towards it in their flight. At the same moment Tarle- 
ton comes back through the vestibule door, exhausted by severe 
and unaccustomed exercise. 

tarleton [looking after the flying figures with amazement] 
Hallo, Patsy: whats up? Another aeroplane? [They are far 
too preoccupied to hear him; and he is left staring after them as 
they rush away through the garden . He goes to the pavilion door 
and looks up; but the heavens are empty. His exhaustion disables 
him from further inquiry. He dabs his brow with his handker- 
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chief, and walks stiffly to the nearest convenient support, which 
happens to be the Turkish bath. He props himself upon it with 
his elbow, and covers his eyes with his hand for a moment. 
After a few sighing heaths, he feels a little better, and un- 
covers his eyes. The man’s head rises from the lunette a few 
inches from his nose. He recoils from the bath with a violent 
start]. Oh Lord! My brain’s gone. [Calling piteously] Chicka- 
biddy ! [He staggers down to the writing table], 

the man [coming out of the bath, pistol in hand] Another 
sound; and you re a dead man. 

tarleton [braced] Am I? Well, youre a live one: thats 
one comfort. I thought you were a ghost. [He sits down, 
quite undisturbed by the pistol] Who are you; and what the 
devil were you doing in my new Turkish bath ? 

the man [with tragic intensity] I am the son of Lucinda 
Titmus. 

tarleton [the name conveying nothing to him] Indeed? 
And how is she? Quite well, I hope, eh? 

the man. She is dead. Dead, my God ! and you are alive. 
tarleton [unimpressed by the tragedy, but sympathetic ] 
Oh! Lost your mother? Thats sad. I’m sorry. But we cant 
all have the luck to die before our mothers, and be nursed 
out of the world by the hands that nursed us into it. 
the man. Much you care, damn you ! 
tarleton. Oh, dont cut up rough. Face it like a man. 
You see I didnt know your mother; but Ive no doubt she 
was an excellent woman. 

the man. Not know her! Do you dare to stand there by 
her open grave and deny that you knew her? 

tarleton [trying to recollect] What did you say her name 
was? 

the man. Lucinda Titmus. 

tarleton. Well, I ought to remember a rum name like 
that if I ever heard it. But I dont. Have you a photograph 
or anything? 

the man. Forgotten even the name of your victim! 
tarleton. Oh ! she was my victim, was she ? 
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the man. She was. And you shall see her face again be- 
fore you die, dead as she is. I have a photograph. 

TARLETON. Good. 

the man. Ive two photographs. 

tarleton. Still better. Treasure the mother’s pictures. 
Good boy! 

the man. One of them as you knew her. The other as she 
became when you flung her aside, and she withered into an 
old woman. 

tarleton. She'd have done that anyhow, my lad. We 
all grow old. Look at m e ! [Seeing that the man is embarrassed 
by his pistol in f umblingf or the photographs with his left hand 
in his breast pocket] Let me hold the gun for you. 

the man [retreating to the worktable ] Stand back. Do you 
take me for a fool? 

tarleton. Well, youre a little upset, naturally. It does 
you credit. 

THE MAN. Look here, upon this picture and on this. [He 
holds out the two photographs like a hand at cards , and points 
to them with the pistol]. 

tarleton. Good. Read Shakespear: he has a word for 
every occasion. \He takes the photographs , one in each hand , 
and looks from one to the other, pleased and interested, but 
without any sign of recognition] What a pretty girl! Very 
pretty. I can imagine myself falling in love with her when I 
was your age. I wasnt a bad-looking young fellow myself in 
those days. [ Looking at the other ] Curious that we should 
both have gone the same way. 

the man. You and she the same way! What do you 
mean? 

tarleton. Both got stout, I mean. 

the man. Would you have had her deny herself food ? 

tarleton. No: it wouldnt have been any use. It is con- 
stitutional. No matter how little you eat you put on flesh if 
youre made that way. [He resumes his study of the earlier 
photograph]. 

the man. Is that all the feeling that rises in you at the 
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sight of the face you once knew so well ? 

tarleton [j too much absorbed in the portrait to heed him ] 
Funny that I cant remember! Let this be a lesson to you, 
young man. I could go into court tomorrow and swear I 
never saw that face before in my life if it wasnt for that brooch 
[ pointing to the photograph]. Have you got that brooch, by 
the way? [The man again resorts to his breast pocket ]. You 
seem to carry the whole family property in that pocket. 

the man [producing a brooch ] Here it is to prove my 
bona fides. 

tarleton [pensively putting the photographs on the table 
and taking the brooch ] I bought that brooch in Cheapside 
from a man with a yellow wig and a cast in his left eye. Ive 
never set eyes on him from that day to this.' And yet I re- 
member that man; and I cant remember your mother. 

the man. Monster! Without conscience! without even 
memory! You left her to her shame — 

tarleton [throwing the brooch on the table and rising 
pepperily] Come, come, young man! none of that. Respect 
the romance of your mother’s youth. Dont you start throw- 
ing stones at her. I dont recall her features just at this mo- 
ment; but Ive no doubt she was kind to me and we were 
happy together. If you have a word to say against her, take 
yourself out of my house and say it elsewhere. 

the man. What sort of a joker are you? Are you trying 
to put me in the wrong, when you have to answer to me for 
a crime that would make every honest man spit at you as 
you passed in the street if I were to make it known? 
tarleton. You read a good deal, dont you ? 
the man. What if I do? What has that to do with your 
infamy and my mother’s doom ? 

tarleton. There, you see! Doom! Thats not good sense; 
but it’s literature. Now it happens that I’m a tremendous 
reader : always was. When I was your age I read books of 
that sort by the bushel; the Doom sort, you know. It’s odd, 
isnt it, that you and I should be like one another in that 
respect? Can you account for it in any way? 
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the man. No. What are you driving at? 
tarleton. Well, do you know who your father was? 
the man. I see what you mean now. You dare set up to 
be my father! Thank heaven Ive not a drop of your vile 
blood in my veins. 

tarleton [sitting down again with a shrug ] Well, if you 
wont be civil, theres no pleasure in talking to you, is there? 
What do you want? Money? 

the man. How dare you insult me? 
tarleton. Well, what do you want? 
the man. Justice. 

tarleton. Youre quite sure thats all? 
the man. It’s enough for me. 

tarleton. A modest sort of demand, isnt it? Nobody 
ever had it since the world began, fortunately for themselves ; 
but you must have it, must you? Well, youve come to the 
wrong shop for it: youll get no justice here: we dont keep it. 
Human nature is what we stock. 

the man. Human nature! Debauchery! gluttony! self- 
ishness! robbery of the poor! Is that what you call human 
nature? 

tarleton. No: thats what you call it. Come, my lad! 
Whats the matter with you? You dont look starved; and 
youve a decent suit of clothes. 
the man. Forty-two shillings. 

tarleton. They can do you a very decent suit for forty- 
two shillings. Have you paid for it ? 

the man. Do you take me for a thief? And do you sup- 
pose I can get credit like you ? 

tarleton. Then you were able to lay your hand on forty- 
two shillings. Judging from your conversational style, I 
should think you must spend at least a shilling a week on 
romantic literature. 

the man. Where would I get a shilling a week to spend 
on books when I can hardly keep myself decent? I get books 
at the Free Library. 

tarleton [ springing to his feet] What ! ! ! 
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the mah [recoiling before his vehemence ] The Free Li- 
brary. Theres no harm in that. 

tarleton. Ingrate! I supply you with free books; and 
the use you make of them is to persuade yourself that it’s a 
fine thing to shoot me. [He throws himself doggedly back into 
his chair]. I’ll never give another penny to a Free Library. 

the man. Youll never give another penny to anything. 
This is the end: for you and me. 

tarleton. Pooh! Come, come, man! talk business. 
Whats wrong? Are you out of employment? 

the man. No. This is my Saturday afternoon. Dont 
flatter yourself that I’m a loafer or a criminal. I’m a cashier; 
and I defy you to say that my cash has ever been a farthing 
wrong. Ive a right to call you to account because my hands 
are clean. 

tarleton. Well, call away. What have I to account for? 
Had you a hard time with your mother? Why didnt she ask 
me for money? 

the man. She’d have died first. Besides, who wanted 
your money? Do you suppose we lived in the gutter? My 
father maynt have been in as large a way as you; but he was 
better connected; and his shop was as respectable as yours. 

tarleton. I suppose your mother brought him a little 
capital. 

the man. I dont know. Whats that got to do with you ? 
tarleton. Well, you say she and I knew one another 
and parted. She must have had something off me then, you 
know. One doesnt get out of these things for nothing. Hang 
it, young man: do you suppose Ive no heart? Of course she 
had her due; and she found a husband with it, and set him 
up in business with it, and brought you up respectably; so 
what the devil have you to complain of? 

the man. Are women to be ruined with impunity? 
tarleton. I havnt ruined any woman that I’m aware 
of. Ive been the making of you and your mother. 

the man. Oh, I’m a fool to listen to you and argue with 
you. I came here to kill you and then kill myself. 
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tarleton. Begin with yourself, if you dont mind. Ive a 
good deal of business to do still before I die. Havnt you ? 

the man. No. Thats just it: Ive no business to do. Do you 
know what my life is? I spend my days from nine to six — 
nine hours of daylight and fresh air — in a stuffy little den 
counting another man’s money. Ive an intellect: a mind and 
a brain and a soul; and the use he makes of them is to fix 
them on his tuppences and his eighteenpences and his two 
pound seventeen and tenpences and see how much they 
come to at the end of the day and take care that no one steals 
them. I enter and enter, and add and add, and take money 
and give change, and fill cheques and stamp receipts; and 
not a penny of that money is my own: not one of those 
transactions has the smallest interest for me or anyone else 
in the world but him; and even he couldnt stand it if he had 
to do it all himself. And I’m envied: aye, envied for the 
variety and liveliness of my job, by the poor devil of a book- 
keeper that has to copy all my entries over again. Fifty 
thousand entries a year that poor wretch makes; and not 
ten out of the fifty thousand ever has to be referred to again; 
and when all the figures are counted up and the balance 
sheet made out, the boss isnt a penny the richer than he’d 
be if bookkeeping had never been invented. Of all the damn- 
able waste of human life that ever was invented, clerking is 
the very worst. 

tarleton. Why not join the territorials? 

the man. Because the boss wont let me. He hasnt the 
sense to see that it would pay him to get some cheap soldier- 
ing out of me. How can a man tied to a desk from nine to six 
be anything — be even a man, let alone a soldier? But I’ll 
teach him and you a lesson. Ive had enough of living a dog’s 
life and despising myself for it. Ive had enough of being 
talked down to by hogs like you, and wearing my life out 
for a salary that wouldnt keep you in cigars. Youll never 
believe that a clerk’s a man until one of us makes an ex- 
ample of one of you. 

tarleton. Despotism tempered by assassination, eh? 
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the man. Yes. Thats what they do In Russia. Well, a 
business office is Russia as far as the clerks are concerned. 
So dont you take it so coolly. You think I’m not going to do 
it; but I am. 

tarleton [rising and facing him] Come, now, as man to 
man! It’s not my fault that youre poorer than I am; and it’s 
not your fault that I’m richer than you. And if you could 
undo all that passed between me and your mother, you 
wouldnt undo it; and neither would she. But youre sick of 
your slavery; and you want to be the hero of a romance and 
to get into the papers. Eh? A son revenges his mother’s 
shame. Villain weltering in his gore. Mother: look down 
from heaven and receive your unhappy son’s last sigh. 

the man. Oh, rot! do you think I read novelettes? And 
do you suppose I believe such superstitions as heaven ? I go 
to church because the boss told me I’d get the sack if I 
didnt. Free England! Ha! [Lina appears at the pavilion door , 
and comes swiftly and noiselessly forward on seeing the man 
with a pistol in his hand]. 

tarleton. Youre afraid of getting the sack; but youre 
not afraid to shoot yourself. 

the man. Damn you! youre trying to keep me talking 
until somebody comes. [He raises the pistol desperately, but 
not very resolutely]. 

lina [at his right elbow] Somebody has come. 

the man [turning on her] Stand off. I’ll shoot you if you 
lay a hand on me. I will, by God. 

lina. You cant cover me with that pistol. Try. 

He tries, presenting the pistol at her face. She moves round 
him in the opposite direction to the hands of a clock with a light 
dancing step. He finds it impossible to cover her with the pistol: 
she is always too far to his left. Tarleton, behind him, grips his 
wrist and drags his arm straight up, so that the pistol points to 
the ceiling. As he tries to turn on his assailant, Lina grips his 
other wrist. 

lina. Please stop. I cant bear to twist anyone’s wrist; 
but I must if you dont let the pistol go. 
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the man [letting Tarleton take it from Mm] All right: I’m 
done. Couldnt even do that job decently. Thats a clerk all 
over. Very 'well: send for your damned police and make an 
end of it. I’m accustomed to prison from nine to six: I dare- 
say I can stand from six to nine as well. 

tarleton. Dont swear. Thats a lady. [He throws the 
pistol on the writing table]. 

the man [looking at Lina in amazement] Beaten by a 
female ! It needed only this. [He collapses in the chair near the 
worktable, and hides his face. They cannot help pitying him], 
lina. Old pal: dont call the police. Lend him a bicycle 
and let him get away. 

the man. I cant ride a bicycle. I never could afford one. 
I’m not even that much good. 

tarleton. If I gave you a hundred pound note now to 
go and have a good spree with, I wonder would you know 
how to set about it. Do you ever take a holiday? 
the man. Take! I got four days last August. 
tarleton. What did you do? 
the man. I did a cheap trip to Folkestone. I spent seven- 
pence on dropping pennies into silly automatic machines 
and peepshows of rowdy girls having a jolly time. I spent 
a penny on the lift and fourpence on refreshments. That 
cleaned me out. The rest of the time I was so miserable that 
I was glad to get back to the office. Now you know. 

lina. Come to the gymnasium: I’ll teach you how to 
make a man of yourself. [The man is about to rise irresolutely, 
from the mere habit of doing what he is told, when Tarleton 
stops him], 

tarleton. Young man: dont. Youve tried to shoot me; 
but I’m not vindictive. I draw the line at putting a man on 
the rack. If you want every joint in your body stretched 
until it’s an agony to live — until you have an unnatural feel- 
ing that all your muscles are singing and laughing with pain 
— then go to the gymnasium with that lady. But youll be 
more comfortable in jail. 

lina [greatly amused] Was that why you went away, old 
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pal? Was that the telegram you said you had forgotten to 
send? 

Mrs Tarleton comes in hastily through the inner door. 

MRS tarleton [on the steps] Is anything the matter, J ohn ? 
Nurse says she heard you calling me a quarter of an hour 
ago; and that your voice sounded as if you were ill. [We 
comes between Tarleton and the man]. Is anything the 
matter? 

tarleton. This is the son of an old friend of mine. Mr 
— er — Mr Gunner. [To the man, who rises awkwardly]. My 
wife. 

mrs tarleton. Good evening to you. 

gunner. Er — [He is too nervous to speak , and makes a 
shambling bow]. 

Bentley looks in at the pavilion door, very peevish, and too 
preoccupied with his own affairs to pay any attention to those 
of the company. 

bentley. I say: has anybody seen Hypatia? She pro- 
mised to come out with me; and I cant find her anywhere. 
And wheres Joey? 

gunner [suddenly breaking out aggressively, being incap- 
able of any middle way between submissiveness and violence] I 
can tell you where Hypatia is. I can tell you where Joey is. 
And I say it’s a scandal and an infamy, if people only knew 
what goes on in this so-called respectable house it would be 
put a stop to. These are the morals of our pious capitalist 
class ! This is your rotten bourgeoisie ! This — 

mrs tarleton. Dont you dare use such language in 
company. I wont allow it. 

tarleton. All right, Chickabiddy: it’s not bad lan- 
guage: it’s only Socialism. 

mrs tarleton. Well, I wont have any Socialism in my 
house. 

tarleton [to Gunner ] You hear what Mrs Tarleton says. 
Well, in this house everybody does what she says or out 
they go. 

gunner. Do you suppose I want to stay? Do you think 
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I would breathe this polluted atmosphere a moment longer 
than I could help? 

bentley [ running forward between Lina and Gunner ] 
But what did you mean by what you said about Miss Tarle- 
ton and Mr Percival, you beastly rotter, you? 

gunner [to Tarleton ] Oh! is Hypatia your daughter? 
And Joey is Mister Percival, is he? One of your set, I sup- 
pose. One of the smart set! One of the bridge-playing, 
eighty-horse-power, week-ender set ! One of the johnnies I 
slave for! Well, Joey has more decency than your daughter, 
anyhow. The women are the worst. I never believed it til I 
saw it with my own eyes. Well, it wont last for ever. The 
writing is on the wall. Rome fell. Babylon fell. Hindhead’s 
turn will come. 

mrs tarleton [ naively looking at the wall for the writing 
Whatever are you talking about, young man? 

gunner. I know what I’m talking about. I went into 
that Turkish bath a boy: I came out a man. 

mrs tarleton. Good gracious! he’s mad. [To Lina] Did 
John make him take a Turkish bath? 

lina. No. He doesnt need Turkish baths: he needs to 
put on a little flesh. I dont understand what it’s all about. I 
found him trying to shoot Mr Tarleton. 

mrs tarleton [with a scream] Oh! and John encourag- 
ing him, I’ll be bound! Bunny: you go for the police. [To 
Gunner] I’ll teach you to come into my house and shoot my 
husband. 

gunner. Teach away. I never asked to be let off. I’m 
ashamed to be free instead of taking my part with the rest. 
Women — beautiful women of noble birth — are going to 
prison for their opinions. Girl students in Russia go to the 
gallows; let themselves be cut in pieces with the knout, or 
driven through the frozen snows of Siberia, sooner than 
stand looking on tamely at the world being made a hell for 
the toiling millions, If you were not all skunks and cowards 
youd be suffering with them instead of battening here on 
the plunder of the poor. 
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mrs tarleton [much vexed] Oh, did you ever hear such 
silly nonsense? Bunny: go and tell the gardener to send over 
one of his men to Grayshott for the police. 

gunner. I’ll go with him. I intend to give myself up. 
I’m going to expose what Ive seen here, no matter what the 
consequences may be to my miserable self. 

tarleton. Stop. You stay where you are, Ben. Chicka- 
biddy: youve never had the police in. If you had, youd not 
be in a hurry to have them in again. Now, young man: 
cut the cackle; and tell us, as short as you can, what did 
you see? 

gunner. I cant tell you in the presence of ladies. 
mrs tarleton. Oh, you are tiresome. As if it mattered 
to anyone what you saw. Me! A married woman that might 
be your mother. [To Lina] And I’m sure youre not par- 
ticular, if youll excuse my saying so. 

tarleton. Out with it. What did you see? 
gunner. I saw your daughter with my own eyes — oh 
well, never mind what I saw. 

bentley [almost crying with anxiety ] You beastly rotter. 
I’ll get Joey to give you such a hiding— 

tarleton. You cant leave it at that, you know. What 
did you see my daughter doing? 

gunner. After all, why shouldnt she do it? The Russian 
students do it. Women should be as free as men. I’m a fool. 
I’m so full of your bourgeois morality that I let myself 
be shocked by the application of my own revolutionary 
principles. If she likes the man why shouldnt she tell 
him so? 

mrs tarleton. I do wonder at you, John, letting him 
talk like this before everybody. [Turning rather tartly to 
Lina] Would you mind going away to the drawing room 
just for a few minutes, Miss Chipenoska. This is a private 
family matter, if you dont mind. 

liNa. I should have gone before, Mrs Tarleton, if there 
had been anyone to protect Mr Tarleton and the young 
gentleman. [She goes out through the inner door]. 
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gunner. There you are! It’s all of a piece here. The men 
effeminate, the women unsexed— 

tarleton. Dont begin again, old chap. Keep it for Tra- 
falgar Square. 

hypatia’s voice outside. No, no. [She breaks off in a 
stifled half laugh , half scream, and is seen darting across the 
garden with Percival in hot pursuit. Immediately afterwards 
she appears again , and runs into the pavilion. Finding it full 
of people, including a stranger, she stops ; but Percival, flushed 
and reckless, rushes in and seizes her before he, too, realizes 
that they are not alone. He releases her in confusion j. 

Dead silence. They are all afraid to look at one another ex- 
cept Mrs Tarleton, who stares sternly at Hypatia. Hypatia is 
the first to recover her presence of mind. 

hypatia. Excuse me rushing in like this. Mr Percival 
has been chasing me down the hill. 

gunner. Who chased him up it? Dont be ashamed. Be 
fearless. Be truthful. 

tarleton. Gunner: will you go to Paris for a fortnight? 
I’ll pay your expenses. 

hypatia. What do you mean? 
gunner. There was a silent witness in the Turkish 
bath. 

tarleton. I found him hiding there. Whatever went on 
here, he saw and heard. Thats what he means. 

percival [sternly approaching Gunner, and speaking with 
deep but contained indignation ] Am I to understand you as 
daring to put forward the monstrous and blackguardly lie 
that this lady behaved improperly in my presence? 

gunner [turning white] You know what I saw and heard. 
Hypatia, with a gleam of triumph in her eyes, slips noise- 
lessly into the swing chair, and watches Percival and Gunner, 
swinging slightly, but otherwise motionless. 

percival. I hope it is not necessary for me to assure you 
all that there is not one word of truth — not one grain of 
substance — in this rascally calumny, which no man with a 
spark of decent feeling would have uttered even if he had 
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been ignorant enough to believe it. Miss Tarlcton’s con- 
duct, since I have had the honor of knowing her, has been, 

I need hardly say, in every respect beyond reproach. [To 
Gunner] As for you, sir, youll have the goodness to come 
out with me immediately. I have some business with you 
which cant be settled in Mrs Tarleton’s presence or in her 
house. 

gunner [painfully frightened ] Why should I go out with 
you? 

percival. Because I intend that you shall. 
gunner. I wont be bullied by you. [ Percival makes a 
threatening step towards him ]. Police! [He tries to bolt; but 
Percival seizes him]. Leave me go, will you? What right 
have you to lay hands on me? 

tarleton. Let him run for it, Mr Percival. He’s very 
poor company. We shall be well rid of him. Let him go. 

percival. Not until he has taken back and made the 
fullest apology for the abominable lie he has told. He shall 
do that, or he shall defend himself as best he can against the 
most thorough thrashing I’m capable of giving him. [Re- 
leasing Gunner , but facing him ominously ] Take your choice. 
Which is it to be? 

gunner. Give me a fair chance. Go and stick at a desk 
from nine to six for a month, and let me have your grub and 
your sport and your lessons in boxing, and I’ll fight you fast 
enough. You know I’m no good or you darent bully me like 
this. 

percival. You should have thought of that before you 
attacked a lady with a dastardly slander. I’m waiting for 
your decision. I’m rather in a hurry, please. 

gunner. I never said anything against the lady. 
mrs tarleton] fOh, listen to that! 
bentley What a liar! 

HYPATIA Oh! 

tarleton [Oh, come! 

percival. We’ll have it in writing, if you dont mind. 
[Pointing to the writing table] Sit down; and take that pen in 
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your hand. [Gunner looks irresolutely a little way round ; then 
obeys]. Now write. “I,” whatever your name is — 

gunner [after a min attempt] I cant. My hand’s shaking 
too much, You see it’s no use. I’m doing my best. I cant. 
percival. Mr Summerhays will write it : you can sign it. 
Bentley [ insolently to Gunner] Get up. [Gunner obey's; 
and Bentley , shouldering him aside towards Percival , takes his 
place and prepares to write]. 
percival. Whats your name? 
gunner. John Brown. 

tarleton. Oh come! Couldnt you make it Horace 
Smith ? or Algernon Robinson ? 

gunner [ agitatedly ] But my name is John Brown. There 
are really John Browns. How can I help it if my name’s 
a common one ? 

bentley. Shew us a letter addressed to you. 
gunner. How can I? I never get any letters: I’m only a 
clerk. I can shew you J, B. on my handkerchief. [He takes 
out a not very dean one]. 

bentley [with disgust] Oh, put it up again. Let it go at 
John Brown. 

percjval. Where do you live? 
gunner. 4 Chesterfield Parade, Kentish Town, N. W. 
percival [dictating] I, John Brown, of 4 Chesterfield 
Parade, Kentish Town, do hereby voluntarily confess that 
on the 31st May 1909 I — [To Tarleton] What did he do 
exactly? 

tarleton [dictating] — I trespassed on the land of John 
Tarleton at Hindhead, and effected an unlawful entry into 
his house, where I secreted myself in a portable Turkish 
bath — 

bentley. Go slow, old man. Just a moment. “Turkish 
bath” — yes ? 

tarleton [continuing] — with a pistol, with which I 
threatened to take the life of tire said John Tarleton — 
mrs tarleton. Oh, John ! You might have been killed. 
tarleton. — and was prevented from doing so only by 
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the timely arrival of the celebrated Miss Lina Szczepa- 
nowska. 

mrs tarleton. Is she celebrated ? [Apologetically] I never 
dreamt — 

bentley. Look here: I’m awfully sorry; but I cant spell 
Szczepanowska. 

percival. I think it’s S, z, c, z — Better say the Polish 
lady. 

bentlev [writing] “the Polish lady’’? 
tarleton [to Percival] Now it’s your turn. 
percival [dictating] I further confess that I was guilty of 
uttering an abominable calumny concerning Miss Hypatia 
Tarleton, for which there was not a shred of foundation. 
Impressive silence whilst Bentley writes. 
bentley. “foundation”? 

percival. I apologize most humbly to the lady and her 
family for my conduct — [he waits for Bentley to write]. 
BENTLEY, "conduct”? 

percival. —and I promise Mr Tarleton not to repeat it, 
and to amend my life — 

bentley. “amend my life”? 

percival. — and to do what in me lies to prov§ worthy 
of his kindness in giving me another chance — 
bentley. “another chance”? 

percival. — and refraining from delivering me up to the 
punishment I so richly deserve. 
bentley. “richly deserve.” 

percival^ {to Hypatia] Does that satisfy you, Miss 
Tarleton? 

hypatia. Yes: that will teach him to tell lies next time. 
bentley [rising to make place for Gunner and handing 
him the pen ] You mean it will teach him to tell the truth 
next time. 

tarleton. Ahem! Do you, Patsy? 
percival. Be good enough to sign. [Gunner sits down 
helplessly and dips the pen in the ink]. I hope what you are 
signing is no mere form of words to you, and that you not 
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only say you are sorry, but that you are sorry. 

Lord Summerhays and Johnny come in through the pavil- 
ion door. 

mrs tarleton. Stop. Mr Percival: I think, on Hypatia’s 
account, Lord Summerhays ought to be told about this. 

Lord Summerhays, wondering what the matter is, comes for- 
ward between Percival and Lina. Johnny stops beside Hypatia. 

percival. Certainly. 

tarleton [ uneasily ] Take my advice and cut it short. 
Get rid of him. 

mrs tarleton. Hypatia ought to have her character 
cleared. 

tarleton. You let well alone, Chickabiddy. Most of our 
characters will bear a little careful dusting; but they wont 
bear scouring. Patsy is jolly well out of it. What does it 
matter, anyhow? 

percival. Mr Tarleton: we have already said either too 
much or not enough. Lord Summerhays: will you be kind 
enough to witness the declaration this man has just signed? 

gunner. I havnt yet. Am I to sign now? 

percival. Of course. [Gunner, who is now incapable of 
doing anything on his own initiative, signs}. Now stand up 
and read your declaration to this gentleman. [ Gunner makes 
a vague movement and looks stupidly round. Percival adds per- 
emptorily] Now, please. 

gunner [rising apprehensively and reading without punc- 
tuation in a hardly audible voice, like a very sick man ] I John 
Brown of 4 Chesterfield Parade Kentish Town do hereby 
voluntarily confess that on the 31st May 1909 I trespassed 
on the land of John Tarleton at Hindhead and effected an 
unlawful entry into his house where I secreted myself in a 
portable Turkish bath with a pistol with which I threatened 
to take the life of the said John Tarleton and was prevented 
from doing so only by the timely arrival of the Polish lady. 
I further confess that I was guilty of uttering an abominable 
calumny concerning Miss Hypatia Tarleton for which there 
was not a shred of foundation I apologize most humbly to 
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the lady and her family for my conduct and I promise Mr 
Tarleton not to repeat it and to amend my life and to do 
what in me lies to prove worthy of his kindness in giving me 
another chance and refraining from delivering me up to the 
punishment I so richly deserve. 

A short and -painful silence follows. Then Percival speaks. 
percival. Do you consider that sufficient, Lord Sum- 
merhays? 

lord summerhays. Oh quite, quite. 
percival [to Hypatia] Lord Summerhays would prob- 
ably like to hear you say that you are satisfied, Miss Tarleton. 

hypatia [ coining out of the swing , and advancing between 
Percival and Lord Summerhays] I must say that you have 
behaved like a perfect gentleman, Mr Percival. 

percival [first bowing to Hypatia , and then turning with 
cold contempt to Gunner , who is standing helpless] We need 
not trouble you any further. [ Gunner turns vaguely towards 
the pavilion]. 

johnny [with less refined ojfensivencss, pointing to the 
pavilion ] Thats your way. The gardener will shew you the 
shortest way into the road. Go the shortest way. 

gunner [oppressed and disconcerted , hardly knows how to 
get out of the room] Yes, sir. I — [He turns again, appealing 
to Tarleton] Maynt I have my mother’s photographs back 
again? [ Mrs Tarleton pricks up her ears], 

tarleton. Eh? What? Oh, the photographs! Yes, yes, 
yes: take them. [Gunner takes them from the table, and is 
creeping away, when Mrs Tarleton puts out her hand and stops 
him]. 

mrs tarleton. Whats this, John? What were you doing 
with his mother’s photographs ? 

tarleton. Nothing, nothing. Never mind, Chicka- 
biddy: it’s all right. 

mrs tarleton [snatching the photographs from Gunner’s 
irresolute fingers, and recognizing them at a glance] Lucy Tit- 
mus! Oh John, John! 

tarleton [grimly , to Gunner] Young man: youre a fool; 
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but youve just put the lid on this job in a masterly manner. 

I knew you would. I told you all to let well alone. You 
wouldnt; and now you must take the consequences — or 
rather I must take them. 

mrs tarleton [maternally] Are you Lucy’s son? 
gunner. Yes! 

mrs tarleton. And why didnt you come to me? I didnt 
turn my back on your mother when she came to me in her 
trouble. Didnt you know that? 

gunner. No. She never talked to me about anything. 
tarleton. How could she talk to her own son? Shy, 
Summerhays, shy. Parent and 'child. Shy. [He sits down at 
the end of the writing table nearest the sideboard like a man 
resigned to anything that fate may have in store for him]. 
mrs tarleton. Then how did you find out? 
gunner. From her papers after she died. 
mrs tarleton [shocked] Is Lucy dead? And I never 
knew! [With an effusion of tenderness] And you here being 
treated like that, poor orphan, with nobody to take your 
part! Tear up that foolish paper, child; and sit down and 
make friends with me. 

johnny [Hallo, mother; this is all very well, you 
know — 

percival But may I point out, Mrs Tarleton, that — 
bentley Do you mean that after what he said of— 
hypatia [Oh, look here, mamma: this is really — 

MRS tarleton. Will you please speak one at a time? 
Silence. 

percival [in a very gentlemanly manner] Will you allow 
me to remind you, Mrs Tarleton, that this man has uttered 
a most serious and disgraceful falsehood concerning Miss 
Tarleton and myself? 

mrs tarleton. I dont believe a word of it. If the poor 
lad was there in the Turkish bath, who has a better right 
to say what was going on here than he has? You ought 
to be ashamed of yourself, Patsy; and so ought you too, 
Mr Percival, for encouraging her. [Hypatia retreats to the 
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pavilion, and exchanges grimaces with Johnny, shamelessly en- 
joying Percival's sudden reverse. They know their mother ]. 

percival [gasping] Mrs Tarleton: I give you my word of 
honor — 

MRS tarleton. Oh, go along with you and your word of 
honor. Do you think I’m a fool ? I wonder you can look the 
lad in the face after bullying him and making him sign 
those wicked lies; and all the time you carrying on with my 
daughter before youd been half an hour in my house. Fie, 
for shame! 

percival. Lord Summerhays: I appeal to you. Have I 
done the correct thing or not ? 

lord summerhays. Youve done your best, Mr Percival. 
But the correct thing depends for its success on everybody 
playing the game very strictly. As a single-handed game, it’s 
impossible. 

bentley [suddenly breaking out lamentably\ Joey: have 
you taken Hypatia away from me? 

lord summerhays [severely] Bentley! Bentley! Control 
yourself, sir. 

tarleton. Come, Mr Percival! the shutters are up on 
the gentlemanly business. Try the truth. 

percival. I am in a wretched position. If I tell the truth 
nobody will believe me. 

tarleton. Oh yes they will. The truth makes everybody 
believe it. 

percival. It also makes everybody pretend not to be- 
lieve it. Mrs Tarleton : youre not playing the game. 

mrs tarleton. I dont think youve behaved at all nicely, 
Mr Percival. 

bentley. I wouldnt have played you such a dirty trick, 
Joey. [Struggling with a sob] You beast. 

lord summerhays. Bentley: you must control yourself. 
Let me say at the same time, Mr Percival, that my son 
seems to have been mistaken in regarding you either as his 
friend or as a gentleman. 

percival. Miss Tarleton: I’m suffering this for your 
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sake, I ask you just to say that I am not to blame. Just that 
and nothing more. 

hypatia [gloating mischievously over his distress] You 
chased me through the heather and kissed me. You shouldnt 
have done that if you were not in earnest. 

percival. Oh, this is really the limit. [ Turning desper- 
ately to Gunner ] Sir: I appeal to you. As a gentleman! as a 
man of honor! as a man bound to stand by another man! 
You were in that Turkish bath. You saw how it began. 
Could any man have behaved more correctly than I did? Is 
there a shadow of foundation for the accusations brought 
against me? 

gunner [sorely perplexed] Well, what do you want me to 
say? 

johnny. He has said what he had to say already, hasnt 
he? Read that paper. 

gunner. When I tell the truth, you make me go back on 
it. And now you want me to go back on myself! What is a 
man to do? 

percival [patiently] Please try to get your mind clear, 
Mr Brown. I pointed out to you that you could not, as a 
gentleman, disparage a lady’s character. You agree with 
me, I hope. 

gunner. Yes: that sounds all right. 
percival. But youre also bound to tell the truth. Surely 
youll not deny that, 

gunner. Who’s denying it? I say nothing against it. 
percival. Of course not. Well, I ask you to tell the truth 
simply and unaffectedly. Did you witness any improper 
conduct on my part when you were in the bath ? 
gunner. No, sir. 

johnny (Then what do you mean by saying that — 
hypatia j Do you mean to say that I — 
bentley 10h, you are a rotter, Youre afraid— 
tarleton [rising] Stop. [Silence]. Leave it at that. 
Enough said. You keep quiet, Johnny. Mr Percival: youre 
whitewashed. So are you, Patsy. Honors are easy. Lets drop 
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the subject. The next thing to do is to open a subscription to 
start this young man on a ranch in some far country thats 
accustomed to be in a disturbed state. He — 

mrs tarleton. Now stop joking the poor lad, John: I 
wont have it. He’s been worried to death between you all. 
[To Gunnei ■] Have you had your tea? 

gunner. Tea? No: it’s too early. I’m all right; only I 
had no dinner: I didnt think I’d want it. I didnt think I’d 
be alive. 

mrs tarleton. Oh, what a thing to say! You mustnt 
talk like that. 

johnny. He’s out of his mind. He thinks it’s past din- 
nertime. 

mrs tarleton. Oh, youve no sense, Johnny. He calls his 
lunch his dinner, and has his tea at half-past six. Havnt you. 
dear? 

gunner [timidly] Hasnt everybody? 
johnny [laughing] Well, by George, thats not bad. 
mrs tarleton. Now dont be rude, Johnny: you know I 
dont like it. [To Gunner] A cup of tea will pick you up. 
gunner. I’d rather not. I’m all right. 
tarleton [going to the sideboard ] Here I try a mouthful of 
sloe gin. 

gunner. No, thanks. I’m a teetotaler. I cant touch alco- 
hol in any form. 

tarleton. Nonsense! This isnt alcohol. Sloe gin. Vege- 
tarian, you know. 

gunner [hesitating] Is it a fruit beverage? 
tarleton. Of course it is. Fruit beverage. Here you are. 
[He gives him a glass of sloe gin]. 

gunner [going to the sideboard] Thanks. [He begins to 
drink it confidently; but the first mouthful startles and almost 
chokes him]. It’s rather hot. 

tarleton. Do you good. Dont be afraid of it. 
mrs tarleton [going to him] Sip it, dear. Dont be in a 
hurry. 

Gunner sips slowly, each sip making his eyes water. 
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johnny [coming forward into the place left vacant by 
Gunner’s visit to the sideboard] Well, now that the gentleman 
has been attended to, I should like to know where we are. It 
may be a vulgar business habit; but 1 confess I like to know 
where I am, 

tarleton. I dont. Wherever you are, youre there any- 
how. I tell you again, leave it at that. 

bentley. I want to know too. Hypatia’s engaged to me. 

Hypatia. Bentley: if you insult me again: if you say an- 
other word, I’ll leave the house and not enter it until you 
leave it. 

johnny. Put that in your pipe and smoke it, my boy. 

bentley [ inarticulate with fury and suppressed tears] Oh S 
Beasts! Brutes! 

mrs tarleton. Now dont hurt his feelings, poor little 
lamb! 

lord summerhays [very sternly] Bentley: you are not 
behaving well. You had better leave us until you have re- 
covered yourself. 

Bentley goes out in disgrace, but gets no further than half 
way to the pavilion door , when, with a wild sob, he throws him- 
self on the floor and begins to yell. 

mrs tarleton] f| running to him] Oh, poor child, poor 
child! Dont cry, duckie: he didnt 
mean it: dont cry. 

lord summer- Stop that infernal noise, sir: do you 
hays hear? Stop it instantly. 

johnny Thats the game he tried on me. There 

you are ! Now, mother ! Now, Patsy L 
You see for yourselves. 

hypatia [covering her ears] Oh you little wretch 1 

Stop him, Mr Percival. Kick him. 

tarleton Steady on, steady on. Easy, Bunny, 

. ' easy ' ,• 

UNA [appearing at the door] Leave him to me, Mrs 

Tarleton. [Clear and authoritative] Stand clear, please. 

She quickly lifts the upper half of Bentley from the ground ; 
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dives under him; rises with his body hanging across her shoul- 
ders; and runs out with him. 

bentley [in scared, sobered, humble tones as he is borne 
off\ What are you doing? Let me down. Please, Miss 
Szczepanowska — [they pass out of hearing. 

An awestruck silence falls on the company as they specu- 
late on Bentley's fate. 

johnny. I wonder what she’s going to do with him. 
hypatia. Spank him, I hope. Spank him hard. 
lord summerhays. I hope so. I hope so. Tarleton: I’m 
beyond measure humiliated and annoyed by my son’s be- 
havior in your house. I had better take him home. 

tarleton. Not at all: not at all. Now, Chickabiddy: as 
Miss Lina has taken away Ben, suppose you take away Mr 
Brown for a while. 

gunner [with unexpected aggressiveness ] My name isnt 
Brown. [They stare at him: he meets their stare defiantly, pug- 
nacious with sloe gin; drains the last drop from his glass; 
throws it on the sideboard; and advances to the writing table]. 
My name’s Baker: Julius Baker. Mister Baker. If any man 
doubts it, I’m ready for him. 

mrs tarleton. John: you shouldnt have given him that 
sloe gin. It's gone to his head. 

gunner. Dont you think it. Fruit beverages dont go to 
the head; and what matter if they did? I say nothing to you, 
maam: I regard you with respect and affection. [Lachry- 
mose^ You were very good to my mother: my poor mother! 
[ Relapsingintohis daringmood] But I say my name’s Baker; 
and I’m not to be treated as a child or made a slave of by 
any man. Baker is my name. Did you think I was going to 
give you my real name ? Not likely ! Not me ! 

tarleton. So you thought of John Brown. That was 
clever of you. 

gunner. Clever! yes: we’re not all such fools as you 
think: we clerks. It was the bookkeeper put me up to that. 
It’s the only name that nobody gives as a false name, he 
said. Clever, eh? I should think so. 
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mrs tarleton. Come now, Julius — 
gunner [ reassuring her gravely] Dont you be alarmed, 
maam. I know what is due to you as a lady and to myself as 
a gentleman, I regard you with respect and affection, If you 
had been my mother, as you ought to have been, I should 
have had more chance. But you shall have no cause to be 
ashamed of me. The strength of a chain is no greater than 
its weakest link; but the greatness of a poet is the greatness 
of his greatest moment. Shakespear used to get drunk. 
Frederick the Great ran away from a battle. But it was what 
they could rise to, not what they could sink to, that made 
them great. They werent good always; but they were good 
on their day. Well, on my day — on my day, mind you — I’m 
good for something too. I know that Ive made a silly exhibi- 
tion of myself here. I know I didnt rise to the occasion. I 
know that if youd been my mother, youd have been ashamed 
of me. I lost my presence of mind: I was a contemptible 
coward. But [slapping himself on the chest] I’m not the man I 
was then. This is my day. Ive seen the tenth possessor of a 
foolish face carried out kicking and screaming by a woman. 
[To Percival ] You crowed pretty big over me. You hypno- 
tized me. But when you were put through the fire yourself, 
you were found wanting. I tell you straight I dont give a 
damn for you. 

mrs tarleton. No: thats naughty. You shouldnt say 
that before me. 

gunner. I would cut my tongue out sooner than say 
anything vulgar in your presence; for I regard you with 
respect and affection. I was not swearing. I was affirming 
my manhood. 

mrs tarleton. What an idea! What puts all these things 
into your head? 

gunner. Oh, dont think, because I’m only a clerk, that 
I’m not one of the intellectuals. I’m a reading man, a think- 
ing man. I read in a book — a high class six shilling book — 
this precept: Affirm your manhood. It appealed to me. Ive 
always remembered it. I believe in it. I feel I must do it to 
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recover your respect after my cowardly behavior. Therefore 
I affirm it in your presence. I tell that man who insulted me 
that I dont give a damn for him. And neither I do. 

tarleton. I say, Summerhays: did you have chaps of 
this sort in Jinghiskahn ? 

lord summerhays. Oh yes: they exist everywhere: they 
are a most serious modern problem. 

gunner. Yes. Youre right. [Conceitedly] I’m a problem. 
And I tell you that when we clerks realize that we’re prob- 
lems ! well, look out: thats all. 

lord summerhays [suavely, to Gunner] You read a great 
deal, you say? 

gunner. Ive read more than any man in this room, if the 
truth were known, I expect. Thats whats going to smash up 
your Capitalism. The problems are beginning to read. Ha! 
We’re free to do that here in England. What would you do 
with me in Jinghiskahn if you had me there? 

lord summerhays. Well, since you ask me so directly, 
[’ll tell you. I should take advantage of the fact thatyou have 
neither sense enough nor strength enough to know how to 
behave yourself in a difficulty of any sort. I should warn an 
intelligent and ambitious policeman that you are a trouble- 
some person. The intelligent and ambitious policeman 
would take an early opportunity of upsetting your temper 
by ordering you to move on, and treading on your heels 
until you were provoked into obstructing an officer in the 
discharge of his duty. Any trifle of that sort would be suf- 
ficient to make a man like you lose your self-possession and 
put yourself in the wrong. You would then be charged and 
imprisoned until things quieted down. 
gunner. And you call that justice! 
lord summerhays. No. Justice was not my business. I 
had to govern a province; and I took the necessary steps to 
maintain order in it. Men are not governed by justice, but 
by law or, persuasion. When they refuse to be governed by 
law or persuasion, they have to be governed by force or fraud, 
or both. I used both when law and persuasion failed me. 
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Every ruler of men since the world began has done so, even 
when he has hated both fraud and force as heartily as I do. 
It is as well that you should know this, my young friend; so 
that you may recognize in time that anarchism is a game at 
which the police can beat you. What have you to say to that ? 

gunner. What have I to say to it I Well, I call it scandal- 
ous: thats what I have to say to it. 

lord summerhavs. Precisely: thats all anybody has to 
say to it, except the British public, which pretends not to 
believe it. And now let me ask you a sympathetic personal 
question. Havnt you a headache? 

gunner. Well, since you ask me, I have. Ive over- 
excited myself. 

mrs tarleton. Poor lad! No wonder, after all youve 
gone through! You want to eat a little and to lie down. You 
come with me. I want you to tell me about your poor dear 
mother and about yourself. Come along with me. [She leads 
the way to the inner do'or] . 

ounner [following her obediently ] Thank you kindly, 
madam. [She goes out. Before passing out after her, he partly 
doses the door and lingers for a moment to whisper ] Mind: 
I’m not knuckling down to any man here. I knuckle down 
to Mrs Tarleton because she’s a woman in a thousand. I 
affirm my manhood all the same. Understand: I dont give a 
damn for the lot of you, [He hurries out , rather afraid of the 
consequences of this defiance , which has provoked Johnny to an 
impatient movement towards him], 

HYPATIA. Thank goodness he's gone! Oh, what a bore! 
WHAT a bore!!! Talk! talk! talk! 

tarleton. Patsy: it’s no good. We’re going to talk. And 
we’re going to talk about you. 

johnny. It’s no use shirking it, Pat. We’d better know 
where we are. 

lord summerhays. Come, Miss Tarleton. Wont you 
sit down ? I’m very tired of standing. [Hypatia comes from the 
pavilion and takes a chair at the worktable . Lord Summerhays 
takes the opposite chair, on her right. Percival takes the chair 
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Johnny placed for Lina on her arrival. Tarleton sits down at the 
end of the writing table. Johnny remains standing. Lord Sum - 
merhays continues, with a sigh of relief at being seated } We 
shall now get the change of subject we are all pining for. 
johnny [puzzled] Whats that? 
lord sommerhays. The great question. The question 
that men and women will spend hours over without com- 
plaining. The question that occupies all the novel readers 
and all the playgoers. The question they never get tired of. 
johnny. But what question? 

lord summerhays. The question which particular young 
man some young woman will mate with. 
percival. As if it mattered ! 
hypatxa [sharply] Whats that you said? 
percival. I said: As if it mattered. 
hypatia. I call that ungen tlemanly. 
percival. Do you care about that? you who are so mag- 
nificently unladylike ! 

johnny. Look here, Mr Percival: youre not supposed to 
insult my sister. 

hypatia. Oh, shut up, Johnny. I can take care of myself. 
Dont you interfere. 

johnny. Oh, very well. If you choose to give yourself 
away like that — to allow a man to call you unladylike and 
then to b e unladylike, I ve nothing more to say. 

hypatia. I think Mr Percival is most ungentlemanly; 
but I wont be protected. I’ll not have my affairs interfered 
with by men on pretence of protecting me. I’m not your 
baby. If I interfered between you and a woman, you would 
soon tell me to mind my own business. 

tarleton. Children: dont squabble. Read Dr Watts. 
Behave yourselves. 

johnny. Ive nothing more to say; and as I dont seem to 
be wanted here, I shall take myself off. [He goes out with 
affected calm through the pavilion], 

tarleton. Summerhays: a family is an awful thing, an 
impossible thing. Cat and dog. Patsy: I’m ashamed of you. 
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hypatia. I’ll make it up with Johnny afterwards; but I 
really cant have him here sticking his clumsy hoof into my 
affairs. 

lord summerhays. The question is, Mr Percival, are 
you really a gentleman, or are you not? 

percival. Was Napoleon really a gentleman or was he 
not? He made the lady get out of the way of the porter and 
said, “Respect the burden, madam.” That was behaving 
like a very fine gentleman; but he kicked Volney for saying 
that what France wanted was the Bourbons back again. 
That was behavingratherlikeanavvy.Now I, like Napoleon, 
am not all one piece. On occasion, as you have all seen, I can 
behave like a gentleman. On occasion, I can behave with a 
brutal simplicity which Miss Tarleton herself could hardly 
surpass. 

tarleton. Gentleman or no gentleman, Patsy: what are 
your intentions? 

hypatia. My intentions! Surely it’s the gentleman who 
should be asked his intentions. 

tarleton. Come now, Patsy! none of that nonsense. 
Has Mr Percival said anything to you that I ought to know 
or that Bentley ought to know? Have you said anything to 
Mr Percival ? 

hypatia. Mr Percival chased me through the heather 
and kissed me. 

lord summerhays. As a gentleman, Mr Percival, what 
do you say to that? 

percival. As a gentleman, I do not kiss and tell. As a 
mere man : a mere cad, if you like, I say that I did so at Miss 
Tarleton’s own suggestion. 

hypatia. Beast! 

percival. I dont deny (hat I enjoyed it. But I did not 
initiate it. And I began by running away. 

tarleton. So Patsy can run faster than you, can she? 

percival. Yes, when she is in pursuit of me. She runs 
faster and faster. I run slower and slower. And these woods 
of yours are full of magic. There was a confounded fern owl. 
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Did you ever hear the churr of a fern owl? Did you ever hear 
it create a sudden silence by ceasing? Did you ever hear it 
call its mate by striking its wings together twice and whis- 
tling that single note that no nightingale can imitate? That 
is what happened in the woods when I was running away. 
So I turned; and the pursuer became the pursued. 

Hypatia. I had to fight like a wild cat. 
lord summerhays. Please dont tell us this. It’s not fit 
for old people to hear. 

tarleton. Come: how did it end? 
hypatia. It’s not ended yet. 
tarleton. How is it going to end? 
hypatia. Ask him. 

tarleton. How is it going to end, Mr Percival? 
percival. I cant afford to marry, Mr Tarleton. Ive only 
a thousand a year until my father dies. Two people cant 
possibly live on that. 

tarleton. Oh, cant they? When 1 married, I should 
have been jolly glad to have felt sure of the quarter of it. 

percival. No doubt; but I am not a cheap person, Mr 
Tarleton. I was brought up in a household which cost at 
least seven or eight times that; and I am in constant money 
difficulties because I simply dont know how to live on the 
thousand a year scale. As to ask a woman to share my de- 
grading poverty, it’s out of the question. Besides, I’m rather 
young to marry. I’m only 28. 

hypatia. Papa: buy the brute for me. 
lord summerhays [shrinking] My dear Miss Tarleton: 
dont be so naughty. I know how delightful it is to shock an 
old man; but there is a point at which it becomes barbarous. 
Dont. Please dont. 

hypatia. Shall I tell Papa about you? . 

lord summerhays. Tarleton: I had better tell you that 
I once asked your daughter to become my widow. 

tarleton [to Hypatia] Why didnt you accept him, you 
young idiot? 

lord summerhays. I was too old. 
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tarleton. All this has been going on under my nose, I 
suppose. You run after young men; and old men run after 
you. And I’m the last person in the world to hear of it. 
hypatia. How could I tell you? 
lord summerhays. Parents and children, Tarleton. 
tarleton. Oh, the gulf that lies between them! the im- 
passable, eternal gulf! And so I’m to buy the brute for you, 
eh? 

hypatia. If you please, papa. 
tarleton. Whats the price, Mr Percival? 
percival. We might do with another fifteen hundred if 
my father would contribute. But I should like more. 
tarleton. It’s purely aquestionofmoney with you, is it ? 
percival [ after a moment's consideration] Practically yes : 
it turns on that. 

tarleton. I thought you might have some sort of prefer- 
ence for Patsy, you know. 

percival. Well, but does that matter, do you think? 
Patsy fascinates me, no doubt. I apparently fascinate Patsy. 
But, believe me, all that is not worth considering. One of my 
three fathers (the priest) has married hundreds of couples: 
couples selected by one another, couples selected by the 
parents, couples forced to marry one another by circum- 
stances of one kind or another; and he assures me that if 
marriages were made by putting all the men’s names into 
one sack and the women’s names into another, and having 
them taken out by a blindfolded child like lottery numbers, 
there would be just as high a percentage of happy marriages 
as we have here in England. He said Cupid was nothing but 
the blindfolded child: pretty idea that, I think! I shall have 
as good a chance with Patsy as with anyone else. Mind: I’m 
not bigoted about it. I’m not a doctrinaire: not the slave of 
a theory. You and Lord Summerhays are experienced mar- 
ried men. If you can tell me of any trustworthy method of 
selecting a wife, I shall be happy to make use of it. I await 
your suggestions. [He looks with polite attention to Lora 
Summerhays, who, having nothing to say, avoids his eye. He 
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looks to Tarleton, who purses his lips glumly and rattles his 
money in his pockets without a word]. Apparently neither of 
you has anything to suggest. Then Patsy will do as well as 
another, provided the money is forthcoming. 
hvpatia. Oh, you beauty! you beauty! 
tarleton. When I married Patsy’s mother, I was in 
love with her. 

percival. For the first time? 
tarleton. Yes: for the first time. 
percival. For the last time? 

lord summerhays [revolted] Sir: you are in the presence 
of his daughter. 

hypatia. Oh, dont mind me. I dont care. I’m accustomed 
to Papa’s adventures. 

tarleton [Mushing painfully] Patsy, my child: that was 
not — not delicate. 

hypatia. Well, papa, youve never shewn any delicacy 
in talking to me about my conduct; and I really dont see 
why I shouldnt talk to you about yours. It’s such nonsense! 
Do you think young people dont know ? 

lord summerhays. I’m sure they dont feel. Tarleton: 
this is too horrible, too brutal. If neither of these young 
people have any — any — any — 

percival. Shall we say paternal sentimentality? I’m ex- 
tremely sorry to shock you; but you must remember that 
Ive been educated to discuss human affairs with three fathers 
simultaneously. I’m an adult person. Patsy is an adult per- 
son. You do not inspire me with veneration. Apparently you 
do not inspire Patsy with veneration. That may surprise 
you. It may pain you. I’m sorry. It cant be helped. What 
about the money? 

tarleton. You dont inspire me with generosity, young 
man. 

hypatia [laughing with genuine amusement] He had you 
there, Joey. 

tarleton. I havnt been a bad father to you, Patsy. 
hypatia. I dont say you have, dear. If only I could per- 
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suade you Ive grown up, we should get along perfectly. 
tarleton. Do you remember Bill Burt? 

HYPATIA. Why? 

tarleton [to the others] Bill Burt was a laborer here. I 
was going to sack him for kicking his father. He said his 
father had kicked him until he was big enough to kick back. 
Patsy begged him off. I asked that man what it felt like the 
first time he kicked his father, and found that it was just 
like kicking any other man. He laughed and said that it was 
the old man that knew what it felt like. Think of that, 
Summerhays! think of that! 

hypatia. I havnt kicked you, papa. 
tarleton. Youve kicked me harder than Bill Burt ever 
kicked. 

lord summerhays. It's no use, Tarleton. Spare yourself. 
Do you seriously expect these young people, at their age, to 
sympathize with what this gentleman calls your paternal 
sentimentality? 

tarleton [wistfully] Is it nothing to you but paternal 
sentimentality, Patsy? 

hypatia. Well, I greatly prefer your superabundant 
vitality, papa. 

tarleton [violently] Hold your tongue, you young devil. 
The young are all alike: hard, coarse, shallow, cruel, selfish, 
dirty-minded. You can clear out of my house as soon as you 
can coax him to take you; and the sooner the better. [To 
Perckal] I think you said your price was fifteen hundred a 
year. Take it. And I wish you joy of your bargain. 
percival. If you wish to know who I am — 
tarleton. I dont care a tinker’s curse who you are or 
what you are. Youre willing to take that girl off my hands 
for fifteen hundred a year: thats all that concerns me. Tell 
her who you are if you like: it’s her affair, not mine. 

hypatia. Dont answer him, Joey: it wont last. Lord 
Summerhays, I’m sorry about Bentley; but Joey’s the only 
man for me. 

lord summerhays. It may — 
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hypatia. Please dont say it may break your poor boy’s 
heart. It’s much more likely to break yours. 

LORD SUMMERHAYS. Oh! 

tarleton [springing to his feet] Leave the room. Do you 
hear : leave the room. 

percival. Arnt we getting a little cross ? Dont be angry, 
Mr Tarleton. Read Marcus Aurelius. 

tarleton. Dont you dare make fun of me. Take your 
aeroplane out of my vinery and yourself out of my house. 

percival [rising, to Hypatia ] I’m afraid I shall have to 
dine at the Beacon, Patsy. 

hypatia [rising] Do. I dine with you. 
tarleton. Did you hear me tell you to leave the room ? 
hypatia. I did. [To Percival] You see what living with 
one’s parents means, Joey. It means living in a house where 
you can be ordered to leave the room. Ive got to obey: it’s 
his house, not mine. 

tarleton. Who pays for it? Go and support yourself as 
I did if you want to be independent. 

hypatia. I wanted to and you wouldnt let me. How can 
I support myself when I'm a prisoner ? 
tarleton. Hold your tongue. 
hypatia. Keep your temper. 

percival [ coming between them] Lord Summerhays : youll 
join me, I’m sure, in pointing out to both father and daughter 
that they have now reached that very common stage in 
family life at which anything but a blow would be an anti- 
climax. Do you seriously want to beat Patsy, Mr Tarleton? 

tarleton. Yes. I want to thrash the life out of her. If 
she doesnt get out of my reach, I’ll do it. [He sits down and 
grasps the writing table to restrain himself]. 

hypatia [ coolly going to him and leaning with her breast on 
his writhing shoulders] Oh, if you want to beat me just to re- 
lieve your feelings — just really and truly for the fun of it and 
the satisfaction of it, beat away. I dont grudge you that. 

tarleton [almost in hysterics] I used to think that this 
sort of thing went on in other families but that it never could 
198 



MISALLIANCE 

happen in ours. And now — [He is broken with emotion , and 
continues lamentably ] I cant say the right thing. I cant do the 
right thing. I dont know what i s the right thing. I’m beaten; 
and she knows it. Summerhays: tell me what to do. 

lord summerhays. When my council in Jinghiskahn 
reached the point of coming to blows, I used to adjourn the 
sitting. Let us postpone the discussion. Waituntil Monday: 
we shall have Sunday to quiet down in. Believe me, I’m not 
making fun of you; but I think theres something in this 
young gentleman’s advice. Read something. 
tarleton. I’ll read King Lear. 
hypatia. Dont. I’m very 3orry, dear. 
tarleton. Youre not. Youre laughing at me. Serve me 
right! Parents and children! No man should know his own 
child. No child should know its own father. Let the family 
be rooted out of civilization! Let the human race be brought 
up in institutions! 

hypatia. Oh yes. How jolly! You and I might be friends 
then; and Joey could stay to dinner. 

tarleton. Let him stay to dinner. Let him stay to break- 
fast. Let him spend his life here. Dont you say I drove him 
out. Dont you say I drove you out. 

percival. I really have no right to inflict myself on you. 
Dropping in as I did— 

tarleton. Out of the sky. Ha! Dropping in. The new 
sport of aviation. You just see a nice house; drop in; scoop 
up the man’s daughter; and off with you again. 

Bentley comes back, with his shoulders hanging as if he too 
had been exercised to the last pitch of fatigue. He is very sad . 
They stare at him as he gropes to Percival’ s chair. 

bentley. I’m sorry for making a fool of myself. I beg 
your pardon. Hypatia: I’m awfully sorry; but Ive made up 
my mind that I’ll never marry. [He sits down in deep depres- 
sion]. 

hypatia [running to him] How nice of you, Bentley! Of 
course you guessed I wanted to marry Joey. What did the 
Polish lady do to you ? 
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bentley [turning his head away] I’d rather not speak of 
her, if you dont mind. 

hypatia. Youve fallen in love with her. [She laughs]. 
bentley. It’s beastly of you to laugh. 
lord summerhays. You are not the first to fall today 
under the lash of that young lady’s terrible derision, Bentley. 

Lina, her cap on , and her goggles in her hand, comes im- 
petuously through the inner door. 

lina [on the steps ] Mr Percival: can we get that aero- 
plane started again ? [We comes down and runs to the pavilion 
door]. I must get out of this into the air. right up into the 
blue. 

percival. Impossible. The frame’s twisted. The petrol 
has given out: thats what brought us down. And how can 
we get a clear run to start with among these woods ? 

lina [swooping back through the middle of the pavilion] We 
can straighten the frame. We can buy petrol at the Beacon. 
With a few laborers we can get her out on to the Portsmouth 
Road and start her along that. 

tarleton [rising] But why do you want to leave us, 
Miss Szcz? 

lina. Old pal: this is a stuffy house. You seem to think 
of nothing but making love. All the conversation here is 
about love-making. All the pictures are about love-making. 
The eyes of all of you are sheep’s eyes. You are steeped in it, 
soaked in it: the very texts on the walls of your bedrooms 
are the ones about love. It is disgusting. It is not healthy. 
Your women are kept idle and dressed up for no other pur- 
pose than to be made love to. 1 have not been here an hour; 
and already everybody makes love to me as if because I am 
a woman it were my profession to be made love to. First you, 
old pal. I forgave you because you were nice about your wife. 
hypatia. Oh ! oh ! oh ! Oh, papa ! 
lina. Then you, Lord Summerhays, come to me; and all 
you have to say is to ask me not to mention that you made 
love to me in Vienna two years ago. I forgave you because I 
thought you were an ambassador; and all ambassadors make 
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love and are very nice and useful to people who travel. Then 
this young gentleman. He is engaged to this young lady; 
but no matter for that: he makes love to me because I carry 
him off in my arms when he cries. All these I bore in silence. 
But now comes your Johnny and tells me I’m a ripping fine 
woman, and asks to me marry him. I, Lina Szczepanowska, 
MARRY him!!!!! I do not mind this boy: he is a child: he 
loves me: I should have to give him money and take care of 
him: that would be foolish, but honorable. I do not mind 
you, old pal: you are what you call an old — ouf! but you do 
not offer to buy me: you say until we are tired— until you 
are so happy that you dare not ask for more. That is foolish 
too, at your age; but it is an adventure : it is not dishonorable. 
I do not mind Lord Summerhays: it was in Vienna: they had 
been toasting him at a great banquet: he was not sober. That 
is bad for the health; but it is not dishonorable. But your 
Johnny! Oh, your Johnny! with his marriage. He will do 
the straight thing by me. He will give me a home, a position. 
He tells me I must know that my present position is not one 
for a nice woman. This to me, Lina Szczepanowska! I am an 
honest woman: I earn my living. I am a free woman: I live 
in my own house. I am a woman of the world: I have thou- 
sands of friends: every night crowds of people applaud me, 
delight in me, buy my picture, pay hard-earned money to 
see me. I am strong: I am skilful: I am brave: I am inde- 
pendent:! am unbought: I am all that a woman ought to be; 
and in my family there has not been a single drunkard for 
four generations. And this Englishman ! this linendraper ! he 
dares to ask me to come and live with him in this rrrrrrrabbit 
hutch, and take my bread from his hand, and ask him for 
pocket money, and wear soft clothes, and be his woman! his 
wife! Sooner than that, I would stoop to the lowest depths 
of my profession. I would stuff lions with food and pretend 
to tame them. I would deceive honest people’s eyes with 
conjuring tricks instead of real feats of strength and skill.I 
would be a clown and set bad examples of conduct to little 
children. I would sink yet lower and be an actress or an 
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opera singer, imperilling my soul by the wicked lie of pre- 
tending to be somebody else. All this I would do sooner than 
take my bread from the hand of a man and make him the 
master of my body and soul. And so you may tell your Johnny 
to buy an Englishwoman: he shall not buy Lina Szczepa- 
nowska; and I will not stay in the house where such dishonor 
is offered me. Adieu. [Mr turns precipitately to go, but is faced 
in the pavilion doorway by Johnny, who comes in slowly, his 
hands in his pockets, meditating deeply ]. 

johnny [ confidentially to Lina] You wont mention our 
little conversation. Miss Shepanoska. It’ll do no good; and 
I’d rather you didnt. 

tauleton. W eve just heard about it, Johnny. 
johnnv [shortly, but without ill-temper ] Oh: is that so ? 
hypatia. The cat’s out of the bag, Johnny, about every- 
body. They were all beforehand with you: papa, Lord 
Summerhays, Bentley and all. Dont you let them laugh at 
you. 

johnny [a grin slowly overspreading his countenance ] Well, 
theres no use my pretending to be surprised at you, Gover- 
nor, is there? I hope you got it as hot as 1 did. Mind, Miss 
Shepanoska: it wasnt lost on me. I’m a thinking man. I kept 
my temper. Youll admit that. 

lina [frankly] Oh yes. I do not quarrel. You are what is 
called a chump; but you are not a bad sort of chump. 

johnny. Thank you. Well, if a chump may have an 
opinion, I should put it at this. You make, I suppose, ten 
pounds a night off your own bat, Miss Lina ? 

lina [scornfully] Ten pounds a night! I have made ten 
pounds a minute. 

johnny [with increased respect] Have you indeed? I didnt 
know: youll excuse my mistake, I hope. But the principle is 
the same. Now I trust you wont be offended at what I’m go- 
ing to say; but Ive thought about this and watched it in daily 
experience; and you may take it from me that the moment a 
woman becomes pecuniarily independent, she gets hold of 
the wrong end of the stick in moral questions. 
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lina. Indeed! And what do you conclude from that, 
Mister Johnny? 

johnny, Well, obviously, that independence for women 
is wrong and shouldnt be allowed. For their own good, you 
know. And for the good of morality in general. You agree 
with me, Lord Summerhays, dont you? 

lord summerhays. It’s a very moral moral, if I may so 
express myself. 

Mrs Tarleton comes in softly through the inner door. 
mrs tarleton. Dont make too much noise. The lad’s 
asleep. 

tarleton. Chickabiddy: we have some news for you. 
johnny [apprehensively] Now theres no need, you know, 
Governor, to worry mother with everything that passes. 

mrs tarleton [coming to Tarleton ] Whats been going on? 
Dont you hold anything back from me, John. What have 
you been doing? 

tarleton. Patsy isnt going to marry Bentley. 
mrs tarleton. Of course not. Is that your great news? 
I never believed she’d marry him. 

tarleton. Theres something else. Mr Percival here — 
mrs tarleton [to Percival] Are you going to marry 
Patsy? 

percival [ diplomatically ] Patsy is going to marry me, 
with your permission. 

mrs tarleton. Oh, she has my permission: she ought to 
have been married long ago. 
hypatia. Mother! 

tarleton. Miss Lina here, though she has been so short 
a time with us, has inspired a good deal of attachment in — 
I may say in almost all of us. Therefore I hope she’ll stay to 
dinner, and not insist on flying away in that aeroplane. 

percival. You must stay, Miss Szczepanowska. I cant 
go up again this evening. 

lina. Ive seen you work it. Do you think I require any 
help ? And Bentley shall come with me as a passenger. 
bentley [terrified] Go up in an aeroplane! I darent. 
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lina. You must learn to dare. 
bentley [pale but heroic] All right. I’ll come. 


LORD SUMMER- 
HAYS 

MRS TARLETON 


No, no, Bentley, impossible. I shall not 
allow it. 

Do you want to kill the child ? He shant 


.Jl g°; 

bentley. I will. I’ll lie down and yell until you let me 
go. I’m not a coward. I wont be a coward. 

lord summerhays. Miss Szczepanowska; my son is 
very dear to me. I implore you to wait until tomorrow 
morning. 

lina. There may be a storm tomorrow. And I’ll got 
storm or no storm. I must risk my life tomorrow. 
bentley. I hope there will be a storm. 
lina [grasping his arm] You are trembling. 
bentley. Yes: it’s terror, sheer terror. I can hardly see. 
I can hardly stand. But I’ll go with you. 

lina [. slapping him on the back and knocking a ghastly 
white smile into his face] You shall. I like you, my boy. We 
go tomorrow, together. 

bentley. Yes: together: tomorrow. 
tarleton. Well, sufficient unto the day is the evil there- 
of. Read the old book. 

mrs tarleton. Is there anything else? 
tarleton. Well, I — er [he addresses Lina , and stops]. I 
— er [he addresses Lord Summerhays , and stops]. I — er [he 
gives it up]. Well, I suppose — er — I suppose theres nothing 
more to be said. 

hypatia [fervently] Thank goodness! 
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PREFACE 

T HE first performances of this play at home and 
abroad provoked several confident anticipations 
that it would be published with an elaborate pre- 
fatory treatise on Democracy to explain why I, formerly a 
notorious democrat, have apparently veered round to the 
opposite quarter and become a devoted Royalist. In Dres- 
den the performance was actually prohibited as a blasphemy 
against Democracy. 

What was all this pother about ? I had written a comedy 
in which a King defeats an attempt by his popularly elected 
Prime Minister to deprive him of the right to influence pub- 
lic opinion through the press and the platform: in short, to 
reduce him to a cipher. The King's reply is that rather than 
be a cipher he will abandon his throne and take his obviously 
very rosy chance of becoming a popularly elected Prime 
Minister himself. To those who believe that our system of 
votes for everybody produces parliaments which represent 
the people it should seem that this solution of the difficulty 
is completely democratic, and that the Prime Minister must 
at once accept it joyfully as such. He knows better. The 
change would rally the anti-democratic royalist vote against 
him, and impose on him a rival in the person of the only 
public man whose ability he has to fear. The comedic para- 
dox of the situation is that the King wins, not by exercising 
his royal authority, but by threatening to resign it and go to 
the democratic poll. 

That so many critics who believe themselves to be ardent 
democrats should take the entirely personal triumph of the 
hereditary king over the elected minister to be a triumph of 
autocracy over democracy, and its dramatization an act of 
political apostasy on the part of the author, convinces me 
that our professed devotion to political principles is only a 
mask for our idolatry of eminent persons. The Apple Cart 
exposes the unreality of both democracy and royalty as our 
idealists conceive them. Our Liberal democrats believe in a 
figment called a constitutional monarch, a sort of Punch 
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puppet who cannot move until his Prime Minister’s fingers 
are in his sleeves. They believe in another figment called a 
responsible minister, who moves only when similarly actu- 
ated by the million fingers of the electorate. But the most 
superficial inspection of any two such figures shews that they 
are not puppets but living men, and that the supposed con- 
trol of one by the other and of both by the electorate amounts 
to no more than a not very deterrent fear of uncertain and 
under ordinary circumstances quite remote consequences. 
The nearest thing to a puppet in our political system is a 
Cabinet minister at the head of a great public office. Unless 
he possesses a very exceptional share of dominating ability 
and relevant knowledge he is helpless in the hands of his 
officials. He must sign whatever documents they present to 
him, and repeat whatever words they put into his mouth 
when answering questions in parliament, with a docility 
which cannot be imposed on a king who works at his job; 
for the king works continuously whilst his ministers arc 
in office for spells only, the spells being few and brief, and 
often occurring for the first time to men of advanced age 
with little or no training for and experience of supreme re- 
sponsibility. George the Third and Queen Victoria were 
not, like Queen Elizabeth, the natural superiors of their 
ministers in political genius and general capacity; but they 
were for many purposes of State necessarily superior to 
them in experience, in cunning, in exact knowledge of the 
limits of their responsibility and consequently of the limits 
of their irresponsibility: in short, in the authority and prac- 
tical power that these superiorities produce. Very clever 
men who have come into contact with monarchs have been 
so impressed that they have attributed to them extraordinary 
natural qualifications which they, as now visible to us in 
historical perspective, clearly did not possess. In conflicts 
between monarchs and popularly elected ministers the mon- 
archs win every time when personal ability and good sense 
are at all equally divided. 

In The Apple Cart this equality is assumed. It is masked 
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by a strong contrast of character and methods which has 
led my less considerate critics to complain that I have packed 
the cards by making the King a wise man and the minister a 
fool. But that is not at all the relation between the two. Both 
play with equal skill; and the King wins, not by greater 
astuteness, but because he has the ace of trumps in his hand 
and knows when to play it. As the prettier player of the two 
he has the sympathy of the audience. Not being as pampered 
and powerful as an operatic prima donna, and depending as 
he does not on some commercially valuable talent but on his 
conformity to the popular ideal of dignity and perfect breed- 
ing, he has to be trained, and to train himself, to accept good 
manners as an indispensable condition of his intercourse 
with his subjects, and to leave to the less highly placed such 
indulgences as tempers, tantrums, bullyings, sneerings, 
swearings, kickings: in short, the commoner violences and 
intemperances of authority. 

His ministers have much laxer standards. It is open to 
them, if it will save their time, to get their own way by mak- 
ing scenes, flying into calculated rages, and substituting vul- 
gar abuse for argument. A clever minister, not having had 
a royal training, will, if he finds himself involved in a duel 
with his king, be careful not to choose the weapons at which 
the king can beat him. Rather will he in cold blood oppose 
to the king’s perfect behavior an intentional misbehavior 
and apparently childish petulance which he can always drop 
at the right moment for a demeanor as urbane as that of the 
king himself, thus employing two sets of weapons to the 
king’s one. This gives him the advantages of his own train- 
ing as a successful ambitious man who has pushed his way 
from obscurity to celebrity: a process involving a consider- 
able use of the shorter and more selfish methods of domin- 
ating the feebly recalcitrant, the unreasonable, the timid, 
and the stupid, as well as a sharp sense of the danger of these 
methods when dealing with persons of strong character in 
strong positions. 

In this light the style of fighting adopted by the antago- 
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nists in the scrap between King Magnus and Mr Joseph 
Proteus is seen to be a plain deduction from their relative 
positions and antecedents, and not a manufactured contrast 
between democracy and royalty to the disadvantage of the 
former. Those who so mistook it are out of date. They 
still regard democracy as the under dog in the conflict. But 
to me it is the king who is doomed to be tragically in that 
position in the future into which the play is projected: in 
fact, he is visibly at least half in it already; and the theory 
of constitutional monarchy assumes that he is wholly in it, 
and has been so since the end of the seventeenth century. 

Besides, the conflict is not really between royalty and de- 
mocracy. It is between botli and plutocracy, which, having 
destroyed the royal power by frank force under democratic 
pretexts, has bought and swallowed democracy. Money 
talks: money prints: money broadcasts: money reigns; and 
kings and labor leaders alike have to register its decrees, and 
even, by a staggering paradox, to finance its enterprises and 
guarantee its profits. Democracy is no longer bought: it is 
bilked. Ministers who are Socialists to the backbone are as 
helpless in the grip of Breakages Limited as its acknow- 
ledged henchmen: from the moment when they attain to 
what is with unintentional irony called power (meaning the 
drudgery of carrying on for the plutocrats) they no longer 
dare even to talk of nationalizing any industry, however so- 
cially vital, that has a farthing of profit for plutocracy still left 
in it, or that can be made to yield a farthing for it by subsidies. 

King Magnus’ little tactical victory, which bulks so 
largely in the playhouse, leaves him in a worse plight than 
his defeated opponent, who can always plead that he is only 
the instrument of the people’s will, whereas the unfortunate 
monarch, making a desperate bid for dictatorship on the 
perfectly true plea that democracy has destroyed all other 
responsibility (has not Mussolini said that there is a vacant 
throne in every country in Europe waiting for a capable man 
to fill it?), is compelled to assume full responsibility himself, 
and face all the reproaches that Mr Proteus can shirk. In his 
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Cabinet there is only one friendly man who has courage, 
principle, and genuine good manners when he is courteously 
treated; and that man is an uncompromising republican, his 
rival for the dictatorship. The splendidly honest and devoted 
Die-hard lady is too scornfully tactless to help much; but 
with a little more experience in the art of handling effective 
men and women as distinguished from the art of handling 
mass meetings Mr Bill Boanerges might surprise those who, 
because he makes them laugh, see nothing in him but a 
caricature. 

In short, those critics of mine who have taken The Apple 
Cart for a story of a struggle between a hero and a roomful of 
guys have been grossly taken in. It is never safe to take my 
plays at their suburban face value: it ends in your finding 
in them only what you bring to them, and so getting no- 
thing for your money. 

On the subject of Democracy generally I have nothing 
to say that can take the problem farther than I have already 
carried it in my Intelligent Woman’s Guide to Socialism and 
Capitalism. We have to solve two inseparable main prob- 
lems: the economic problem of how to produce and distri- 
bute our subsistence, and the political problem of how to 
select our rulers and prevent them from abusing their au- 
thority in their own interests or those of their class or religion. 
Our solution of the economic problem is the Capitalist sys- 
tem, which achieves miracles in production, but fails so ludi- 
crously and disastrously to distribute its products rationally, 
or to produce in the order of social need, that it is always 
complaining of being paralysed by its “overproduction” of 
things of which millions of us stand in desperate want. Our 
solution of the political problem is Votes for Everybody and 
Every Authority Elected by Vote, an expedient originally 
devised to prevent rulers from tyrannizing by the very effec- 
tual method of preventing them from doing anything, and 
thus leaving everything to irresponsible private enterprise. 
But as private enterprise will do nothing that is not profit- 
able to its little self, and the very existence of civilization 
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now depends on the swift and unhampered public execution 
of enterprises that supersede private enterprise and are not 
merely profitable but vitally necessary to the whole com- 
munity, this purely inhibitive check on tyranny has become 
a stranglehold on genuine democracy. Its painfully evolved 
machinery of parliament and Party System and Cabinet is 
so effective in obstruction that we take thirty years by con- 
stitutional methods to do thirty minutes work, and shall 
presently be forced to clear up thirty years arrears in thirty 
minutes by unconstitutional ones unless we pass a Reform Bill 
that will make a complete revolution in bur political machin- 
ery and procedure. When we see parliaments like ours kicked 
into the gutter by dictators, both in kingdoms and republics, 
it is foolish to wait until the dictator dies or collapses, and 
then do nothing but pick the poor old things up and try to 
scrape the mud oft' them: the only sane course is to take the 
step by which the dictatorship could have been anticipated 
and averted, and construct a political system for rapid posi- 
tive work instead of slow nugatory work, made to fit into the 
twentieth century instead of into the sixteenth. 

Until we face this task and accomplish it we shall not be 
able to produce electorates capable of doing anything by 
their votes except pave the way to their own destruction. An 
election at present, considered as a means of selecting the 
best qualified rulers, is so absurd that if the last dozen parlia- 
ments had consisted of the candidates who were at the foot 
of the poll instead of those who were at the head of it there is 
no reason to suppose that we should have been a step more 
or less advanced than we are today. In neither case would 
the electorate have had any real choice of representatives. If 
it had, we might have had to struggle with parliaments of 
Titus Oateses and Lord George Gordons dominating a few 
generals and artists, with Cabinets made up of the sort of 
orator who is said to carry away his hearers by his eloquence 
because, having first ascertained by a few cautious feelers 
what they are ready to applaud, he gives it to them a dozen 
times over in an overwhelming crescendo, and is in effect 
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carried away by them. As it is, the voters have no real choice 
of candidates : they have to take what they can get and make 
the best of it according to their lights, which is often the 
worst of it by the light of heaven. By chance rather than by 
judgment they find themselves represented in parliament by 
a fortunate proportion of reasonably honest and public 
spirited persons who happen to be also successful public 
speakers. The rest are in parliament because they can afford 
it and have a fancy for it or an interest in it. 

Last October ( I gag) I was asked to address the enormous 
audience created by the new invention of Wireless Broad- 
cast on a range of political and cultural topics introduced by 
a previous speaker under the general heading of Points of 
View. Among the topics was Democracy, presented, as usual, 
in a completely abstract guise as an infinitely beneficent prin- 
ciple in which we must trust though it slay us. I was deter- 
mined that this time Votes for Everybody and Every Au- 
thority Elected by Vote should not escape by wearing its 
imposing mask. I delivered myself as follows : 

Your Majesties, your Royal Highnesses, your Excel- 
lencies, your Graces and Reverences, my Lords, Ladies and 
Gentlemen, fellow-citizens of all degrees: I am going to 
talk to you about Democracy objectively: that is, as it 
exists and as we must all reckon with it equally, no matter 
what our points of view may be. Suppose I were to talk to 
you not about Democracy, but about the sea, which is in 
some respects rather like Democracy! We all have our own 
views of the sea. Some of us hate it and are never well when 
we are at it or on it. Others love it, and are never so happy 
as when they are in it or on it or looking at it. Some of us 
regard it as Britain’s natural realm and surest bulwark: 
others want a Channel Tunnel. But certain facts about the 
sea are quite independent of our feelings towards it. If I 
take it for granted that the sea exists, none of you will con- 
tradict me. If I say that the sea is sometimes furiously vio- 
lent and always uncertain, and that those who are most 
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familiar with it trust it least, you will not immediately shriek 
out that I do not believe in the sea; that I am an enemy of 
the sea; that I want to abolish the sea; that 1 am going to 
make bathing illegal; that I am out to rain our carrying 
trade and lay waste all our seaside resorts and scrap the 
British Navy. If I tell you that you cannot breathe in the sea, 
you will not take that as a personal insult and ask me in- 
dignantly if I consider you inferior to a fish. Well, you must 
please be equally sensible when I tell you some hard facts 
about Democracy. When I tell you that it is sometimes furi- 
ously violent and always dangerous and treacherous, and 
that those who are familiar with it as practical statesmen 
trust it least, you must not at once denounce me as a paid 
agent of Benito Mussolini, or declare that I have become a 
Tory Die-hard in my old age, and accuse me of wanting to 
take away your votes and make an end of parliament, and 
the franchise, and free speech, and public meeting, and trial 
by jury. Still less must you rise in your places and give me 
throe rousing cheers as a champion of medieval monarchy 
and feudalism. I am quite innocent of any such extrava- 
gances. All I mean is that whether we are Democrats or 
Tories, Catholics or Protestants, Communists or Fascists, 
we are all face to face with a certain force in the world called 
Democracy; and we must understand the nature of that 
force whether we want to fight it or to forward it. Our busi- 
ness is not to deny the perils of Democracy, but to provide 
against them as far as we can, and then consider whether the 
risks we cannot provide against are worth taking. 

Democracy, as you know it, is seldom more than a long 
word beginning with a capital letter, which we accept rever- 
ently or disparage contemptuously without asking any ques- 
tions. Now we should never accept anything reverently until 
we have asked it a great many very searching questions, the 
first two being What are you ? and Where do you live ? When 
I put these questions to Democracy the answer I get is “My 
name is Demos ; and I live in the British Empire, the United 
States of America, and wherever the love of liberty burns in 
214 



PREFACE 

the heart of man. You, my friend Shaw, are a unit of Demo- 
cracy: your name is also Demos: you are a citizen of a great 
democratic community: you are a potential constituent of 
the Parliament of Man; the Federation of the World.” At 
this I usually burst into loud cheers, which do credit to my 
enthusiastic nature. To-night, however, I shall do nothing 
of the sort: I shall say “Dont talk nonsense. My name is not 
Demos: it is Bernard Shaw. My address is not the British 
Empire, nor the United States of America, nor wherever 
the love of liberty burns in the heart of man : it is at such and 
such a number in such and such a street in London; and it 
will be time enough to discuss my seat in the Parliament of 
Man when that celebrated institution comes into existence. 
I dont believe your name is Demos: nobody’s name is 
Demos; and all I can make of your address is that you 
have no address, and are just a tramp — if indeed you exist 
at all.” 

You will notice that I am too polite to call Demos a wind- 
bag or a hot air merchant; but I am going to ask you to 
begin our study of Democracy by considering it first as a 
big balloon, filled with gas or hot air, and sent up so that you 
shall be kept looking up at the sky whilst other people are 
picking your pockets. When the balloon comes down to 
earth every five years or so you are invited to get into the 
basket if you can throw out one of the people who are sitting 
tightly in it; but as you can afford neither the time nor the 
money, and there are forty millions of you and hardly room 
for six hundred in the basket, the balloon goes up again with 
much the same lot in it and leaves you where you were be- 
fore. I think you will admit that the balloon as an image of 
Democracy corresponds to the parliamentary facts. 

Now let us examine a more poetic conception of Demo- 
cracy. Abraham Lincoln is represented as standing amid 
the carnage of the battlefield of Gettysburg, and declaring 
that all that slaughter of Americans by Americans occurred 
in order that Democracy, defined as government of the 
people for the people by the people, should not perish from 
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the earth. Let us pick this famous peroration to pieces and 
see what there really is inside it. (By the way, Lincoln did not 
really declaim it on the field of Gettysburg; and the Ameri- 
can Civil War was not fought in defence of any such prin- 
ciple, but, on the contrary, to enable one half of the United 
States to force the other half to be governed as they did not 
wish to be governed. But never mind that. I mentioned it 
only to remind you that it seems impossible for statesmen 
to make speeches about Democracy, or journalists to report 
them, without obscuring it in a cloud of humbug). 

Now for the three articles of the definition. Number One: 
Government of the people: that, evidently, is necessary: a 
human community can no more exist without a government 
than a human being can exist without a co-ordinated control 
of its breathing and blood circulation. Number Two: Gov- 
ernment for the people, is most important. Dean Inge put it 
perfectly for us when he called Democracy a form of society 
which means equal consideration for all. He added that it is 
a Christian principle, and that, as a Christian, he believes in 
it. So do I. That is why I insist on equality of income. Equal 
consideration for a person with a hundred a year and one 
with a hundred thousand is impossible. But Number Three: 
Government by the people, is quite a different matter. All 
the monarchs, all the tyrants, all the dictators, all the Die- 
hard Tories are agreed that we must be governed. Demo- 
crats like the Dean and myself are agreed that we must be 
governed with equal consideration for everybody. But we 
repudiate Number Three on the ground that the people 
cannot govern. The thing is a physical impossibility. Every 
citizen cannot be a ruler any more than every boy can be an 
engine driver or a pirate king. A nation of prime ministers 
or dictators is as absurd as an army of field marshals. Gov- 
ernment by the people is not and never can be a reality: it is 
only a cry by which demagogues humbug us into voting for 
them. If you doubt this — if you ask me “Why should not 
the people make their own laws ?” I need only ask you “Why 
should not the people write their own plays?” They can- 
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not. It is much easier to write a good play than to make a 
good law. And there are not a hundred men in the world 
who can write a play good enough to stand daily wear and 
tear as long as a law must. 

Now comes the question, If we cannot govern ourselves, 
what can we do to save ourselves from being at the mercy 
of those who can govern, and who may quite possibly be 
thoroughpaced grafters and scoundrels? The primitive 
answer is that as we are always in a huge majority we can, 
if rulers oppress us intolerably, burn their houses and tear 
them to pieces. This is not satisfactory. Decent people never 
do it until they have quite lost their heads; and when they 
have lost their heads they are as likely as not to burn the 
wrong house and tear the wrong man to pieces. When we 
have what is called a popular movement very few people who 
take part in it know what it is all about. I once saw a real 
popular movement in London. People were running ex- 
citedly through the streets. Everyone who saw them doing 
it immediately joined in the rush. They ran simply because 
everyone else was doing it. It was most impressive to see 
thousands of people sweeping along at full speed like that. 
There could be no doubt that it was literally a popular move- 
ment. I ascertained afterwards that it was started by a run- 
away cow. That cow had an important share in my education 
as a political philosopher; and I can assure you that if you 
will study crowds, and lost and terrified animals, and things 
like that, instead of reading books and newspaper articles, 
you will learn a great deal about politics from them. Most 
general elections, for instance, are nothing but stampedes. 
Our last but one was a conspicuous example of this. The 
cow was a Russian one. 

I think we may take it that neither mob violence nor 
popular movements can be depended on as checks upon the 
abuse of power by governments, One might suppose that at 
least they would act as a last resort when an autocrat goes 
mad and commits outrageous excessesof tyranny and cruelty, 
But it is a curious fact that they never do. Take two famous 
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cases: those of Nero and Tsar Paul the First of Russia. If 
Nero had been an ordinary professional fiddler he would 
probably have been no worse a man than any member of the 
wireless orchestra. If Paul had been a lieutenant in a line 
regiment we should never have heard of him. But when 
these two poor fellows were invested with absolute powers 
over their fellow-creatures they went mad, and did such 
appalling things that they had to be killed like mad dogs. 
Only, it was not the people that rose up and killed them. 
They were dispatched quite privately by a very select circle 
of their own bodyguards. For a genuinely democratic exe- 
cution of unpopular statesmen we must turn to the brothers 
De Witt, who were torn to pieces by a Dutch mob in the 
seventeenth century. They were neither tyrants nor auto- 
crats. On the contrary, one of them had been imprisoned 
and tortured for his resistance to the despotism of William 
of Orange; and the other had come to meet him as he came 
out of prison. The mob was on the side of the autocrat. We 
may take it that the shortest way for a tyrant to get rid of a 
troublesome champion of liberty is to raise a hue and cry 
against him as an unpatriotic person, and leave the mob to 
do the rest after supplying them with a well tipped ring- 
leader. Nowadays this is called direct action by the revolu- 
tionary proletariat. Those who put their faith in it soon find 
that proletariats are never revolutionary, and that their di- 
rect action, when it is controlled at all, is usually controlled 
by police agents. 

Democracy, then, cannot be government by the people: 
it can only be government by consent of the governed. Un- 
fortunately, when democratic statesmen propose to govern 
us by our own consent, they find that we dont want to be 
governed at all, and that we regard rates and taxes and rents 
and death duties as intolerable burdens. What we want 
to know is how little government we can get along with 
without being murdered in our beds. That question cannot 
be answered until we have explained what we mean by get- 
ting along. Savages manage to get along. Unruly Arabs 
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and Tartars get along. The only rule in the matter is that 
the civilized way of getting along is the way of corporate 
action, not individual action; and corporate action involves 
more government than individual action. 

Thus government, which used to be a comparatively 
simple affair, today has to manage an enormous development 
of Socialism and Communism. Our industrial and social life 
is set in a huge communistic framework of public roadways, 
streets, bridges, water supplies, power supplies, lighting, 
tramways, schools, dockyards, and public aids and conveni- 
ences, employing a prodigious army of police, inspectors, 
teachers, and officials of all grades in hundreds of depart- 
ments. We have found by bitter experience that it is im- 
possible to trust factories, workshops, and mines to private 
management. Only by stem laws enforced by constant in- 
spection have we stopped the monstrous waste of human 
life and welfare it cost when it was left uncontrolled by 
the Government. During the war our attempt to leave the 
munitioning of the army to private enterprise led us to the 
verge of defeat and caused an appalling slaughter of our sol- 
diers. When the Government took the work out of private 
hands and had it done in national factories it was at once 
successful. The private firms were still allowed to do what 
little they could; but they had to be taught to do it economic- 
ally, and to keep their accounts properly, by Government 
officials. Our big capitalist enterprises now run to the Gov- 
ernment for help as a lamb runs to its mother. They cannot 
even make an extension of the Tube railway in London 
without Government aid. Unassisted private capitalism is 
breaking down or getting left behind in all directions. If all 
our Socialism and Communism and the drastic taxation of 
unearned incomes which finances it were to stop, our private 
enterprises would drop like shot stags, and we should all be 
dead in a month. When Mr Baldwin tried to win the last 
election by declaring that Socialism had been a failure when- 
ever and wherever it had been tried, Socialism went over 
him like a steam roller and handed his office to a Socialist 
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Prime Minister. Nothing could save us in the war but a great 
extension of Socialism; and now it is clear enough that only 
still greater extensions of it can repair the ravages of the war 
and keep pace with the growing requirements of civilization. 

What we have to ask ourselves, then, is not whether we 
will have Socialism and Communism or not, but whether 
Democracy can keep pace with the developments of both 
that are being forced on us by the growth of national and 
international corporate action. 

Now corporate action is impossible without a governing 
body. It may be the central Government: it may be a muni- 
cipal corporation, a county council, a district council, or a 
parish council. It may be the board of directors of a joint 
stock company, or of a trust made by combining several 
joint stock companies. Such boards, elected by the votes of 
the shareholders, are little States within the State, and very 
powerful ones, too, some of them. I f they have not laws and 
kings, they have by-laws and chairmen. And you and I, the 
consumers of their services, are more at the mercy of the 
boards that organize them than we arc at the mercy of par- 
liament. Several active politicians who began as Liberals 
and are now Socialists have said to me that they were con- 
verted by seeing that the nation had to choose, not between 
governmental control of industry and control by separate 
private individuals kept in order by their competition for 
our custom, but between governmental control and control 
by gigantic trusts wielding great power without responsi- 
bility, and having no object but to make as much money out 
of us as possible. Our Government is at this moment having 
much more trouble with the private corporations on whom 
we are dependent for our coals and cotton goods than with 
France or the United States of America. We are in the hands 
of our corporate bodies, public or private, for the satisfac- 
tion of our everyday needs. Their powers are life and death 
powers, I need not labor this point: we all know it. 

But what we do not all realize is that we are equally 
dependent on corporate action for the satisfaction of our 
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religious needs. Dean Inge tells us that our general elections 
have become public auctions at which the contending parties 
bid against one another for our votes by each promising us a 
larger share than the other of the plunder of the minority. 
Now that is perfectly true. The contending parties do not as 
yet venture to put it exactly in those words; but that is what 
it comes to, And the Dean’s profession obliges him to urge 
his congregation, which is much wider than that of St Paul’s 
(it extends across the Atlantic), always to vote for the party 
which pledges itself to go farthest in enabling those of us 
who have great possessions to sell them and give the price to 
the poor. But we cannot do this as private persons. It must be 
done by the Government or not at all. Take my own case. I 
am not a young man with great possessions; but I am an old 
man paying enough in income tax and surtax to provide 
doles for some hundreds of unemployed and old age pen- 
sioners. I have not the smallest objection to this : on the con- 
trary, I advocated it strongly for years before I had any in- 
come worth taxing. But I could not do it if the Government 
did not arrange it for me. If the Government ceased taxing 
my superfluous money and redistributing it among people 
who have no incomes at all, I could do nothing by myself. 
What could I do? Can you suggest anything? I could send 
my war bonds to the Chancellor of the Exchequer and invite 
him to cancel the part of the National Debt that they repre- 
sent; and he would undoubtedly thank me in the most cour- 
teous official terms for my patriotism. But the poor would 
not get any of it. The other payers of surtax and income 
tax and death duties would save the interest they now have 
to pay on it: that is all. I should only have made the rich 
richer and myself poorer. I could burn all my share certifi- 
cates and inform the secretaries of the companies that they 
might write off that much of their capital indebtedness. The 
result would be a bigger dividend for the rest of the share* 
holders, with the poor out in the cold as before. I might sell 
my war bonds and share certificates for cash, and throw the 
money into the street to be scrambled for; but it would be 
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snatched up, not by the poorest, but by the best fed and 
most able-bodied of the scramblers. Besides, if we all tried 
to sell our bonds and shares — and this is what you have to 
consider; for Christ’s advice was not addressed to me alone 
but to all who have great possessions — the result would be 
that their value would fall to nothing, as the Stock Exchange 
would immediately become a market in which there were all 
sellers and no buyers. Accordingly, any spare money that 
the Government leaves me is invested where I can get the 
highest interest and the best security, as thereby I can make 
sure that it goes where it is most wanted and gives immediate 
employment. This is the best I can do without Government 
interference : indeed any other way of dealing with my spare 
money would be foolish and demoralizing; but the result is 
that I become richer and richer, and the poor become rela- 
tively poorer and poorer. So you see I cannot even be a 
Christian except through Government action; and neither 
can the Dean. 

Now let us get down to our problem. We cannot govern 
ourselves; yet if we entrust the immense powers and rev- 
enues which are necessary in an effective modern Govern- 
ment to an absolute monarch or dictator, he goes more or 
less mad unless he is a quite extraordinary and therefore 
very seldom obtainable person. Besides, modem govern- 
ment is not a one-man job: it is too big for that. If we resort 
to a committee or parliament of superior persons, they will 
set up an oligarchy and abuse their power for their own 
benefit. Our dilemma is that men in the lump cannot govern 
themselves; and yet, as William Morris put it, no man is 
good enough to be another man’s master. We need to be 
governed, and yet to control our governors. But the best 
governors will not accept any control except that of their 
own consciences; and, as we who are governed are also apt 
1 to abuse any power of control we have, our ignorance, our pas- 
sions, our private and immediate interests are constantly in 
conflict with the knowledge, the wisdom, and the public spirit 
and regard for the future of our best qualified governors. 
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Still) if we cannot control our governors, can we not at 
least choose them and change them if they do not suit? 

Let me invent a primitive example of democratic choice. 
It is always best to take imaginary examples: they offend 
nobody. Imagine then that we are the inhabitants of a village. 
We have to elect somebody for the office of postman. There 
are several candidates; but one stands out conspicuously, 
because he has frequently treated us at the public-house, has 
subscribed a shilling to our little flower show, has a kind 
word for the children when he passes, and is a victim of 
oppression by the squire because his late father was one of 
our most successful poachers. We elect him triumphantly; 
and he is duly installed, uniformed, provided with a red 
bicycle, and given a batch of letters to deliver. As his motive 
in seeking the post has been pure ambition, he has not 
thought much beforehand about his duties; and it now 
occurs to him for the first time that he cannot read. So he 
hires a boy to come round with him and read the addresses. 
The boy conceals himself in the lane whilst the postman de- 
livers the letters at the house, takes the Christmas boxes, 
and gets the whole credit of the transaction. In course of 
time he dies with a high reputation for efficiency in the dis- 
charge of his duties; and we elect another equally illiterate 
successor on similar grounds. But by this time the boy has 
grown up and become an institution. He presents himself 
to the new postman as an established and indispensable fea- 
ture of the postal system, and finally becomes recognized 
and paid by the village as such, 

Here you have the perfect image of a popularly elected 
Cabinet Minister and the Civil Service department over 
which he presides. It may work very well; for our postman, 
though illiterate, may be a very capable fellow; and the boy 
who reads the addresses for him may be quite incapable of 
doing anything more. But this does not always happen. 
Whether it happens or not, the system is not a democratic 
reality: it is a democratic illusion. The boy, when he has 
ability enough to take advantage of the situation, is the 
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master of the man. The person elected to do the work is not 
really doing it: he is a popular humbug who is merely doing 
what a permanent official tells him to do. That is how it 
comes about that we are now governed by a Civil Service 
which has such enormous power that its regulations are 
taking the place of the laws of England, though some of 
them are made for the convenience of the officials without 
the slightest regard to the convenience or even the rights 
of the public. And how are our Civil Servants selected? 
Mostly by an educational test which nobody but an expen- 
sively schooled youth can pass, thus making the most power- 
ful and effective part of our government an irresponsible 
class government. 

Now, what control have you or I over the Services? We 
have votes. I have used mine a few times to see what it is like. 
Well, it is like this. When the election approaches, two or 
three persons of whom I know nothing write to me soliciting 
my vote and enclosing a list of meetings, an election address, 
and a polling card. One of the addresses reads like an article 
in The Morning Post, and has a Union Jack on it. Another 
is like The Daily News or Manchester Guardian. Both 
might have been compiled from the editorial waste paper 
baskets of a hundred years ago. A third address, more up-to- 
date and much better phrased, convinces me that the sender 
has had it written for him at the headquarters of the Labor 
Party. A fourth, the most hopelessly out of date of them all, 
contains scraps of the early English translations of the Com- 
munist Manifesto of 1848 . 1 have no guarantee that any of 
these documents were written by the candidates. They con- 
vey nothing whatever to me as to their character or political 
capacity. The half-tone photographic portraits which adorn 
the front pages do not even tell me their ages, having been 
taken twenty years ago. If I go to one of the meetings I find 
a schoolroom packed with people who find an election meet- 
ing cheaper and funnier than a theatre. On the platform sit 
one or two poor men who have worked hard to keep party 
politics alive in the constituency. They ought to be the can- 
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didates; but they have no more chance of such eminence 
than they have of possessing a Rolls-Royce car. They move 
votes of confidence in the candidate, though as the candidate 
is a stranger to them and to everybody else present nobody 
can possibly feel any such confidence. They lead the applause 
for him; they prompt him when questions are asked.; and 
when he is completely floored they jump up and cry “Let 
me answer that, Mr Chairman !” and then pretend that he 
has answered it. The old shibboleths are droned over; and 
nothinghas any sense or reality init except the vituperationof 
the opposition party, which is received with shouts of relief 
by the audience. Yet it is nothing but an exhibition of bad 
manners. If I vote for one of these candidates, and he or she 
is elected, I am supposed to be enjoying a democratic control 
of the government — to be exercising government of myself, 
for myself, by myself. Do you wonder that the Dean cannot 
believe such nonsense? If I believed it I should not be fit to 
vote at all. If this is Democracy, who can blame Signor 
Mussolini for describing it as a putrefying corpse? 

The candidates may ask me what more they can do for 
me but present themselves and answer any questions I may 
put to them. I quite admit that they can do nothing; but that 
does not mend matters. What I should like is a real test of 
their capacity. Shortly before the war a doctor in San Fran- 
cisco discovered that if a drop of a candidate’s blood can be 
obtained on a piece of blotting paper it is possible to discover 
within half an hour what is wrong with him physically. What 
I am waiting for is the discovery of a process by which on 
delivery of a drop of his blood or a lock of his hair we can 
ascertain what is right with him mentally. We could then 
have a graded series of panels of capable persons for all em- 
ployments, public or private, and not allow any person, how- 
ever popular, to undertake the employment of governing us 
unless he or she were on the appropriate panel. At the lower 
end of the scale there would be a panel of persons qualified 
to take part in a parish meeting; at the higher end a panel of 
persons qualified to act as Secretaries of State for Foreign 
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Affairs or Finance Ministers. At present not more than 
two per thousand of the population would be available for 
the highest panel. I should then be in no danger of electing 
a postman and finding that he could neither read nor write. 
My choice of candidates would be perhaps more restricted 
than at present; but I do not desire liberty to choose wind- 
bags and nincompoops to represent me in parliament; and 
my power to choose between one qualified candidate and 
another would give me as much control as is either possible 
or desirable. The voting and counting would be done by 
machinery: I should connect my telephone with the proper 
office; touch a button; and the machinery would do the rest. 

Pending such a completion of the American doctor’s 
discovery, how are we to go on? Well, as best we can, with 
the sort of government that our present system produces. 
Several reforms are possible without any new discovery. 
Our present parliament is obsolete: it can no more do the 
work of a modern State than Julius Cmsar’s galley could do 
the work of an Atlantic liner. We need in these islands two 
or three additional federal legislatures, working on our 
municipal committee system instead of our parliamentary 
party system. We need a central authority to co-ordinate the 
federal work. Our obsolete little internal frontiers must be 
obliterated, and our units of local government enlarged to 
dimensions compatible with the recent prodigious advances 
in facility of communication and co-operation. Common- 
wealth affairs and supernational activities through the 
League of Nations or otherwise will have to be provided 
for, and Cabinet function to be transformed. All the pseudo- 
democratic obstructive functions of our political machinery 
must be ruthlessly scrapped, and the general problem of 
government approached from a positive viewpoint at which 
mere anarchic national sovereignty as distinguished from 
self-government will have no meaning. 

I must conclude by warning you that when everything 
has been done that can be done, civilization will still be de- 
pendent on the consciences of the governors and the gov- 
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erned. Our natural dispositions may be good; but we have 
been badly brought up, and are full of anti-social personal 
ambitions and prejudices and snobberies. Had we not better 
teach our children to be better citizens than ourselves? We 
are not doing that at present. The Russians are. That is my 
last word. Think over it. 


So much for my broadcast on Democracy! And now a 
word about Breakages, Limited. Like all Socialists who know 
their business I have an exasperated sense of the mischief 
done by our system of private Capitalism in setting up 
huge vested interests in destruction, waste, and disease. The 
armament firms thrive on war; the glaziers gain by broken 
windows; the operating surgeons depend on cancer for their 
children’s bread; the distillers and brewers build cathedrals 
to sanctify the profits of drunkenness; and the prosperity of 
Dives costs the privation of a hundred Lazaruses. 

The title Breakages, Limited, was suggested to me by the 
fate of that remarkable genius, the late Alfred Warwick 
Gattie, with whom I was personally acquainted. I knew him 
first as the author of a play. He was a disturbing man, 
afflicted — or, as it turned out, gifted — with chronic hyper- 
testhesia, feeling everything violently and expressing his feel- 
ings vehemently and on occasion volcanically. I concluded 
that he was not sufficiently cold-blooded to do much as a 
playwright; so that when, having lost sight of him for some 
years, I was told that he had made an invention of first-rate 
importance, I was incredulous, and concluded that the in- 
vention was only a Utopian project. Our friend Henry 
Murray was so provoked by my atritude that to appease him 
I consented to investigate the alleged great invention in per- 
son on Gattie’s promising to behave like a reasonable being 
during the process, a promise which he redeemed with the 
greatest dignity, remaining silent whilst an engineer ex- 
plained his miracles to me, and contenting himself with the 
reading of a brief statement shewing that the adoption of his 
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plan would release from industry enough men to utterly over- 
whelm the Central Empires with whom we were then at war. 

I approached the investigation very sceptically. Our 
friend spoke of “the works.” I could not believe that Gattie 
had any works, except in his fervid imagination. He men- 
tioned “the company.” That was more credible: anyone 
may form a company; but that it had any resources seemed 
to me doubtful. However, I suffered myself to be taken to 
Battersea; and there, sure enough, I found a workshop, 
duly labelled as the premises of The New Transport Com- 
pany, Limited, and spacious enough to accommodate a 
double railway line with a platform. The affair was unques- 
tionably real, so far. The platform was not provided with a 
station: its sole equipment was a table with a row of buttons 
on it for making electrical contacts. Each line of railway had 
on it a truck with a steel lid. The practical part of the pro- 
ceedings began by placing an armchair on the lid of one of 
the trucks and seating me in it. A brimming glass of water 
was then set at my feet. I could not imagine what I was ex- 
pected to do with the water or what was going to happen; 
and there was a suggestion of electrocution about the chair 
which made me nervous. Gattie then sat down majestically 
at the table on the platform with his hand hovering over the 
buttons. Intimating that the miracle would take place when 
my truck passed the other truck, he asked me to choose 
whether it should occur at the first passage or later, and to 
dictate the order in which it should be repeated. I was by that 
time incapable of choosing; so I said the sooner the better; 
and the two trucks started. When the other truck had 
passed mine I found myself magically sitting on it, chair 
and all, with the glass of water unspilled at my feet. 

The rest of the story is a tragi-comedy. When I said 
to Gattie apologetically (I felt deeply guilty of having under- 
rated him) that I had never known that he was an engineer, 
and had taken him to be the usual amateur inventor with no 
professional training, he told me that this was exactly what 
he was: just like Sir Christopher Wren. He had been con- 
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cerned in an electric lighting business, and had been re- 
volted by the prodigious number of breakages of glass bulbs 
involved by the handling of the crates in which they were 
packed for transport by rail and road. What was needed was 
a method of transferring the crates from truck to truck, and 
from truck to road lorry, and from road lorry to warehouse 
lift without shock, friction, or handling. Gattie, being, I sup- 
pose, by natural genius an inventor though by mistaken 
vocation a playwright, solved the mechanical problem with- 
out apparent difficulty, and offered his nation the means of 
effecting an enormous saving of labor and smash. But in- 
stead of being received with open arms as a social benefactor 
he found himself up against Breakages, Limited. The glass 
blowers whose employment was threatened, the exploiters 
of the great industry of repairing our railway trucks (every 
time a goods train is stopped a series of 150 violent colli- 
sions is propagated from end to end of the train, as those 
who live within earshot know to their cost), and the railway 
porters who dump the crates from truck to platform and 
then hurl them into other trucks, shattering bulbs, battering 
cans, and too often rupturing themselves in the process, 
saw in Gattie an enemy of the human race, a wrecker of 
homes and a starver of Innocent babes. He fought them un- 
dauntedly; but they were too strong for him; and in due time 
his patents expired and he died almost unrecognized, whilst 
Unknown Soldiers were being canonized throughout the 
world. So far, The Apple Cart is his only shrine; and as it 
does not even bear his name, I have written it here pending 
its tardy appearance in the roll of fame. 

I must not leave my readers to assume that Gattie was an 
easy man to deal with, or that he handled the opposition in 
a conciliatory manner with due allowance for the inertia of a 
somewhat unimaginative officialdom which had not, like 
myself, sat on his trucks, and probably set him down as a 
Utopian (a species much dreaded in Government depart- 
ments) and thus missed the real point, which was that he 
was an inventor. Like many men of genius he could not 
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understand why things obvious to him should not be so at 
once to other people, and found it easier to believe that they 
were corrupt than that they could be so stupid. Once, after 
I had urged him to be more diplomatic, he brought me, with 
some pride, a letter to the Board of Trade which he con- 
sidered a masterpiece of tact and good temper. It contained 
not a word descriptive of his invention; and it began some- 
what in this fashion; “Sir; If you are an honest man you 
cannot deny that among the worst abuses of this corrupt 
age is the acceptance of city directorships by retired mem- 
bers of the Board of Trade.” Clearly it was not easy for the 
Board of Trade to deal with an inventor who wished to 
interest them, not in his new machines, but in the desira- 
bility of its abolishing itself as infamous. 

The last time I saw him he called on me to unfold a new 
scheme of much greater importance, as he declared, than 
his trucks. He was very interesting on that occasion. He 
began by giving me a vivid account of the pirates who used to 
infest the Thames below London Bridge before the docks 
were built. He described how the docks had come into 
existence not as wharves for loading and unloading but as 
strongholds in which ships and their cargoes could be secure 
from piracy. They are now, he declared, a waste of fabu- 
lously valuable ground; and their work should be done in 
quite another way. He then produced plans of a pier to be 
built in the middle of the river, communicating directly by 
rail and road with the shore and the great main lines. The 
ships would come alongside the pier; and by a simple system 
of hoists the contents of their holds would be lifted out and 
transferred (like myself in the armchair) to railway trucks 
or motor lorries without being touched by a human hand 
and therefore without risk of breakage. Itwas all so masterly, 
so simple in its complexity, so convincing as to its practi- 
cability, and so prodigiously valuable socially, that I, taking 
it very seriously, proceeded to discuss what could be done 
to interest the proper people in it. 

To.my amazement Gattie began to shew unmistakeable 
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signs of disappointment and indignation. “You do not seem 
to understand me,” he said. "I have shewn you all this 
mechanical stuff merely by way of illustration. What I have 
come to consult you about is a great melodrama I am going 
to write, the scene of which will be the Pool of London in 
the seventeenth century among the pirates !” 

What could I or anyone do with a man like that ? He was 
naively surprised when I laughed; and he went away only 
half persuaded that his scheme for turning the docks into 
building land; expediting the Thames traffic; saving much 
dangerous and demoralizingly casual labor; and transfigur- 
ing the underpaid stevedore into a fullfed electrician, was 
stupendously more important than any ridiculous melo- 
drama. He admitted that there was of course all that in it; 
but I could see that his heart was in the melodrama. 

As it was evident that officialdom, writhing under his 
insults and shocked by his utter lack of veneration for big- 
wigs, besides being hampered as all our Government de- 
partments are by the vested interests of Breakages, Limited, 
would do nothing for him, I induced some less embarrassed 
public persons to take a ride in the trucks and be convinced 
that they really existed and worked. But here again the 
parallel between Gattie and his fellow-amateur Sir Christo- 
pher Wren came in. Wren was not content to redesign and 
rebuild St Paul’s: he wanted to redesign London as well. 
He was quite right: what we have lost by not letting him do 
it is incalculable. Similarly, Gattie was not content to im- 
prove the luggage arrangements of our railways: he would 
not listen to you if your mind was not large enough to grasp 
the immediate necessity for a new central clearing house in 
Farringdon Market, connected with the existing railways 
by a system of new tubes. He was of course right; and we 
have already lost by sticking to our old ways more than the 
gigantic sum his scheme would have cost. But neither the 
money nor the enterprise was available just then, with the 
war on our hands. The Clearing House, like the Thames 
pier, remains on paper; and Gattie is in his grave. But I still 
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hold that there must have been something great in a man 
who, having not only imagined them but invented their 
machinery, could, far from being crushed by their rejection, 
exclaim “Perish all my mechanical trash if only it provides 
material for one bad play!” 

This little history will explain how it actually did provide 
material for Breakages, Limited, and for the hitter cry of the 
Powermistress General, Not until Breakages is itself broken 
will it cease to have a message for us. 

Ayot St Lawrence, 

March 1930. 
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ACT I 

A N office in the royal palace. Two writing tables face each 
other from opposite sides of the room, leaving plenty of 
J \-raom between them. Rack table has a chair by it for visi- 
tors. The door is in the middle of the farthest wall. The clock 
shews that it is a little past x i; and the light is that of a fine 
summer morning. 

Sempronius, smart and still presentably young , shews his 
right profile as he sits at one of the tables opening the Kings' 
letters. Pamphilius, middle aged, shews his left as he leans back 
in his chair at the other table with a pile of the morning papers at 
his elbow, reading one of them . This goes on silently for some time. 
Then Pamphilius, puttingdown his paper, looks at Sempronius 
for a moment before speaking. 

pamphilius. What was your father? 
sempronius [ startled ] Eh? 
pamphilius. What was your father? 
sempronius. My father? 
pamphilius. Yes. What was he? 
sempronius. A Ritualist. 

pamphilius. I dont mean his religion. I mean his pro- 
fession. And his politics. 

sempronius. He was aRitualist by profession, aRitualist 
in politics, a Ritualist in religion: a raging emotional Die 
Hard Ritualist right down to his boots. 

pamphilius. Do you mean that he was a parson ? 
sempronius. Not at all. He was a sort of spectacular 
artist. He got up pageants and Lord Mayors’ Shows and 
military tattoos and big public ceremonies and things like 
that. He arranged the last two coronations. That was how I 
got my job here in the palace. All our royal people knew him 
quite well: he was behind the scenes with them. 

pamphilius. Behind the scenes and yet believed they 
were all real! 

sempronius. Yes. Believed in them with all his soul. 
pamphilius. Although he manufactured them himself? 
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sempronius. Certainly. Do you suppose a baker cannot 
believe sincerely in the sacrifice of the Mass or in holy com- 
munion because he has baked the consecrated wafer himself ? 
pamphilius. I never thought of that. 
sempronius. My father might have made millions in the 
theatres and film studios. But he refused to touch them be- 
cause the things they represented hadnt really happened. He 
didnt mind doing the christening of Queen Elizabeth in 
Shakespear’s Henry the Eighth because that had really hap- 
pened. It was a celebration of royalty. But not anything 
romantic : not though they offered him thousands. 

pamphilius. Did you ever askhim what he really thought 
about it all? But of course you didnt: one cant ask one’s 
father anything about himself. 

sempronius. My dear Pam: my father never thought. 
He didnt know what thought meant. Very few people do, 
you know. He had vision: actual bodily vision, I mean; and 
he had an oddly limited sort of imagination. What I mean is 
that he couldnt imagine anything he didnt see; but he could 
imagine drat what he did see was divine and holy and omnis- 
cient and omnipotent and eternal and everything that is im- 
possible if only it looked splendid enough, and the organ 
was solemn enough, or the military bands brassy enough. 

pamphilius. You mean that he had to get everything 
from outside. 

sempronius. Exactly. He’d never have felt anything if 
he hadnt had parents to feel about in his childhood, and a 
wife and babies to feel about when he grew up. He’d never 
have known anything if he hadnt been taught at school. He 
couldnt amuse himself: he had to pay oceans of money to 
other people to amuse him with all sorts of ghastly sports and 
pleasures that would have driven me into a monastery to 
escape from them. You see it was all ritual: he went to the 
Riviera every winter just as he went to church. 

pamphilius. By the way, is he alive? I should like to 
know him. 

sempronius. No. He died in 1962, of solitude. 
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pamphilius. What do you mean? of solitude ? 

sempronius. He couldnt bear to be alone for a moment: 
it was death to him. Somebody had to be with him always. 

pamphilius. Oh well, come! That was friendly and 
kindly. Jt shews he had something inside him after all. 

sempronius. Not a bit. He never talked to his friends. He 
played cards with them. They never exchanged a thought. 

pamphilius. He must have been a rum old bird. 

sempronius. Not turn enough to be noticed. There are 
millions like him. 

pamphilius. But what about his dying of solitude? Was 
he imprisoned? 

sempronius. No. His yacht struck a reef and sank some- 
where off the north of Scotland; and he managed to swim to 
an uninhabited island. All the rest were drowned; and he was 
not taken off for three weeks. When they found him he was 
melancholy mad, poor old boy; and he never got over it. 
Simply from having no one to play cards with, and no church 
to go to. 

pamphilius. My dear Sem: one isnt alone on an unin- 
habited island. My mother used to stand me on the table and 
make me recite about it. 

[He declaims] 

To sit on rocks; to muse o’er flood and fell; 

To slowly trace the forest’s shady scene 
Where things that own not man's dominion dwell 
And mortal foot hath ne’er or rarely been; 

To climb the trackless mountain all unseen 
With the wild flock that never needs a fold; 

Alone o’er steeps and foaming falls to lean: 

This is not solitude: ’tis but to hold 
Converse with Nature’s charms, and view her stores 
unrolled. 

sempronius. Now you have hit the really funny thing 
about my father. All that about the lonely woods and the rest 
of it — what you call Nature — didnt exist for him. It had to 
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be something artificial to get at him. Nature to him meant 
nakedness; and nakedness only disgusted him. He wouldnt 
look at a horse grazing in a field; but put splendid trappings 
on it and stick it into a procession and he Just loved it. The 
same with men and women: they were nothing to him until 
they were dressed up in fancy costumes and painted and 
wigged and titled. To him the sacredness of the priest was 
the beauty of his vestment, the loveliness of women the 
dazzle of their jewels and robes, the charm of the country- 
side not in its hills and trees, nor in the blue smoke from its 
cottages in the winter evenings, but of its temples, palaces, 
mansions, park gates, and porticoed country houses. Think 
of the horror of that island to him ! A void! a place where he 
was deaf and dumb and blind and lonely! If only there had 
been a peacock with its tail in full bloom it might have saved 
his reason; but all the birds were gulls; and gulls are not 
decorative. Our King could have lived there for thirty years 
with nothing hut his own thoughts. You would have been 
all right with a fishing rod and a golf ball with a bag of clubs. 

[ should have been as happy as a man in a picture gallery 
looking at the dawns and sunsets, the changing seasons, the 
continual miracle of life ever renewing itself. Who could be 
dull with pools in the rocks to watch ? Yet my father, with all 
that under his nose, was driven mad by its nothingness. They 
say that where there is nothing the king loses his rights. My 
father found that where there is nothing a man loses his 
reason and dies, 

pamphiuus. Let me add that in this palace, when the 
king’s letters are not ready for him at x a o’clock, a secretary 
loses his job, 

sempronius [hastily resuming his work ] Yes, devil take 
you: why did you start me talking before I had finished my 
work? You have nothing to do but pretend to read the news- 
papers for him; and when you say “Nothing particular this 
morning, Sir,” all he says is “Thank Heaven!” But if I 
missed a note from one of his aunts inviting herself to tea, or 
a little line from Orinthia the Beloved marked “Strictly pri- 
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vate and confidential: to be opened by His Majesty alone,” 
I should never hear the end of it. He had six love letters 
yesterday; and all he said when I told him was “Take them 
to the Queen.” He thinks they amuse her. I believe they 
make her as sick as they make me. 

pam phi lius. Do Orinthia’s letters go to the Queen ? 
sempronius. No, by George! Even I don tread Orinthia’s 
letters. My instructions are to read everything; but I take 
care to forget to open hers. And I notice that I am not re- 
buked for my negligence. 

pamphilius [, thoughtfully ] I suppose — 
sempronius. Oh shut up, Pam. I shall never get through 
if you go on talking. 

pamphilius. I was only going to say that I suppose — 
sempronius. Something about Orinthia. Dont. If you 
indulge in supposition on that subject, you will lose your 
job, old chap. So stow it. 

pamphilius. Dont cry out before Orinthia is hurt, young 
chap. I was going to say that I suppose you know that that 
bull-roarer Boanerges has just been taken into the Cabinet 
as President of the Board of Trade, and that he is coming 
here today to give the King a piece of his mind, or what he 
calls his mind, about the crisis. 

sempronius. What does the King care about the crisis? 
There has been a crisis every two months since he came to 
the throne; but he has always been too clever for them. He’ll 
turn Boanerges inside out after letting him roar the palace 
down. 

Boanerges enters , dressed in a Russian House and -peaked 
cap , which he keeps on. He is fifty, heavily built and aggressively 
self-assertive. 

Boanerges. Look here. The King has an appointment 
with me at a quarter to twelve. How long more am I to be 
kept waiting? 

sempronius [with cheerful politeness] Good morning. Mr 
Boanerges, I think, 

boanerges [ shortly , but a little taken aback] Oh, good 
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morning to you. They say that politeness is the punctuality 
of kings — 

sempronius. Theotherway about, Mr Boanerges. Punc- 
tuality is the politeness of kings; and King Magnus is a 
model in that respect. Your arrival cannot have been an- 
nounced to His Majesty. I will see about it. [He hurries out}. 
pamphiuus. Be seated, Mr Boanerges. 
boanerges \seatinghimself by Pamphilius's writing table] 
A nice lot of young upstarts you have in this palace, Mr—? 
pamphiuus. Pamphilius is my name. 
boanerqes. Oh yes: Ive heard of you. Youre one of the 
king’s private secretaries. 

pamphilius. I am, And what have our young upstarts 
been doing to you, Mr Boanerges? 

boanerges. Well, I told one of them to tell the king I was 
here, and to look sharp about it. He looked at me as iff was a 
performing elephant, and took himself off after whispering 
to another flunkey. Then this other chap comes over to me 
and pretends he doesnt know who I am ! asks me can he have 
my name! "My lad” T said: “not to know me argues yourself 
unknown. You know who I am as well as I do myself. Go 
and tell the king I’m waiting for him, d’ye see?” So he took 
himself off with a flea in his ear. I waited until I was fed up 
with it, and then opened the nearest door and came in here. 

pamphilius. Young rascals! However, my friend Mr 
Sempronius will make it all right for you. 

boanerges. Oh : that was Sempronius, wa9 it. Ive heard 
of him too. 

pamphilius. You seem to have heard of all of us. You 
will be quite at home in the palace now that you are a Cabi- 
net Minister. By the way, may I congratulate you on your 
appointment— or rather congratulate the Cabinet on your 
accession? 

sempronius [ returning ] The King. [He goes to his table 
and takes the visitor’s chair in his hand, ready for the king’s in- 
structions as to where to place it\. 

Pamphilius rises. Boanerges turns to the door in his chair 
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without rising. King Magnus, a tallish studious looking gentle- 
man of 45 or thereabouts, enters, and comes quickly down the 
middle of the room to Boanerges, proffering his hand cordially. 

magnus. You are very welcome to my little palace, Mr 
Boanerges. Wont you sit down ? 
boanerges. Iam sitting down. 
magnus. True, Mr Boanerges. I had not noticed it. For- 
give me: force of habit. 

He indicates to Sempronius that he wishes to sit near Boa- 
nerges, on his right. Sempronius places the chair accordingly. 
magnus. You will allow me to be seated? 
boanerges. Oh, sit down, man, sit down. Youre in your 
own house: ceremony cuts no ice with me. 
magnus [ gratefully ] Thank you. 

The King sits. Pamphilius sits. Sempronius returns to his 
table and sits. 

magnus. It is a great pleasure to meet you at last, Mr 
Boanerges. I have followed your career with interest ever 
since you contested Northampton twenty-five years ago. 

boanerges [pleased and credulous] I should just thinkyou 
have, KingMagnus. I have made you sit up once or twice, eh ? 

magnus [smiling] Your voice has shaken the throne 
oftener than that. 

boanerges [indicatingthe secretaries withajerkofhishead] 
What about these two ? Are they to overhear everything that 
passes? 

magnus. My private secretaries. Do they incommode 
you? 

boanerges. Oh, they dont incommode m e. I am ready to 
have our talk out in Trafalgar Square if you like, or have it 
broadcast on the wireless. 

magnus. That would be a treat for my people, Mr Boa- 
nerges. I am sorry we have not arranged for it. 

boanerges [gathering himself together formidably] Yes; 
but do you realize that I am going to say things to you that 
have never been said to a king before? 

magnus. Iam very glad indeed to hear it, Mr Boanerges. 
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I thought I had already heard everything that could possibly 
be said to a king. I shall be grateful for the smallest novelty. 

boanerges. I warn you it wont be agreeable. 1 am a plain 
man, Magnus: a very plain man. 
magnus. Not at all, I assure you — 
boanerges [indignantly] I was not alluding to my per- 
sonal appearance. 

magnus [gravely] Nor was I. Do not deceive yourself, 
Mr Boanerges. You are very far from being a plain man. To 
me you have always been an Enigma. 

boanerges [surprised and enormously flattered: he cannot 
help smiling with pleasure ] Well, perhaps I am a bit of an 
enigma. Perhaps I am. 

magnus [humbly] I wish I could see through you, Mr 
Boanerges. But I have not your sort of cleverness. I can only 
ask you to be frank with me. 

boanerges [now convinced that he has the upper hand] Y ou 
mean about the crisis. Well, frank is just what I have come 
here to be. And the first thing I am going to tell you frankly 
about it is that this country has got to be governed, not by 
you, but by your ministers. 

magnus. I shall be only too grateful to them for taking a 
very difficult and thankless job oft’ my hands. 

boanerges. But it’s not on your hauds. It's on your min- 
isters’ hands. You are only a constitutional monarch. Do 
you know what they call that in Belgium ? 

magnus, An indiarubber stamp, I think. Am J right? 
boanerces. You are, King Magnus. An indiarubber 
stamp. Thats what you have got to be; and dont you forget it. 

magnus. Yes: thats what we are most of the time: both 
of us. 

boanerges [ outraged ] What do you mean ? both of us ? 
magnus. They bring us papers. We sign. You have no 
time to read them, luckily for you. But I am expected to read 
everything. I do not always agree; but I must sign: there is 
nothing else to be done. For instance, death warrants. Not 
only have I to sign the death warrants of persons who in my 
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opinion ought not to be killed; but I may not even issue 
death warrants for a great many people who in my opinion 
ought to be killed. 

BOANERGES [sarcastic] Youd like to be able to say "Off 
with bis head !” wouldnt you ? 

magnus. Many men would hardly miss their heads, there 
is so little in them. Still, killing is a serious business: at least 
the person who is to be killed is usually conceited enough to 
think so. I think that if there were a question of killing 
me— 

boanerges [grimly] There may be, someday. I have heard 
it discussed. 

magnus. Oh, quite. I have not forgotten King Charles’s 
head. Well, I hope it will be settled by a living person and 
not by an indiarubber stamp. 

boanerges. It will be settled by the Home Secretary, 
your duly constituted democratic minister. 
magnus. Another indiarubber stamp, eh ? 
boanerges. At present, perhaps. But not when I am 
Home Secretary, by Jingo! Nobody will make an india- 
rubber stamp of Bill Boanerges : take that from me. 

magnus. Of course not. Is it not curious how people 
idealize their rulers? In the old days the king — poor man! 
— was a god, and was actually called God and worshipped 
as infallible and omniscient. That was monstrous — 
boanerges. It was silly : j ust silly. 
magnus. But was it half so silly as our pretence that he is 
an indiarubber stamp? The ancient Roman emperor-god 
had not infinite wisdom, infinite knowledge, infinite power; 
but be had some: perhaps even as much as, his ministers. He 
was alive, not dead. What man has ever approached either a 
king or a minister and been able to pick him up from the 
table and use him as one picks up and uses a piece of wood 
and brass and rubber? Permanent officials of your depart- 
ment will try to pick you up and use you like that. Nineteen 
times out of twenty you will have to let them do it, because 
you cannot know everything; and even if you could you can- 
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not do everything and be everywhere. But what about the 
twentieth time? 

Boanerges. The twentieth time they will find they are 
up against Bill Boanerges, eh? 

maqnus. Precisely. The indiarubber stamp theory will 
not work, Mr. Boanerges. The old divine theory worked be- 
cause there is a divine spark in us all; and the stupidest or 
worst monarch or minister, if not wholly god, is a bit of a 
god — an attempt at a god— however little the bit and unsuc- 
cessful the attempt. But the indiarubber stamp theory breaks 
down in every real emergency, because no king or minister 
is the very least little bit like a stamp: he is a living soul. 

boanerces. A soul, eh? You kings still believe in that, I 
suppose. 

magnus, I find the word convenient: it is short and 
familiar. But if you dislike being called a soul, let us say that 
you are animate matter as distinguished from inanimate. 

boanerges [not quite liking this ] I think I’d rather you 
called me a soul, you know, if you must call me anything at 
all. I know I have too much matter about me: the doctor says 
I ought to knock off a stone or two; but there’s something 
more to me than beef. Call it a soul if you like; only not in a 
superstitious sense, if you understand me. 

magnus. Perfectly. So you see, Mr Boanerges, that 
though we have been dealing with one another for less than 
ten minutes, you have already led me into an intellectual dis- 
cussion which shews that we are something more than a pair 
of indiarubber stamps. You are up against my brains, such 
as they are. 

boanerges. And you are up against mine. 
magnus [gallantly] There can be no doubt of that. 
boanerges [grinning] Such as they are, eh? 
magnus. It is not for me to make that qualification, ex- 
cept in my own case. Besides, you have given your proofs. 
No common man could have risen as you have done. As for 
me, I am a king because I was the nephew of my uncle, and 
because my two elder brothers died. If I had been the stupid- 
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cst man in the country I should still be its king. I have not 
won my position by my merits. If I had been born as you 
were in the — in the — 

boanerges. In the gutter. Out with it. Picked up by a 
policeman at the foot of Captain Coram’s statue. Adopted 
by the policeman’s grandmother, bless her! 

magnus. Where should /have been if the policeman had 
picked m e up ? 

boanerges. Ah ! Where ?Not, mind you, thatyou mightnt 
have done pretty well for yourself. Youre no fool, Magnus: 
I will say that for you. 
magnus. You flatter me. 

boanerges. Flatter a king! Never. Not Bill Boanerges. 
magnus. Yes, yes : everybody flatters the King. But every- 
body has not your tact, and, may I say? your good nature. 

boanerges [beaming with self-satisfaction \ Perhaps not. 
Still, I am a Republican, you know. 

magnus. That is what has always surprised me. Do you 
really think that any man should have as much personal 
power as the presidents of the republican States have? Am- 
bitious kings envy them. 

boanerges. What’s that? I dont follow that. 
magnus [smiling] You cannot humbug me, Mr Boaner- 
ges. I see why you are a Republican. If the English people 
send me packing and establish a republic, no man has a 
better chance of being the first British president than you. 
boanerges [almost blushing Oh ! I dont say that. 
magnus. Come come ! You know it as well as I do. Well, 
if it happens you will have ten times more power than I 
have ever had. 

boanerges [not quite convinced] How can that be? Youre 
King. 

magnus. And what is the King? An idol set up by a group 
of plutocrats so that they can rule the country with the king 
as their scapegoat and puppet. Presidents, now, are chosen 
by the people, who always want a Strong Man to protect 
them against the rich. 
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boanerqes. Well, speaking as a bit of a Strong Man my- 
self, there may be something in that. But honestly, Magnus, 
as man to man, do you tell me youd rather be a president 
than what you are? 

magnus. By no means. You wouldnt believe me if I did; 
and you would be quite right. You see, my security is very 
comfortable. 

boanerges Security, eh? You admitted just now that 
even a modest individual like myself had given your throne 
a shake or two. 

magnus. True. You are quite right to remind me of it. 1 
know that the monarchy may come to an end at any mo- 
ment. But while the monarchy lasts — while it lasts, mark 
you — I am very secure. I escape the dreadful and demoral- 
izing drudgery of electioneering. I have no voters to please. 
Ministers come and ministers go; but I go on for ever. The 
terrible precariousness of your position — 

boanerges. What’s that?Howismy position precarious? 

magnus. The vote may go against you. Yours is a Trade 
Union seat, is it not? If the Hydro-Electric Workers Federa- 
tion throw you over, where would you be? 

boanerges [ confidently ] They wont throw me over. You 
dont know the workers, Magnus: you have never been a 
worker. 

magnus [lifts his eyebrows ] ! 

boanerges [continuing] No Icing on earth is as safe in his 
job as a Trade Union official. There is only one thing that 
can get him sacked; and that is drink. Not even that, as long 
as he doesnt actually fall down. I talk democracy to these 
men and women, I tell them that they have the vote, and 
that theirs is the kingdom and the power and the glory. I say 
to them “You are supreme : exercise your power.” They say, 
“That’s right: tell us what to do”; and I tell them. I say 
"Exercise your vote intelligently by voting for me.” And 
they do. That’s democracy; and a splendid thing it is too for 
putting the right men in the right place. 

magnus. Magnificent! I have never heard it better de- 
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scribed. You certainly have a head on you, Mr 'Boanerges. 
You should write an essay on democracy. But — 
hoaneroes. But what? 

magnus. Suppose a man with a bigger voice comes along ! 
Some fool! Some windbag! Some upstart with a platform 
trick of gulling the multitude ! 

boanerges. Youre thinking of Iky Jacobus? He is only 
a talker. [Snapping his fingers] I dont give that for him. 

magnus. I never even heard of Mr Jacobus. But why do 
you say “only a talker. "Talkers are very formidable rivals for 
popular favor. The multitude understands talk: it does not 
understand work. I mean brain work, like yours and mine. 
boanerges. That’s true. But I can talk Iky’s head off. 
magnus. Lucky man: you have all the trumps in your 
hand. But I, who cannot pretend to your gifts, am very glad 
that Iky cannot upset me as long as I am the nephew of my 
uncle. 

A young lady, dressed for walking, rushes in impetuously. 
the young lady. Papa: I cannot find the address — 
magnus [ cutting her short ] No, no, no, dear: not now. 
Go away. Dont you see that I am particularly engaged with 
the President of the Board of Trade? You must excuse my 
unruly daughter, Mr Boanerges. May I present her to you ? 
Alice, my eldest girl. Mr Boanerges, dear. 
alice. Oh! Are you the great Mr Boanerges? 
boanerges [rising in aglow of gratification] Well, I dont 
call myself that, you know. But I believe the expression is in 
use, as you might say. I am very pleased indeed to make the 
acquaintance of the Princess Royal. 

They shake hands. 

alice. Why do you wear such awful clothes, Mr Boa- 
nerges? 

magnus [j remonstrating •] My dear — ! 
alice [ continuing ] I cant go out walking with you in that 
[pointing to his blouse ]. 

boanerges. The uniform of Labor, your Royal High- 
ness. I’m proud of it. 
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Alice. Oh yes, 1 know all that, Mr Boanerges. But you 
dont look the part, you know. Anyone can see that you be- 
long naturally to the governing class. 

boanerges [struck by this view] In a way, perhaps. But I 
have earned my bread by my hands. Not as a laborer, though. 

I am a skilled mechanic, or was until my country called on 
me to lead it. 

magnus [to Alice] Well, my dear, you have broken up a 
most interesting conversation, and to me a most instructive 
one. It’s no use our trying to go on, Mr Boanerges: I must 
go and find what my daughter wants, though I strongly sus- 
pect that what she really came in for was to see my wonder- 
ful new minister. We shall meet again presently: you know 
that the Prime Minister is calling on me today with some of 
his colleagues — including, I hope, yourself— to discuss the 
crisis. [ Taking Alice's arm and turning towards the door ] You 
will excuse us, wont you ? 

boanerges [graciously] Oh, thats all right. Thats quite 
all right. 

The Kingand the Princess goout,apparcntIymuchplcased. 
boanerges f to Senrpronius and Pamphiiius comprehen- 
sively] Well, say what you will, the King is no fool. Not 
when you know how to handle him. 

pamphilius. Of course, that makes all the difference. 
boanerges. And the girl hasnt been spoilt. I was glad to 
see that. She doesnt seem to know that she is the Princess 
Royal, eh? 

sempronius. Well, she wouldnt dream of giving herself 
any airs with you. 

boanerges. What! Isnt she always like that? 
sempronius. Oh no. It’s not everybody who is received 
as you have been. I hope you have enjoyed your visit. 

boanerges. Well, I pulled Magnus through it pretty 
well : eh ? Dont you think so ? 

sempronius. He was pleased. You have a way with you, 
Mr President. 

boanerges. Well, perhaps I have, perhaps I have. 
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A bevy of six Cabinet Ministers, resplendent in diplomatic 
uniforms, enters. Proteus the Prime Minister has on his left, 
Pliny, Chancellor of the Exchequer, goodhumored and concilia- 
tory, and Nicobar, Foreign Secretary, snaky and censorious. On 
his right Crassus, Colonial Secretary, elderly and anxious, and 
Balbus, Home Secretary, rude and thoughtless. 

balbus. Holy snakes ! look at Bill. [To Boanerges ] Go 
home and dress yourself properly, man. 
nicobar. Where do you think you are? 
crassus. Who do you think you are? 
puny [fingering the blouse ] Where did you buy it. Bill ? 
boanerces [turning on them like a baited bear] Well, 
if you come to that, who do you think you are, the lot 
of you? 

proteus f conciliatory ] Never mind them, Bill: theyre 
jealous because they didnt think of it themselves. How did 
you get on with the King? 

boanerc.es. Right as rain, Joe. You leave the king to me. 
I know how to handle him. If I’d been in the Cabinet these 
last three months there’d have been no crisis. 
nicobar. He put you through it, did he? 

Boanerges. What do you mean? put me through it? Is 
this a police office? 

pliny. The third degree is not unknown in this palace, 
my boy. [To Pamphilius ] Did the matron take a hand? 

pamphilius. No. But the Princess Alice happened to 
drop in. She was greatly impressed by the President. 

They all laugh uproariously at Boanerges. 

Boanerges. What in hell are you laughing at? 
proteus. Take no notice of them, Bill: they are only 
having their bit of fun with you as a new comer. Come, lads! 
enough of fooling: lets get to business. [He takes the chair 
vacated by the King], 

Sempronius and Pamphilius at once rise and go out busily, 
taking some of their papers with them. Pliny takes Boanerges' 
chair, Balbusthatof Sempronius, Boanerges thatof Pamphilius, 
whilst Nicobar and Crassus take chairs from the wall and sit 
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down at the ends of the writing tables., left and right of the Prime 
Minister respectively. 

proteus. Now to start with) do you chaps all fully realize 
that though we wiped out every other party at the last elec- 
tion, and have been in power for the last three years, this 
country has been governed during that time by the King? 

ntcobar. I dontsee that. We — 

protf.us [impatiently] Well, if you dont, then for Hea- 
ven’s sake either resign and get out of the way of men who 
can see facts and look them in the face, or else take my job 
and lead the party yourself. 

ntcobar. The worst of you is that you wont face the fact 
that though youre Prime Minister youre not God Almighty. 
The king cant do anything except what we advise him to do. 
How can he govern the country if we have all the power and 
he has none? 

boanerges. Donttalksilly,Niclc.Thisindiarubberstamp 
theory doesnt work. What man has ever approached a king 
or a minister and been able to pick him up from the table 
and use him as youd use a bit of wood and brass and rubber? 
The king’s a live man; and what more are you, with your 
blessed advice? 

Pliny. Hullo, Bill ! You have been having your mind im- 
proved by somebody. 

boanerges. What do you mean? Isnt it what I have al- 
ways said? 

proteus [whose nerves are on edge] Oh, will you stop 
squabbling. What are we going to say to the king when he 
comes in ? If you will only hold together and say the same 
thing— or let me say it — he must give way. But he is as art- 
ful as the very devil. He’ll have a pin to stick into the seat of 
every man of you. If you all start quarrelling and scolding 
and bawling, which is just what he wants you to do, it will 
end in his having his own way as usual, because one man 
that has a mind and knows it can always beat ten men who 
havnt and dont. 

pliny. Steady, Prime Minister. Youre overwrought. 
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proteus. It’s enough to drive a man mad. I am sorry. 
pltnv [changing the subject ] Where’s Mandy ? 
nicobar. And Lizzie ? 

proteus. Late as usual. Come! Business, business, busi- 
ness. 

boanerges [thunderously] Order order! 
proteus. The King is working the Press against us. The 
King is making speeches. Things have come to a head. He 
said yesterday on the opening of the new Chamber of Com- 
merce building that theking’s veto is the only remaining 
defence of the people against corrupt legislation. 

boanerges. So it is, by Jingo. What other defence is 
there? Democracy? Yah! We know what Democracy is 
worth. What we need is a Strong Man. 
nicobar [sneering] Yourself) for instance. 
boanerges. I should stand a better chance than you, my 
lad, if we were a Republic, and the people could choose. And 
let me tell you that a republican president has more power 
than a king because the people know that they need a Strong 
Man to protect them against the rich. 

proteus [flinging himself back in his chair in desperation] 
This is a nice thing. Two Labor papers have leading articles 
this morning supporting the King; and the latest addition 
to the Cabinet here is a King’s man. I resign. 

General consternation except on the part of Nicobar, who dis- 
plays cheerful unconcern, and'of Boanerges, who squares himself 
with an iron face. 

puny. No: dont do that, Joe. 
balbus. • What! Now! You cant. You mustnt. 
crassus. Of course not. Out of the question. 
proteus. No use. [Rising] I resign, I tell you. You can all 
go to the devil. I have lost my health, and almost lost my 
reason, trying to keep this Cabinet together in the face of 
the cunningest enemy popular government has ever had to 
face. I have had enough of it, [Sitting down again] I resign. 

crassus. But not at such a moment as this. Dont let us 
swop horses when crossing a stream. 
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nicobar. Why not, if the horse you have got is subject to 
hysterics? 

boanerge s. Not to mention that you may have more than 
one horse at your disposal. 

proteus. Right you are. Perfectly true. Take my job, 
Nick. It’s vacant for you, Bill. I wish you joy of it. 

puny. Now boys, boys, boys; be good. We cant make a 
new Cabinet before Magnus comes in. You have something 
in your pocket, Joe. Out with it. Read it to them. 

proteus [taking a paper from his pocket] What I was going 
to propose — and you can take it or leave it — is an ultimatum. 
crassus. Good! 

proteus. Either he signs this, or — [he pauses signifi- 
cantly]] 

nicobar. Or what? 

proteus [disgusted] Oh, you make me sick. 
nicobar. Youre sick already, by your own account. I 
only ask, suppose he refuses to sign your ultimatum? 

proteus. You call yourself a Cabinet Minister, and you 
cant answer that! 

nicobar. No I cant. I press my question. You said he 
must sign, OR. I ask, or what? 

proteus. Or we resign and tell the country that we cant 
carry on the King’s Government under conditions which 
destroy our responsibility. 

balbus. Thatll do it. He couldnt face that. 
crassus. Yes: thatll bunker him. 
proteus. Is that agreed? 

PLINY. 1 

crassus. | Yes, yes, yes, 'greed ’greed ’greed. 
balbus. J 

boanerges. I retain an open mind. Let us hear the ulti- 
matum. 

nicobar. Yes : lets hear it. 

proteus. Memorandum of understanding arrived at — 
The king enters , with Amanda , Postmistress General , a 
merry lady in uniform like the men , on his left, and Lysistrata, 

250 



THE APPLE CART 

Powermistress General , a grave lady in academic robes , on his 
right. All rise. The Prime Minister' s face darkens. 

magnus. Welcome, gentlemen. I hope I am not too early. 
[Noting the Prime Minister’s scowl ] Am I intruding? 

proteus. I protest. It is intolerable. I call a conference of 
my Cabinet to consider our position in regard to the pre- 
rogative; and I find the two lady members, the Postmistress 
General and the Powermistress General, closeted with your 
majesty instead of being in their places to confer with me. 
lysistrata. You mind your own business, Joe. 
magnus. Oh no: really, really, my dear Lysistrata, you 
must not take that line. Our business is to meddle in every- 
body’s business. A Prime Minister is a busybody by profes- 
sion. So is a monarch. So are we all. 

lysistrata. Well, they say everybody’s business is no- 
body's business, which is just what Joe is fit for. [She takes a 
chair from the wall with a powerful hand , and swings it for- 
ward to the inside corner of Sempronius’ s table , where she stands 
waitingfor the King to sit down}. 

proteus. This is what I have to put up with when I am 
on the verge of a nervous breakdown [he sits down distractedly, 
and buries his face in his hands], 

amanda [going to him and petting him] Come, Joe! dont 
make a scene. You asked for it, you know. 

nicobar. What do you go provoking Lizzie for like that ? 
You know she has a temper, 

lysistrata. There is nothing whatever wrong with my 
temper. But I am not going to stand any of Joe’s nonsense; 
and the sooner he makes up his mind to that the smoother 
our proceedings are likely to be. 

boanerges. I protest. I say, let us be dignified. I say, let 
us respect ourselves and respect the throne. All this Joe and 
Bill and Nick and Lizzie : we might as well be hobnobbing in 
a fried fish shop. The Prime Minister is the prime minister: 
he isnt Joe. The Powermistress isnt Lizzie: she’s Lysis 
Traitor. 

lysistrata [who has evidently been a schoolmistress] Cer- 
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tainly not, Bill. She is I -y Strata. You had better say Lizzie: 
it is easier to pronounce. 

Boanerges [scornfully j 1 .y Sistrata ! A more foolish affec- 
tation I never heard: you might as well call me Bo Anner- 
jeeze [he flings himself into his chair]. 

magnu s [sweetly] Shall we sit, ladies and gentlemen? 
Boanerges hastily rises and sits down again. The King sits in 
Pliny's chair. Ly sistrata and the rest of the men resume their 
seats , leaving Pliny and Amanda standing. Amanda takes an 
empty chair in each hand and plants them side by side between 
the King and the table of Pamphilius. 

amanda. There you are, Plin. [We sits next the table]. 
puny. Ta ta, Mandy. Pardon me: I should have said 
Amanda. [He sits next the King]. 
amanda. Dont mention it, darling. 
boaneroes. Order, order! 
amanda [ waves him a 4m | ! ! 

maonus. Prime Minister: the word is with you. Why 
have you all simultaneously given me the great pleasure of 
exercising your constitutional right of access to the sove- 
reign? 

lysistrata. Have I that right, sir; or havnt I ? 
maonus. Most undoubtedly you have. 
lysistrata. You hear that, Joe ? 

PROTEUS. I 

bai.bus. Oh for Heaven’s sake dont contradict her, Joe. 
We shall never get anywhere at this rate. Come to the crisis. 
NICOBAR. 1 Yes yes: the crisis! 

crassus. Hi together J Yes yes; come along! 

Pliny. J The crisis : out with, it ! 

balbus. The ultimatum. Lets have the ultimatum. 
magnus. Oh, there is an ultimatum! I gathered from 
yesterday’s evening papers that there is a crisis — another 
crisis. But the ultimatum is new to me. [To Proteus] Have 
you an ultimatum? 

proteus. Your Majesty’s allusion to the royal veto in a 
speech yesterday has brought matters to a head. 
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Magnus. It was perhaps indelicate. But you all allude so 
freely to your owa powers — to the supremacy of Parliament 
and the voice of the people and so forth — that I fear I have 
lost any little delicacy I ever possessed. If you may flourish 
your thunderbolts why may I not shoulder my little popgun 
of a veto and strut up and down with it for a moment? 
nicobar. This is not a subj ect for jesting — 
magnus [interrupting him quickly ] I am not jesting, Mr 
Nicobar. But I am certainly trying to discuss our differences 
in a goodhumored manner. Do you wish me to lose my tem- 
per and make scenes ? 

Amanda. Oh please no, your Majesty. We get enough of 
that from Joe. 

PROTEUS. I pro — 

Magnus j/lw hand persuasively on the Prime Minister's 
arm] Take care, Prime Minister: take care: do not let your 
wily Postmistress General provoke you to supply the evi- 
dence against yourself. 

All the rest laugh. 

Proteus [coolly] I thank your Majesty for the caution. 
The Postmistress General has never forgiven me for not 
making her First Lady of the Admiralty. She has three 
nephews in the navy. 

amanda. Oh you — [She swallows the epithet , and con- 
tents herself with shaking her fist at the Premier ]. 

magnus. Tch-tch-tchl Gently, Amanda, gently. Three 
very promising lads: they do you credit. 

amanda. I never wanted them to go to sea. I could have 
found them better jobs in the Post Office. 

magnus. Apart from Amanda’s family relations, am I 
face to face with a united Cabinet? 

pliny. No, sir. You are face to face with a squabbling 
Cabinet; but, on the constitutional question, united we 
stand: divided we fall. 

BALBUS.Thatisso. 

Nicobar. Hear hear ! 

magnus. What is the constitutional question? Do you 
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deny the royal veto? or do you object only to my reminding 
my subjects of its existence? 

nxcobar. What we say is that the king has no right to re- 
mind his subjects of anything constitutional except by the 
advice of the Prime Minister, and in words which he has 
read and approved. 

maonus. Which Prime Minister? There are so many of 
them in the Cabinet. 

boanerges. There! Serves you all right! Arnt you 
ashamed of yourselves? But I am not surprised, Joseph Pro- 
teus, I own I like a Prime Minister that knows how to be a 
Prime Minister. Why do you let them take the word out of 
your mouth every time? 

puoteus. If His Majesty wants a Cabinet of dumb dogs 
he will not get it from my party. 

balbus. Hear hear, Joe! 

maonus. llcaven forbid! The variety of opinion in the 
Cabinet is always most instructive and interesting. Who is 
to be its spokesman today ? 

proteus. I know your Majesty’s opinion of me; but let -■ 

magnus \kJore he can proceed] Let me state it quite 
frankly. My opinion of you is that no man knows bet ter than 
you when to speak and when to let others speak for you; 
when to make scenes and threaten resignation; and when to 
be as cool as a cucumber. 

puoteus [not altogether displeased] Well, sir, I hope I am 
not such a fool as some fools think me. I may not always 
keep my temper. You would not be surprised at that if you 
knew how much temper I have to keep. [He straightens tip 
and becomes impressively eloquent]. At this moment my cue is 
to shew you, not my own temper, but the temper of my Cabi- 
net. What the Foreign Secretary and the Chancellor of the 
Exchequer and the Home Secretary have told you is true, If 
we are to carry on your government we cannot have you 
making speeches that express your own opinions and not 
ours, We cannot have you implying that everything that is 
of any value in our legislation is your doing and not ours. 
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We cannot have you felling people that their only safeguard 

against the political encroachments of big business whilst 

wc are doing nothing but bungling and squabbling is your 

power of veto. It has got to stop, once for all. 

balbus. j u . . 

1 Hear hear! 

NICOBAR. J 

proteus. Is that clear? 


magnus. Far clearer than I have ever dared to make it, 
Mr Proteus. Except, by the way, on one point. When you 
say that all this of which you complain must cease once for 
all, do you mean that henceforth I am to agree with you or 
you with me? 

proteus. I mean that when you disagree with us you are 
to keep your disagreement to yourself. 

magnus. That would be a very heavy responsibility for 
me. If I see you leading the nation over the edge of a preci- 
pice may l not warn it? 

balbus. 1 1 is our business to warn it, not yours. 
magnus. Suppose you dont do your business! Suppose 
you dont sec the danger! That has happened. It may happen 
again. 

crassu s [insinuating As democrats, I think we are bound 
to proceed on the assumption that such a thing cannot 
happen. 

Boanerges. Rot! It’s happening all the time until some- 
body has the gumption to put his foot down and stop it. 
crassus. Yes: I know. But that is not democracy. 
Boanerges. Democracy be — [he leaves the word un- 
spoken] 1 . I have thirty years experience of democracy. So 
have most of you. I say no more. 

balbus. Wages are too high, if you ask me. Anybody can 
earn from five to twenty pounds a week now, and a big dole 
when there is no job for him. And what Englishman will 
give his mind to politics as long as he can afford to keep a 
motor car? 


nicobar. How many voted at thelast election ? Not seven 
per cent of the register. 
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balbus. Yes; and the seven percent were only a parcel of 
sillies playing at ins and outs. To make democracy work in 
Crassus’s way wc need poverty and hardship. 

proteus [emphatically] And wc have abolished poverty 
and hardship. That is why the people trust us. [To the King] 
And that is why you will have to give way to us. We have the 
people of England in comfort- solid middle class comfort 
— at our backs. 

magnus. No: we have not abolished poverty and hard- 
ship. Our big business men have abolished them. But how? 
By sending our capital abroad to places where poverty and 
hardship still exist: in other words, where labor is cheap. 
We live in comfort on the imported profits of that capital. 
We are all ladies and gentlemen now. 

ntcouar. Well, what more do you want ? 
pi.inv. You surely dont grudge us our wonderful pros- 
perity, sir. 

MAGNUS. 1 want it to last, 

Nicobar. Why shouldnt it last? [Rising] Own the truth. 
You hod rather have the people poor, and pose as their cham- 
pion and savior, than have to admit that the people arc better 
off under our government — under our squabbling and 
bungling, as you call it. 

magnus. No: it was the Prime Minister who used those 
expressions. 

nicobar. Dont quibble: he was quoting them from your 
reptile press. What 1 say is that westand for high wages, and 
you are always belittling and opposing the men that pay 
them. Well, the voters like high wages. They know when 
they are well off; and they dont know what you are grum- 
bling about; and thats what will beat you every time you try 
to stir them against us [he resumes his seat], 

puny. There is no need to rub it in like that, Nick. We’re 
all good friends. Nobody objects to prosperity. 
magnus. You think this prosperity is safe? 
nicobar. Safe! 
pliny. Oh come, sir! Really! 
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halbus. Safe! Look at iny constituency: Northeast-by- 
north Birmingham, with its four square miles of confection- 
ery works ! Do you know that in the Christmas cracker trade 
Birmingham is the workshop of the world? 

ckassus. Take Gateshead and Middlesborough alone! 
Do you know that there has not been a day’s unemployment 
there for five years past, and that their daily output of choco- 
late creams totals up to twenty thousand tons? 

magnus. It is certainly a consoling thought that if we 
were peacefully blockaded by the League of Nations we 
could live for at least three weeks on our chocolate creams. 

nicobar. You neednt sneer at the sweets: we turn out 
plenty of solid stuff. Where will you find the equal of the 
English golf club? 

bai.uus. Look at the potteries: the new crown Derby! 
the new Chelsea! Look at the tapestries! Why, Greenwich 
Goblin has chased the French stuff out of the market. 

cras.su s. Dont forget our racing motor boats and cars, 
sir: the finest on earth, and all individually designed. No 
cheap mass production stuff there. 

im.inv. And our live stockl Can you beat the English polo 
pony? 

amanda. Or the English parlormaid? She wins in all the 
international beauty shows. 

Pliny. Now Mandy, M andy ! None of your triviality. 
magnus. I am not sure that the British parlormaid is not 
the only real asset in your balance sheet. 

amanda [triumphant] Aha! [To Pliny] You go home to 
bed and reflect on that, old man. 

proteus. Well, sir? Are you satisfied that we have the 
best paid proletariat in the world on our side? 
magnus L gravely] I dread revolution. 

All except the two women laugh uproariously at this. 
boanerges. I must join them there, sir. I am as much 
against chocolate creams as you are: they never agree with 
me. But a revolution in England ! ! ! Put that out of your head 
sir. Not if you were to tear up Magna Carta in Trafalgar 
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Square, and light the tires of SmithfieUl to hurn every mem- 
ber of the I louse of Commons. 

magnos. 1 was not thinking of a revolution in Kngland. 

I was thinking of the countries on whose tribute we are liv- 
ing. Suppose it occurs to them to stop paying it! That has 
happened before. 

pliny. Oh no, sir: no, no, no. What would become of 
their foreign trade with us ? 

magnus. At a pinch, I think they could do without the 
Christmas crackers. 

crassus. Oh, thats childish. 

magnus. Children in their innocence are sometimes very 
practical, Mr Colonial Secretary. The more 1 see of the sort 
of prosperity that comes of your leaving our vital industries 
to big business men as long as they keep your constituents 
quiet with high wages, the more I feel as if l were sitting on 
a volcano. 

i. ys is'j'r ata [who has been listening with implacable con- 
tempt to the discussion , suddenly breaks in in a sepulchral con- 
tralto] Hear hear! My department was perfectly able and 
ready to deal with the supply of power from the titles in the 
north of Scotland, and you gave it away, like t lie boohs you 
arc, to the Pentland Forth Syndicate: a gang of foreign 
capitalists who will make billions out of it at the people's 
expense while we are bungling and squabbling. Crassus 
worked that. His uncle is chairman. 

crassus. A lie. A flat lie. He is not related to me. He is 
only my stepson’s father-in-law. 

balbus. I demand an explanation of the words bungling 
and squabbling, We have had quite enough of them here to- 
day. Who are you getting at? It was not I who bungled the 
Factory Bill. I found it on my desk when I took office, with 
all His Maj esty’s suggestions in the m argin ; and you know i t. 

proteus. Have you all done playing straight into His 
Majesty’s hand, and making my situation here impossible? 

Guilty silence. 

proteus [proceeding deliberately and authoritatively ] The 
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question before us is not one of our manners and our abilities. 
His Majesty will not press that question, because if he did 
he would oblige us to raise the question of his own morals. 
magnus [starts] What! 
baldus. Good, Joe! 

crassus [aside to Amanda | Thats got him. 
magnus. Am I to take that threat seriously, Mr Proteus ? 
Proteus. If you try to prejudice what is a purely consti- 
tutional question by personal scandal, it will be easy enough 
for us to throw your mud back. In this conflict we are the 
challengers. You have the choice of weapons. If you choose 
scandal, we’ll take you on at that. Personally I shall deplore 
it if you do. No good will come of washing our dirty linen in 
public. But dont make any mistake as to what will happen. I 
will be plain with you: I will dot the Is and cross the Ts. You 
will say that Crassus is a jobber. 
crassus [springing up] I— 

protp.us [fiercely crushing him] Sit down. Leave this tome. 
crassus [sits 1 1 ajobbcr'.Well! 

PROTEUS [continuing] You will say that I should never 
have given the Home Office to a bully like BaJbus — 

balbus [intimidated by the fate of Crassus, but unable to 
forbear a protest] Look here, Joe — 

proteus. You shut up, Bert. Jt’s true. 
balbus [subsides with a shrug)}. 
proteus. Well, what will happen ? There will be no de- 
nials, no excuses, no vindications. We shall not fall into that 
trap, clever as you are at setting it. Crassus will say just 
simply that you are a freethinker. And Balbus will say that 
you are a libertine. 

the male cabinet [below their breaths] Aha-a-ara-h!!! 
proteus. Now, King Magnus! Our cards are on the 
table. What have you to say? 

magnus. Admirably put! People ask how it is that with 
all these strong characters around you hold your own as the 
only possible Prime Minister, in spite of your hysterics and 
tantrums, your secretiveness and your appalling laziness — 
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ii Liuis [delighted] Hear hear! Youre getting it nmv, 
Joe. 

maun us [continuing] But when the decisive moment 
comes, they find out what a wonderful man you are. 

proteus. 1 a in not a wonderful man. There is not a man or 
woman here whose job l could do as well as they do it. 1 am 
Prime Minister for the same reason that all Prime Ministers 
have been Prime Ministers: because [ am good for nothing 
else. But I can keep to the point — when it suits me. And I 
can keep you to the point, sir, whether it suits you or not, 
magnus. At all events you do not flatter kings. One of 
them, at least, is grateful to you for that. 

proteus. Kings, as you and I very well know, rule their 
ministers by flattering them; and now that you are the only 
king left in the civilized half of Europe Nature seems to have 
concentrated in you all the genius for flattery that she used 
to have to divide between half a dozen kings, three emperors, 
and a Sultan. 

magnus. But what interest has a king in flattering a sub- 
ject? 

amanoa. Suppose she’s a goodlooking woman, sir! 
NteoiiAR. Suppose ho has a lot of money, and the king's 
hard up! 

proteus. Suppose he is a Prime Minister, and you can 
do nothing except by his advice. 

magnus [smiling with his utmost charm] Alt, there you 
have hit the nail on the head. Well, I suppose I must sur- 
render. I am beaten. You are all too clever for me. 
boanerges. Well, nothing can be fairer than that. 
puny [rubbing his hands j You are a gentleman, sir. We 
shant rub it in, you know. 

balbus. Ever the best of friends. I am the last to kick a 
man when he’s down. 

crassus. I may be a jobber; but nobody shall say that I 
am an ungenerous opponent. 

boanerges [ suddenly overwhelmed with emotion, rises and 
begins singing in stentorian tones] 

260 



THE APPLE CART 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 

And never brought to mind — 

Amanda bursts into uncontrollable laughter. The King looks 
reproachfully at her, strugglinghard to keep his countenance. The 
others are beginning to join in the chorus when Proteus rises in a 
fury. 

proteus. Are you all drunk? 

Dead silence. Boanerges sits down hastily. The other singers 
pretend that they have disapproved of his minstrelsy. 

proteus. You are at present engaged in a tug of war with 
the King: the tug of your lives. You think you have won. 
You havnt. All that has happened is that the King has let go 
the rope. You are sprawling on your backs; and he is laugh- 
ing at you. Look at him ! [He sits down contemptuous! y\. 

magnu s [making nofurlherattempttoconcealhisrnemmcnt ] 
Come to my rescue, Amanda. It was you who set me off. 

amanda f wreathed with smiles] You got me so nicely, sir. 
[To Boanerges \ Bill: you arc a great boob. 

BOANERGES. I dont understand this. I understood His 
Majesty to give way to us in, I must say, the handsomest 
manner. Cant we take our victory like gentlemen ? 

magnus. Perhaps 1 had better explain. I quite appreciate 
the frank and magnanimous spirit — may I say the English 
spirit?— in which my little concession has been received, es- 
pecially by you, Mr Boanerges. But in truth it leaves matters 
just where they were; for I should never have dreamt of en- 
tering on a campaign of recrimination such as the Prime 
Minister suggested. As he has reminded you, my own char- 
acter is far too vulnerable. A king is not allowed the luxury 
of a good character. Our country has produced millions of 
blameless greengrocers, but not one blameless monarch. I 
have to rule over more religious sects than I can count. To 
rule them impartially I must not belong to any of them; and 
they all regard people who do not belong to them as atheists, 
My court includes several perfectly respectable wives and 
mothers whose strange vanity it is to be talked about as 
abandoned females. 'To gain the reputation of being the 
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king’s mistress they would do almost anything except give 
the unfortunate monarch the pleasure ofsuhstantiating their 
claim. Side by side with them are the ladies who are really 
unscrupulous. They are so careful of their reputations that 
they lose no opportunity of indignantly denying that they 
have ever yielded to solicitations which have in fact never 
been made to them. Thus every king is supposed to be a 
libertine; and as, oddly enough, he owes a great part of his 
popularity to this belief, he cannot deny it without deeply 
disappointing his subjects. 

Then is a rather grim silence, during which the King looks 
round in min for some encouraging response. 

lysistrata [severely] Your Majesty’s private affairs do 
not concern us, in any case. 

amanda f splutters into an irrepressible !atigh\\\ 
maonus [looks reproachfully at Amanda ] ! 
amanda [composing her features as best sheenn] Excuse me. 
cRASStifl. T hope your Majesty recognizes that kings are 
not the only people to whom certain sorts of mud always. slick, 
no matter what fool throws them. Call a minister a jobber 
tiAMtus. Or a bungler. 

crassus. Yes, or a bungler, and everybody believes it. 
Jobbery and incompetence are the two sorts of mud that 
stick to us, no matter how honest or capable wc arc; and wc 
havnt the royal advantage that you enjoy, that the more the 
ladies take away your character the better the people like 
you. 

Boanerges [suddenly] Prime Minister; will you tell me 
what the Postmistress General is sniggering at? 

amanda. This is a free country, Bill. A sense of humor is 
not a crime. And when the King is not setting me off, you are. 
boanerqes. Where is the joke? I dont see it. 
amanda. If you could see a joke, Bill, you wouldnt be the 
great popular orator you are. 

boanerges. Thank Heaven, I am not a silly giggler like 
some I could mention. 

amanda. Thanks, dearest Bill. Now Joe; dont you think 
262 



THE APPLE CART 

you have let us run loose long enough? What about that 
ultimatum ? 

magnus [shaking his head ather \ Traitor! 

Proteus. 1 am in no hurry, His Majesty’s speeches are 
very wise and interesting; and your back chat amuses both 
you and him. But the ultimatum is here all the time; and I 
shall not leave this room until I have His Majesty’s signed 
pledge that its conditions will be observed. 

All become gravely attentive. 
magnus. What are its terms? 
proteus. First, no more royal speeches. 
magnus. What! Not even if you dictate them? 
proteus. Not even if we dictate them. Your Majesty has 
a way of unrolling the manuscript and winking — 
magnus. Winking! 

proteus. You know what I mean. The best speech in 
the world can be read in such a way as to set the audience 
laughing at it. We have had enough of that. So, in future, no 
speeches. 

magnus. A dumb king? 

proteus. Of course we cannot object to such speeches as 
“We declare this foundation stone well and truly laid” and 
so forth. But politically, yes: a dumb king. 
puny [to soften it ] A constitutional king. 
proteus [ implacably J A dumb king. 
magnus. Hm ! What next ? 

proteus. The working of the Press from the palace back 
stairs must cease. 

magnus. You know that I have no control of the Press. 
The Press is in the hands of men much richer than I, who 
would not insert a single paragraph against their own in- 
terests even if it were signed by my own hand and sent to 
them with a royal command. 

proteus. We know that. But though these men are richer 
than you, they are not cleverer, They get amusing articles, 
spiced with exclusive backstairs information, that don t seem 
to them to have anything to do with politics. The next thing 
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they know is that their petshares have dropped fi fteen points; 
that capital is frightened oil' their best prospectuses; and 
that some of the best measures in our party program arc 
made to look like eity jobs. 

magnus. Am I supposed to write these articles? 
nicobar. Your man Sempronius does. I can spot his fist 
out of fifty columns. 

crassus. So can I. When he is getting at me he always 
begins the sentence with “Singularly enough.” 

pltny [chuckling] Thats his trademark. “Singularly 
enough.” Ha! ha! 

magnus. Is there to be any restriction on the other side? I 
have noticedj for instance, that in a certain newspaper which 
loses no opportunity of disparaging the throne, the last sen- 
tence of the leading article almost invariably begins with the 
words “Once for all.” Whose trademark is that? 
protkus. Mine. 
magnus. Frank, Mr Proteus. 

protkus. 1 know when to be frank. 1 learnt the trick from 
Your Majesty. 

am an da | tries not to hiugh\\ 

magnus [gently reproachful | Amanda: what is the joke 
now? I am surprised at you, 

amanua. Joe frank! When I want to find out what he is 
up to 1 have to come and ask your Majesty. 

lysistrata. That is perfectly true. In this Cabinet there is 
no such thing as a policy. Every man plays for his own hand. 
nicobar. It’s like a game of cards. 
bai.bus. Only there are no partners. 
lysistrata. Except Crassus and Nicobar. 
pliny. Good, Lizzie ! He ! he ! he ! 
nicobar. What do you mean? 
lysistrata. You know quite well what I mean. When 
will you learn, Nicobar, that it is no use trying to browbeat 
me, I began life as a schoolmistress; and I can browbeat any 
man in this Cabinet or out of it if he is fool enough to try to 
compete with me in that department. 
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nOANRUGES, Order! order! Cannot the Prime Minister 
check, these unseemly personalities? 

proteus. They give me time to think, Bill. When you 
have had as much parliamentary experience as I have you 
will be very glad of an interruption occasionally. May I pro- 
ceed? 

Silence. 

proteus, His Majesty asks whether the restriction on 
press campaigning is to be entirely onesided. That, I take it, 
sir, is your question. 

Magnus [noris assent ] ! 

proteus. The answer is in the affirmative. 

balbus. Good! 

magnus. Anything more? 

proteus. Yes: one thing more. The veto must not be 
mentioned again. That can apply to both sides, if you like. 
The veto is dead. 

magnus. May wc not make a historical reference to the 
corpse? 

proteus. No. I cannot carry on the King’s government 
unless 1 can give pledges and carry them out. What is my 
pledge worth if our constituents arc reminded every day that 
the King may veto anything that Parliament does? Do you 
expect me to say, when I am asked for a pledge, “You must 
ask the King”? 

magnus. I have to say "You must ask the Prime Min- 
ister.” 

pliny f consolinghim] Thats the constitution, you know. 

magnus. Quite. I only mention it to shew that the Prime 
Minister does not really wish to kill the veto. He only wishes 
to move it to next door. 

proteus. The people live next door. The name on the 
brass plate is Public Opinion. 

magnus [gravely] Admirably turned, Mr Prime Min- 
ister; but unreal. I am far more subject to public opinion 
than you, because, thanks to the general belief in democracy, 
you can always pretend that what you do is done by the will of 
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the people, who, God knows, never dreamt of ir, and would 
not have understood it if they had; whereas, for what a king 
docs, he, and he alone, is held responsible. A demagogue 
may steal a horse where a king dare not look over a hedge. 

lysistrata. 1 doubt if that is any longer true, sir. 1 know 
that T get blamed for everything that goes wrong in my de- 
partment. 

magnus. Ah! But what a despot you are, Lysistrata 1 
Granted, however, that the people have found out long ago 
that democracy is humbug, and that instead of establishing 
responsible government it has abolished it, do you not see 
what this means ? 

boanerges [scandalized] Steady, steady ! I cannot sit here 
and listen to such a word as humbug being applied to de- 
mocracy. I am sorry, sir ; but with all respect for you, I really 
must draw the line at that. 

magnus. You are right, Mr Boanerges, as you always 
arc. Democracy is a very real thing, with much less hum bug 
about it than many older institutions. Until means, not that 
the people govern, but that the responsibility and the veto 
now belong neither to kings nor demagogues as such, but to 
whoever is clever enough to get t hem. 

lysistrata. Yourself, sir, for example? 

magnus. 1 think I am in the running. That is why I do 
not feel bound to accept this ultimatum. By signing it I put 
myself out of the running. Why should I ? 

balbus. Because youre the king: thats why. 

magnus. Does it follow? 

proteus. If two men ride the same horse, one must ride 
behind. 

lysistrata. Which ? 

proteus [turning to her sharply] What was that you said ? 

lysistrata [ withplacid hut formidable obstinacy and ironi- 
cal explicitness ] I said Which ? You said that if two men rode 
the same horse one of them must ride behind. I said Which? 
[Explanatorily] Which man must ride behind? 

AMANDA.' Got it, Joe? 

266 



THE APPLE CART 

Proteus. That is exactly the question that has to be set- 
tled here and now. 

amanda. "Once for all.” 

Everybody laughs except Proteus , who rises in a Jury. 
proteus. 1 will not stand this perpetual tomfooling. I 
had rather be a dog than the Prime Minister of a country 
where the only things the inhabitants can be serious about are 
football and refreshments. Lick the king’s boots: that is all 
you are fit for. [He dashes out oj the room]. 

balbus. Youve done it now, Mandy. I hope youre proud 
of yourself. 

magnus. It is you, Amanda, who should go and coax 
him back. But I suppose I must do it myself, as usual. Ex- 
cuse me, ladies and gentlemen. 

He rises. The rest rise. He goes out. 

Boanerges. I told you. I told you what would come of 
conducting a conference with His Majesty as if it were a 
smoking concert. I am disgusted. [He flings himself back into 
his chair]. 

BAMWR, Wc’djust cornered thcold fox; and then Amanda 
must have her silly laugh and lets him out of it [he sits]. 

Nicobar. What arc we to do now? thats what I want to 
know. 

amanda [incorrigible] I suggest r little community sing- 
ing [she makes conductorlike gestures]. 

nicobar. Yah ! 1 [he sits down very sulkily], 
amanda [sits down with a little splutter of laughter ] ! 
crassus [ thoughtful] Take it easy, friends. Joe knows 
what he is about. 

lysistrata. Of course he does. I can excuse you, Bill, be- 
cause it’s your first day in the Cabinet. But if the rest of you 
havnt found out by this time that Joe’s rages are invariably 
calculated, then nothing will ever teach you anything [she 
sits down contemptuously]. 

boanerges [in his grandest manner] Well, madam, I know 
I am a newcomer: everything must have a beginning. I am 
open to argument and conviction. The Prime Minister 
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brought this conference, in what I admit was u very able and 
resolute manner, to the verge of a decision. Then, in a lit of 
childish temper he breaks up the conference, leaving us 
looking like fools with nothing clone. And ) ou tell me he did 
it on purpose! Where was the advantage to him in such a 
display? answer me that. 

lysistrata. He is settling the whole business with the 
King behind our backs. That is what Joe always contrives to 
do, by hook or crook. 

pliny. You didnt arrange it with him, Mantly: did you? 
amanda. There wasnt any need to arrange it. Joe can 
always depend on one or other of us saying something that 
will give him an excuse for flying out. 

orassus. [n my opinion, ladies and gentlemen, we have 
done our bit, and may leave the rest to Joe. Matters had 
reached a point at which it was yes or no between the Cabi- 
net and the Crown. There is only one sort of committee that 
is better than a committee of twojand that isa commit tee of 
one. 1 .ike the family in Wordsworth’s poem, we are seven 
i, vs (Strata. Eight. 

orassus. Well, seven or eight, we were too many for the 
final grapple. Two persons sticking to the point are worth 
eight all over the shop. So my advice is that we just sit here 
quietly until Joe comes back and tells us wliats been settled. 
Perhaps Amanda will oblige with a song. [He resumes his 
seat]. 

The King returns with Proteus, who looks glum. AH rise. 
The two resume their seats in silence. The rest sit dawn. 

maonus [very grave] The Prime Minister has been good 
enough to pursue the discussion with me in private to a point 
at which the issue is now clear. If I do not accept the ultima- 
tum I shall receive your resignations and his ; and the country 
will learn from his explanatory speech in the House of Com- 
mons that it is to choose between Cabinet government and 
monarchical government: an issue on which I frankly say 
that I should be very sorry to win, as I cannot carry on with- 
out the support of a body of ministers whose existence gives 
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the English people a sensation of self-government, 

AMANDA 1 splutter *] ! 

crassus [whispers] Shut up, will you? 

magnus [continuing] Naturally I want toavert aconflict in 
which success would damage me and failure disable me. But 
you tell me that I can do so only by signing pledges which 
would make me a mere Lord Chamberlain, without even the 
despotism which he exercises over the theatre, I should sink 
below the level of the meanest of my subjects, my sole privi- 
lege being that of being shot at when some victim of mis- 
government resorts to assassination to avenge himself. How 
am I to defend myself? You are many: I oppose you single- 
handed. There was a time when the king could depend on 
the support of the aristocracy and the cultivated bourgeoisie. 
Today there is not a single aristocrat left in politics, not a 
single member of the professions, not a single leading per- 
sonage in big business or finance. They are richer than ever, 
more powerful than ever, more able and better educated than 
ever. Bu t not one of them will touch this drudgery of govern- 
ment, this public work that never ends because we cannot 
finish one job without creating ten fresh ones. We get no 
thanks for it because ninety nine hundredths of it is unknown 
to the people, and the remaining hundredth is resented by 
them as an invasion of their liberty or an increase in their 
taxation. It wears out the strongest man, and even the 
strongest woman, in five or six years. It slows down to no- 
thing when we are fresh from our holidays and best able to 
bear it, and rises in an overwhelming wave through some 
unforeseen catastrophe when we are on the verge of nervous 
breakdown from overwork and fit for rest and sleep only. 
And this drudgery, remember, is a sweated trade, the only 
one now left in this country, My civil list leaves me a poor 
man among multi-millionaires. Your salaries can be earned 
ten times over in the city by anyone with outstanding organ- 
izing or administrative ability. History tells us that the first 
Lord Chancellor who abandoned the woolsack for the city 
boardroom struck the nation with amazement: today the na- 
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tion would be equally amazed if a man of his ability thought 
it worth his while to prefer the woolsack even to the stool of 
an office boy as a jumping-off place for his ambition. Our 
work is no longer even respected, 1 1 is looked down on by our 
men pf genius its dirty work. What great actor would ex- 
change his stage? what great barrister his court? what great 
preacher his pulpit ? for the squalor of the political arena in 
which we have to struggle with foolish factions in parliament 
and with ignorant voters in the constituencies ? The scientists 
will have nothing to do with us; for the at mosphere of politics 
is not the atmosphere of science. Even political science, the 
science by which civilization must live or die, is busy explain- 
ing the past whilst we have to grapple with the present: it 
leaves the ground before our feet in black darkness whilst it 
lights up every corner of the landscape behind us. All the 
talent and genius of the country is bought up by the flood of 
unearned money. On that poisoned wealth talent and genius 
live far more luxuriously in t he service of tire rich t ban we in 
the service of our country. Politics, once the centre of at trac- 
tion for ability, public spirit, and ambition, has now become 
the refuge of a few fanciers of public speaking and party in- 
trigue who find all the other avenues to distinction closed to 
them either by their lack of practical ability, their compara- 
tive poverty and lack of education, or, let me hasten to add, 
their hatred of oppression and injustice, and their contempt 
for the chicaneries and false pretences of commercialized 
professionalism. History tells us of a gentleman-statesman 
who declared that such people were not fit to govern. Within 
a year it was discovered that they could govern at least as 
well as anyone else who could be persuaded to take on the 
job. Then began that abandonment of politics by the old 
governing class which has ended in all Cabinets, conserva- 
tive no less than progressive, being what were called in the 
days of that rash statesman Labor Cabinets. Do not misun- 
derstand me: I do not want the old governing class back. It 
governed so selfishly that the people would have perished if 
democracy had not swept it out or politics. But evil as it was 
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in many ways, at least it stood above the tyranny of popular 
ignorance and popular poverty. Today only the King stands 
above that tyranny. You are dangerously subject to it. In 
spite of my urgings and remonstrances you have not yet 
dared to take command of our schools and put a stop to the 
inculcation upon your unfortunate children of superstitions 
and prejudices that stand like stone walls across every for- 
ward path. Are you well advised in trying to reduce me to 
your own slavery to them ? If I do not stand above them there 
is no longer any reason for my existence at all. I stand for the 
future and the past, for the posterity that has no vote and the 
tradition that never had any. I stand for the great abstrac- 
tions: for conscience and virtue; for the eternal against the 
expedient; for the evolutionary appetite against the day’s 
gluttony; for intellectual integrity, for humanity, for the 
rescue of industry from commercialism and of science from 
professionalism, for everything that you desire as sincerely 
as 1, hut which in you is held in leash by the Press, which 
can organize against you the ignorance and superstition, the 
timidity and credulity, the gullibility and prudery, the hat- 
ing and hun ting instinct of the voting mob, and cast you down 
from power if you utter a word to alarm or displease the ad- 
venturers who have the Press in their pockets. Between you 
and that tyranny stands the throne. I have no elections to 
fear; and if any newspaper magnate dares offend me, that 
magnate’s fashionable wife and marriageable daughters will 
soon make him understand that the King’s displeasure is still 
a sentence of social death within range of St James’s Palace. 
Think of the things you dare not do! the persons you dare 
not offend! Well, a King with a little courage may tackle 
them for you. Responsibilities which would break your backs 
may still be borne on a King’s shoulders. But he must be a 
king, not a puppet. You would be responsible for a puppet: 
remember that. But whilst you continue to support me as a 
separate and independent estate of the realm, I am your 
scapegoat: you get the credit of all out popular legislation 
whilst you put the odium of all our resistance to ignorant 
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popular clamor oil me. 1 aslc you, before you play your last 
card and destroy me, to consider where you will by with- 
out me. Think once: think twice; for your danger is, not 
that I may defeat you, but that your success is certain if you 
insist. 

lysistrata. Splendid! 

amanda. You did speak that piece beautifully, sir. 
balbus [grumbling] All very well; but what about my 
brother-in-law Mike ? 

lysistrata [ maddened ] Oh, confound your brother-in- 
law Mike! 

boaneroes. Order! order! 

lysistrata [to the King] I beg your pardon, sir; but really 
— at a moment like this - [words fail her], 

maonus [to Balbus | If I had not put my foot down, Mr 
Balbus, the Prime Minister would have been unable to keep 
your brother-in-law mi t of the Cabinet. 

balbus [aggressively] Anti why should lie not be in the 
Cabinet ? 

amanda. Booze, my Balhy: booze. Raising the elbow! 
balbus [ bullying | Who says so? 
amanda. I do, darling. 

balbus [subsiding] Well, perhaps it would surprise 
you all to know that Mike dnesnt drink as much as 1 do. 
amanda. You carry it better, Bert. 

BLiNY. Mike never knows when to slop. 
crassus. The time for Mike to stop is before he begins, 
if you ask me. 

lysistrata [impetuously] What sort of animals are you — 
you men ? The king puts before us the most serious question 
of principle we shall ever have to deal with ; and off you start 
discussing whether this drunken wretch takes honest whisky 
like Balbus or methylated spirit or petrol or whatever he can 
lay his hands on when the fit takes him. 

balbus. I agree with that. WhatdoesitmatterwhatMike 
drinks ? What does it matter whether he drinks or not ? Mike 
would strengthen the Cabinet because he represents Break- 
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ages, Limited, the biggest industrial corporation in the 
country. 

i,vsistrat\ [letting herself go] Just so! Breakages, Lim- 
i ted ! just so ! Listen to me, sir; and judge whether I have not 
reason to feel everything you have just said to the very mar- 
row of my bones. Here am I, the Powermistress Royal. 1 
have to organize and administer all the motor power in the 
country for the good of the country. I have to harness the 
winds and the tides, the oils and the coal seams. I have to see 
that every little sewing machine in the Hebrides, every den- 
tist’s drill in Shetland, every carpet sweeper in Margate, has 
its stream of driving power on tap from a switch in the wall 
as punctually as the great thundering dynamos of our big 
industrial plants. I do it; but it costs twice as much as it 
should. Why? Because every new invention is bought up 
and suppressed by Breakages, Limited. F.very breakdown, 
every accident, every smash and crash, is a job for them. But 
for them wc should have unbreakable glass, unbreakable 
steel, imperishable materials of all sorts. But for them our 
goods trains cotdd be started and stopped without battering 
and tearing the vitals out of every wagon and sending it to 
their repair shops once a week instead of once a year. Our 
national repair bill runs up to hundreds of millions. I could 
name you u dozen inventions within my own term of office 
which would have effected enormous economies in break- 
ages and breakdowns; but these people can afford to pay an 
inventor more for his machine or his process or whatever it 
may be than he could hope to make by a legitimate use of it; 
and when they have bought it they smother it. When the in- 
ventor is poor and not good at defending himself they make 
bogus trials of his machine and report that it is no use. I have 
been shot at twice by inventors driven crazy by this sort of 
thing: they blamed me for it— as if I could stand up against 
this monster with its millions and its newspapers and its 
fingers in every pie, It is heartbreaking. I love my _ depart- 
ment : I dream of nothing but its efficiency: with me it comes 
before every personal tie, every happiness that common 
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women run after. I would give my right hand to see these 
people in the bankruptcy court with half their business abol- 
ished and the other half done in public workshops where 
public losses are not private gains. You stand for that, sir; 
and I would be with you to the last drop of my blond if I 
dared. Butwhat can 1 do? ff I said one word of this in public, 
not a week would pass in the next two years without an 
article on the inefficiency and corruption of all Government 
departments, especially departments managed, like mine, 
by females. They would dig up the very machines they have 
buried, and make out that it is my fault that they have never 
been brought into use. They would set their private police 
to watch me day and night to get something against my pri- 
vate character. One of their directors told me to my face that 
by lifting up his finger ire could get my windows broken by 
the mob; and that Breakages, Limited, would get the job of 
putting in new glass. And it is true. 1 1 is infamous; it is out- 
rageous; but if I attempt to fight them l shall be hounded 
out of public life, and they will shove Mouldy Mike into the 
Cabinet to run my department in their interests: that is, to 
make such a failure of it that Joe will have to sell it to Break- 
ages, Limited, at scrap iron prices. 1 I oh, it is beyond 
bearing [r//e breaks down]. 

There is a troubled silence for a moment. Then the voire of the 
Prime Minister breaks it impressively as he addresses the King. 

proteus. You hear that, sir. Your one supporter in the 
Cabinet admits that the industrial situation is too strong for 
her. I do not pretend to be able to control the women in my 
Cabinet; but not one of them dare support you. 

amanda [springing up] Wbats that? Not dare! What do 
you bet that I dont go down to Mouldy Mike’s constituency 
and say everything that Lizzie has said and a lot more too, if 
I choose? I tell you, Breakages, Limited, never interferes in 
my department. I’d like to catch them at it. 

magnus. I am afraid that that is only because the effi- 
ciency of the Post Office is as important to them as to the 
general public. 
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am anua. Stuff! They could get rid of me without shutting 
up the Post Office. Theyre afraid of me— of me, Amanda 
Postlcthwaite. 

macnus. You coax them, I am afraid. 

amanda. Coax! What do you think they care for coaxing? 
They can have all the coaxing they want from younger and 
prettier women than I by paying for it. No use trying to coax 
that lot. Intimidate them: thats the way to handle them. 

lysistrata [her voice still broken ] I wish I could intimi- 
date them. 

magnus. But what can Amanda do that you cannot do ? 

amanda. I’ll tell you. She cant mimic people. And she 
cant sing funny songs. I can do both; and that— with all re- 
spect, sir — makes me the real queen of England. 

Boanerges. Oh, come! Disgraceful ! Shame! 

amanda. If you provoke me, Bill, I’ll drive you out of 
your constituency inside of two months. 

Boanerges. Ho! You will, will you? How? 

amanda. J ust as 1 drove the Chairman of Breakages out 
of my own constituency when he came down there and tried 
to take my seat from me. 

magnus. I never quite understood why he turned tail. 
How did you do it? 

amanda. I’ll tell you. He opened his campaign with a 
great Saturday night speech against me in the Home Lovers’ 
Hall to five thousand people. In that same hall a week later, 
I faced a meeting of the very same people. I didnt argue. 
I mimicked him. I took all the highfalutin passages in his 
speech, and repeated them in his best manner until I had the 
whole five thousand laughing at him. Then I asked them 
would they like me to sing; and their Yes nearly lifted the 
roof off, I had two songs. They both had choruses. One went 
“She lets me go out on Saturday night, on Saturday night, 
on Saturday night” — like that. The other went “Boo! Hoo! 
I want Amanda’s Teddy bear to play with.” They sang it 
under the windows of his hotel next time he came. He can- 
celled his meeting and left. And thats how England is gov- 
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erned by yours truly, sir. l.iioky for England that Queen 
Amanda is a good sort, in spite of some surface faults. |A7ic 
resumes her sent with triiinipliiwt se(f-seith/urtmi\. 

balbus. 1 .ucky for England theres only one of you : thats 
what I say. 

amanda [wafts him a kiss]\ 

magnus. Should not the Queen support the King, your 
Majesty? 

amanda. Sorry, sir; but there isnt room for two monarchs 
in my realm. I am against you on principle because the talent 
for mimicry isnt hereditary. 

hroteus. Now, anybody else? Wehavehcardwhy thetwo 
ladies cannot support the King. Is there anybody who can? 

Silence. 

maonus. T sec that my appeal has been in vain. I do not 
reproach you, ladies and gentlemen, because I perceive that 
your situation is a difficult one. The question is, how to 
change it. 

Nicobar, Sign the ultimatum: that is how. 

magnus. I am not quite convinced of that. The I lome 
Secretary’s brother-in-law was quite willing to sign the 
pledge of total abstinence if L would admit him to the Cabi- 
net. His offer was not accepted, because, though none of us 
doubted that he would sign the pledge, we were not equally 
certain that the infirmities of his nature wovdd allow him to 
keep it. My nature is also subject to infirmity. Are you satis- 
fied, Mr Proteus, that if I sign this ultimatum, I shall not in- 
evitably relapse into the conduct that my nature dictates? 

puoteus [ his patience strained] What is the use of going on 
like this? You are like a man on the scaffold, spinning out his 
prayers to put off the inevitable execution as long as possible. 
Nothing that you can say will make any difference. You 
know you must sign. Why not sign and have done with it? 

nicobar. Now youre talking, Joe. 

balbus. Thats the stuff to give him. 

pliny. Gulp it down, sir. 1 1 won t get any sweeter by keep- 
ing: what? 
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i, vs istrata. Oh, lor God’s sake, sign, sir. This is torture 
to me. 

magnus. I perceive, gentlemen, that I have come to the 
end of your patience. I will tax it no further: you have been 
very forbearing; and I thank you for it. I will say no more by 
way of discussion; but I must have until five o’clock this 
evening to consider my decision. At that hour, if I can find 
no other way out, I will sign without another word. Mean- 
while, ladies and gentlemen, au revoir! 

He rises. All rise. He marches out. 

Proteus. His last wriggle. Never mind: we have him 
safe enough. What about lunch? I am starving. Will you 
lunch with me, Lizzie? 

i. vsistrata. Dontspeak tome. [Sherushes outdistractedly], 
amanda. Poor darling Lizzie! She’s a regular old true 
blue Diehard. If only 1 had her brains and education! or if 
she had my variety talent! what a queen she’d make! Like 
old Queen Elizabeth, eh? Dont grieve, Joe: I’ll lunch with 
you since your so pressing. 

ckassur. Come and lunch with me— all of you. 
amanda. What opulence! Can you afford it? 
t’RASsus. Breakages will pay. They have a standing 
account at the Ritz. Over five thousand a year, it comes to. 
proteus. Right. Let us spoil the Egyptians. 

BOANERGES [with Roman dignity] My lunch will cost me 
one and sixpence; and 1 shall pay for it myself [he stalks out], 
amanda [calling after him] Dont make a beast of your- 
self, Bill. Ta ta! 

proteus. Come on, come on : it’s ever so late. 

They allhurry out. Sempronius and Pamphilius, entering, 
have to stand aside to let them pass before returning to their desks. 
Proteus , with Amanda on his arm, stops in the doorway on seeing 
them. 

proteus. Have you two been listening, may I ask? 
pamphilius. Well, it would be rather inconvenient, 
wouldnt it, if we had to be told everything that passed? 
sempronius. Once for all, Mr Proteus, the King’s pri- 
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vate secretaries must Wear everything, see everything, and 
know everything. 

proteus. Singularly enough, Mr Sempronius, 1 havnt 
the sligh test objection [he 

amanda [going with him] Goodbye, Xcmmy, So lung, 
Pam. 

) [seating themselves at their writing tables and 
pamphilius j-JJ P r 0 f iigioHsly] CWou-ou-ou- 
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AN INTERLUDE 

O RINTHIA’ S boudoir at half-past fifteen on the same 
day. She is at her writing table scribbling notes. She is 

romantically beautiful, and beautifully dressed. As the 

table is against the wall near a corner , with the other wall on her 
left , her back alone is visible from the middle of the room. The 
door is near the corner diagonally opposite. There is a large 
settee in the middle of the room. 

The King enters and waits on the threshold. 
orinthia [crossly, without looking round] Who is that ? 
maonus. His Majesty the King. 
orinthia. I dont want to see him. 
magnus. How soon will you be disengaged? 
orinthia. I didnt say I was engaged. Tell the king I 
dont want to see him. 

maonus. He awaits your pleasure [he comes in and seats 
himself on the settee] . 

orinthia. Go away. [A pause]. I wont speak to you. [An- 
other pause], If my private rooms are to be broken into at 
any moment because they arc in the palace, and the king is 
not a gentleman, I must take a house outside. I am writing 
to the agents about one now. 

magnus. What is our quarrel today, beloved? 
orinthia. Ask your conscience. 
magnus. I have none when you are concerned. You must 
tell me. 

She takes a bookfrom the table and rises; then sweeps superbly 
forward to the settee and flings the book into his hands. 
orinthia. There ! 
magnus. What is this? 
orinthia. Page 16. Look at it. 
magnus [looking at the title on the back of the book ] “Songs 
of our Great Great Grandparents.” What page did you 
say? 

orinthia [between her teeth] Six-teen. 
yiA.ovivs]openingthe book and finding the page, his eye light- 
ing up with recognition as he looks at it] An! The Pilgrim of 
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Love! 

orinthia. Read the first three words - if you dare. 

magnus [smiling as he caresses the phrase] “Orinthia, my 
beloved”. 

orinthia, The name you pretended to invent specially 
forme, the only woman in the world for you. Picked up out 
of the rubbish basket in a secondhand bookseller’s! And I 
thought you were a poet! 

magnus. Well, one poet may consecrate a name for an- 
other. Orinthia is a name full of magic lor me. It could not 
be that if I had invented it myself. 1 heard it at a concert of 
ancient music when I was a child; and I have treasured it 
ever since. 

orinthia. You always have a pretty excuse. You arc the 
King of liars and humbugs. You cannot understand how a 
falsehood like that wounds me. 

magnus [remorsefully , stretching, out his arms fowar/ls her] 
JBclov&l: f am sorry. 

orinthia. Put your hands in your pockets: they shall 
not touch me ever again, 

magnus [oUfyitig] Hunt pretend to he hurt unless you 
really are, dearest. It wrings my heart. 

orinthia. Since when have you set up a heart? Did you 
buy that, too, secondhand? 

magnus. I have something in me that winces when you 
are hurt— or pretend to be. 

orinthia [contemptuously] Yes: J have only to squeal, 
and you will take me up and pet me as you would a puppy 
run over by a car. [Sitting down beside him, but beyond arm’s 
length ] That is what you give me when my heart demands 
love. I had rather you kicked me. 

magnus. I should like to kick you sometimes, when you 
are specially aggravating. But I shouldnt do it well. I should 
be afraid of hurting you all the time. 

orinthia. I believe you would sign my death warrant 
without turning a hair. 

magnus. That is true, in a way. It is wonderful how 
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subtle your mind is, as far as it goes. 

nit in tn la. It does not go as far as yours, I suppose. 
magnus. 1 dont know. Our minds go together half way. 
Whether it is that your mind stops there or else that the road 
forks, and you take the high road and I take the low road, I 
cannot say; but somehow after a certain point we lose one 
another. 

orinthia. And then you go back to your Amandas and 
Lysistratas: creatures whose idea of romance is a minister in 
love with a department, and whose bedside books are blue 
books. 

magnus. They are not always thinking of some man or 
other. That is a rather desirable extension of their interests, 
in my opinion. If Lysistrata had a lover I should not be in- 
terested in him in the least; and she would bore me to dis- 
traction if she could talk of nothing else. But I am very 
much interested in her department. Her devotion to it gives 
us a topic of endless interest. 

orinthia. Well, go to her: I am not detaining you. But 
dont tell her that 1 have nothing to talk about but men; for 
that is a lie; and you know it. 

magnus. It is, as you say, a lie; and I know it. But I did 
not say it. 

orinthia. You implied it. You meant it. When those 
ridiculous political women are with us you talk to them all 
the time, and never say a word to me. 

magnus. Nor you to me. We cannot talk to one another 
in public: we have nothing to say that could be said before 
other people. Yet we find enough to say to one another 
when we are alone together, Would you change that if you 
could ? 

orinthia. You are as slippery as an eel; but you shall not 
slip through my fingers. Why do you surround yourself with 
political bores and frumps and dowdy busybodies who cant 
talk: they can only debate about their dull departments and 
their fads and their election chances. [Rising impatiently ] 
Who could talk to such people? If it were not for the non- 
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entities of wives and husbands they drag about with them, 
there would be nobody to talk to at all. And even they can 
talk of nothing but the servants and the baby. [ Suddenly re- 
turning to her seat] Listen to me, Magnus. Why can you not 
be a real king? 

maonus. In what way, belovedest? 

orinthia. Send all these stupid people packing. Make 
them do their drudgeries in their departments without both- 
ering you about it, as you make your servants here sweep 
the floors and dust the furniture. Live a really noble and 
beautiful life— a kingly life— with me. What you need to 
make you a real king is a real queen. 

magnus. But I have got one. 

ortnthia. Oh, you are blind. You are worse than blind: 
you have low tastes. Heaven is offering you a rose; and you 
cling to a cabbage. 

magnus [laughing] That is a very apt metaphor, belovf d. 
But what wise man, if you force him to choose between doing 
without roses and doing without cabbages, would not secure 
the cabbages? Besides, all these old married cabbages were 
once roses; and, though young things like you dont remem- 
ber that, their husbands do. They dont notice the change. 
Besides, you should know better than anyone else that when 
a man gets tired of his wife and leaves her it is never because 
she has lost her good looks. The new love is often older and 
uglier than the old. 

omnthia. Why should I know it better than anyone else? 

magnus. Why, because you have been married twice; 
and both your husbands have run away from you to much 
plainer and stupider women. When I begged your present 
husband to come back to court for a while for the sake of 
appearances he said no man could call his soul his own in the 
samehousewithyou. And yet thatmanwasutterly infatuated 
with your beauty when he married you. Your first husband 
actually forced a good wife to divorce him so that he might 
marry you; but before two years were out he went back to 
her and died in her arms, poor chap. 
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orinthia. Shall I tell you why these men could not live 
with me? It was because I am a thoroughbred, and they are 
only hacks. They had nothing against me: I was perfectly 
faithful to them. I kept their houses beautifully: I fed them 
better than they had ever been fed in their lives. But because 
I was higher than they were, and greater, they could not 
stand the strain of trying to live up to me. So I let them go 
their way, poor wretches, back to their cabbages. Look at 
the old creature Ignatius is living with now! She gives you 
his real measure. 

magnus. An excellent woman. Ignatius is quite happy 
with her. I never saw a man so changed. 

orinthia. Just what he is fit for. Commonplace. Bour- 
geoise. She trots through the streets shopping. \Rising] I 
tread the plains of Heaven. Common women cannot come 
where I am; and common men find themselves out and slink 
away. 

magnus. It must be magnificent to have the conscious- 
ness of a goddess without ever doing a thing to justify it. 

orinthia. Give me a goddess’s work to do; and I will do 
it. I will even stoop to a queen’s work if you will share the 
throne with me. But do not pretend that people become great 
by doing great things. They do great things because they 
are great, if the' great things come along. But they are great 
just the same when the great things do not come along. If I 
never did anything but sit in this room and powder my face 
and tell you what a clever fool you are, I should still be 
heavens high above the millions of common women who do 
their domestic duty, and sacrifice themselves, and run Trade 
departments and all the rest of the vulgarities. Has all the 
tedious public work you have done made you any the better? 
I have seen you before and after your boasted strokes of 
policy; and you were the same man, and would have been 
the same man to me and to yourself if you had never done 
them. Thank God my self-consciousness is something nobler 
than vulgar conceit in having done something. It is what I 
am, not what I do, that you must worship in me. If you want 
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deeds, go to your men and women of action, as you call them, 
who are all in a conspiracy to pretend that the mechanical 
things they do, the foolhardy way they risk their worthless 
lives, or their getting up in the morning at four and working 
sixteen hours a day for thirty years, like coral insects, make 
them great. What are they for? these dull slaves? To keep 
the streets swept for me. To enable me to reign over them in 
beauty like the stars without having anything to do with 
their slavery except to console it, to dazzle it, to enable them 
to forget it in adoring dreams of me. Am I not worth it? 
[She sits,jascinating him]. Look into my eyes and tell the 
truth. Am I worth it or not ? 

magnus. To me, who love beauty, yes. But you should 
hear the speeches Balbus makes about your pension. 

orinthia. And my debts: do not forget my debts, my 
mortgages, the bill of sale on my furniture, the thousands I 
have had from the moneylenders to save me from being sold 
up because I will not borrow from my friends. Lecture me 
again about them; but do not dare pretend that the people 
grudge me my pension. They glory in it, and in my extrava- 
gance, as you call it. 

magnus [more gravely] By the way, Orinthia, when your 
dressmakers took up that last bill for you, they were specu- 
lating, were they not, in your chances of becoming my queen 
some day? 

orinthia. Well, what if they were? 
magnus. They would hardly have ventured on that with- 
out a hint from somebody. Was it from you? 

orinthia. You think me capable of that! You have a 
very low side to you, Magnus. 

magnus. No doubt: like other mortal fabrics I have a 
wrong side and a right side. But it is no use your giving your- 
self airs, belovedest. You are capable of anything. Do you 
deny that there was some suggestion of the kind? 

orinthia. How dare you challenge me to deny it ? I never 
deny. Of course there was a suggestion of the kind. 

magnus. I thought so. 
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orinthia, Oh, stupid! stupid! Go keep a grocer's shop: 
that is what you are fit for. Do you suppose that the sugges- 
tion came from me ? Why, you great oaf, it is in the air: when 
my dressmaker hinted at it I told her that if she ever dared to 
repeat such a thing she should never get another order from 
me. But can I help people seeing what is as plain as the sun 
in the heavens? [Rising again] Everyone knows that I am 
the real queen. Everyone treats me as the real queen. They 
cheer me in the streets. When I open one of the art exhibi- 
tions or launch a new ship they crowd the place out. I am 
one of Nature’s queens; and they know it. If you do not, 
you are not one of Nature’s kings. 

magnus. Sublime! Nothing but genuine inspiration 
could give a woman such cheek. 

orinthia. Yes: inspiration, not cheek. [Sitting as before ] 
Magnus: when are you going to face my destiny, and your 
own? 

magnus. But my wife? the queen? What is to become of 
my poor dear Jemima ? 

orinthia. Oh, drown her: shoot her: tell your chauffeur 
to drive her into the Serpentine and leave her there. The 
woman makes you ridiculous. 

magnus. I dont think I should like that. And the public 
would think it illnatured. 

orinthia. Oh, you know what I mean. Divorce her. 
Make her divorce you. It is quite easy. That was how Ronny 
married me. Everybody does it when they need a change. 

magnus. But I cant imagine what I should do without 
Jemima. 

orinthia. Nobody else can imagine what you do with 
her. But you need not do without her. You can see as much 
of her as you like when we are married. I shall not be jealous 
and make scenes. 

magnus. That is very magnanimous of you. But I am 
afraid it does not settle the difficulty. Jemima would not 
think it right to keep up her present intimacy with me if I 
were married to you. 
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orinthia. What a woman! Would she be in any worse 
position then than I am in now? 

MAGNUS. No. 

orinthia. You mean, then, that you do not mind placing 
me in a position that you do not think good enough for 
her? 

magnus. Orinthia: I did not place you in your present 
position. You placed yourself in it. I could not resist you. 
You gathered me like a daisy. 

orinthia. Did you want to resist me? 
magnus. Oh no. I never resist temptation, because I 
have found that things that are bad for me do not tempt me. 
orinthia. Well, then, what are we talking about? 
magnus. 1 forget. I think I was explaining the impossi- 
bility of my wife changing places with you. 
orinthia. Why impossible, pray? 
magnus. I cannot make you understand: you see you 
have never been really married, though you have led two 
captives to the altar, and borne children to one of them. Be- 
ing your husband is only a job for which one man will do as 
well as another, and which the last man holds subject to six 
months notice in the divorce court. Being my wife is some- 
thing quite different. The smallest derogation to Jemima’s 
dignity would hit me like the lash of a whip across the face. 
About yours, somehow, I do not care a rap. 

orinthia. Nothing can derogate from my dignity: it is 
divine. Hers is only a convention: that is why you tremble 
when it is challenged. 

magnus. Not a bit. It is because she is a part of my real 
workaday self. You belong to fairyland. 

orinthia. Suppose she dies ! Will you die too ? 
magnus. Not immediately. I shall have to carry on as 
best I can without her, though the prospect terrifies me. 

orinthia. Might not carrying on without her include 
marrying me ? 

magnus. My dear Orinthia, I had rather marry the devil. 
Being a wife is not your job. 
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orinthia. You think so because you have no imagina- 
tion. And you dont know me because I have never let you 
really possess me. I should make you more happy than any 
man has ever yet been on earth . 

magnus. I defy you to make me more happy than our 
strangely innocent relations have already made me. 

orinthia [ risingrestlessly ] You talk like a child or a saint. 
[Turning on him] I can give you a new life : one of which you 
have no conception. I can give you beautiful, wonderful 
children: have you ever seen a lovelier boy than my Basil? 

magnus. Your children are beautiful; but they are fairy 
children ; and I have several very real ones already. A divorce 
would not sweep them out of the way of fairies. 

orinthia. In short, when your golden moment comes 
— when the gates of heaven open before you, you are afraid 
to come out of your pigsty. 

magnus. If I am a pig, a pigsty is the proper place for me. 
orinthia. I cannot understand it. All men are fools and 
moral cowards when you come to know them. But you are 
less of a fool and less of a moral coward than any man I have 
ever known. You have almost the makings of a first rate 
woman in you. When I leave the earth and soar up to the re- 
gions which are my real eternal home, you can follow me: I 
can speak to you as I can speak to no one else; and you can 
say things to me that would just make your stupid wife cry. 
There is more of you in me than of any other man within my 
reach. There is more of me in you than of any other woman 
within your reach. We are meant for one another •. it is written 
across the sky that you and I are queen and king. How can 
you hesitate? What attraction is there for you in your com- 
mon healthy jolly lumps of children and your common house- 
keeper wife and the rabble of dowdies and upstarts and in- 
triguers and clowns that think they are governing the country 
when they are only squabbling with you? Look again at me, 
man : again and again. Am I not worth a million such ? Is not 
life with me as high above them as the sun is above the gutter ? 
magnus. Yes yes yes yes, of course. You are lovely: you 
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are divine [she cannot restrain a gesture oj triumph]. And you 
are enormously amusing. 

This anti-climaxis tooTnuckf or Oi'hithia’s exaltation; btttshe 
is too clever not to appreciate it. With another gesture, this time of 
deflation , she sits down at his left hand with an air of suffering 
patience , and listens in silence to the harangue which follows. 

magnus. Some day perhaps Nature will graft the roses 
on the cabbages and make every woman as enchanting as 
you ; and then what a glorious lark life will be ! But at present, 
what I come here for is to enjoy talking to you like this when 
I need an hour’s respite from royalty: when my stupid wife 
has been worrying me, or my jolly lumps of children bother- 
ing me, or my turbulent Cabinet obstructing me: when, as 
the doctors say, what I need is a change. You see, my dear, 
there is no wife on earth so precious, no children so jolly, no 
Cabinet so tactful that it is impossible ever to get tired of 
them. Jemimahas her limitations, as you have observed. And 
I have mine. Now if our limitations exactly corresponded I 
should never want to talk to anyone else; and neither would 
she. But as that never happens, we are like all other married 
couples: that is, there are subjects which can never be dis- 
cussed between us because they are sore subjects. There are 
people we avoid mentioning to oneanother because one of us 
likes them and the other doesnt. Not only individuals, but 
whole sorts of people. For instance, your sort. My wife doesnt 
like your sort, doesnt understand it, mistrusts and dreads it. 
Not without reason; for women like you are dangerous to 
wives. But I dont dislike your sort: I understand it, being a 
little in that line myself. At all events I am not afraid of it; 
though the least allusion to it brings a cloud over my wife’s 
face. So when I want to talk freely about it I come and talk to 
you. And I take it she talks to friends of hers about people of 
whom she never talks to me. She has men friends from whom 
she can get some things that she cannot get from me. If she 
didnt do so she would be limited by my limitations, which 
would end in her hating me. So I always do my best to make 
her men friends feel at home with us. 
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orinthia. A model husband in a model household! And 
when the model household becomes a bore, I am the diver- 
sion. 

MAGNUS. Well, what more can you ask? Do not let us fall 
into the common mistake of expecting to become one flesh 
and one spirit. Every star has its own orbit; and between it 
and its nearest neighbor there is not only a powerful attrac- 
tion but an infinite distance. When the attraction becomes 
stronger than the distance the two do not embrace: they 
crash together in ruin. We two also have our orbits, and 
must keep an infinite distance between us to avoid a dis- 
astrous collision. Keeping our distance is the whole secret of 
good manners; and without good manners human society is 
intolerable and impossible. 

orinthia. Would any other woman stand your sermons, 
and even like them? 

MAGNUS. Orinthia: we are only two children at play; and 
you must be content to be my queen in fairyland. And [m- 
ing] I must go back to my work. 

orinthia. What work have you that is more important 
than being with me? 

magnus. None. 

orinthia. Then sit down. 

magnus. Unfortunately, this silly business of govern- 
ment must be carried on. And there is a crisis this evening, 
as usual. 

orinthia. But the crisis is not until five: I heard all about 
it from Sempronius, Why do you encourage that greedy 
schemer Proteus? He humbugs you. He humbugs every- 
body. He even humbugs himself; and of course he humbugs 
that Cabinet which is a disgrace to you: it is like an over- 
crowded third class carriage. Why do you allow such 
riffraff to waste your time? After all, what are you paid 
for? To be a king: that is, to wipe your boots on common 
people. 

magnus. Yes; but this king business, as the Americans 
call it, has got itself so mixed up with democracy that half the 
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country expects me to wipe my perfectly polished boots on 
the Cabinet, and the other half expects me to let the Cabinet 
wipe its muddy boots on me. The Crisis at five o’clock is to 
decide which of us is to be the doormat. 

orinthia. And you will condescend to fight with Proteus 
for power? 

magnus. Oh no: I never fight. But I sometimes win. 
orinthia. If you let yourself be beaten by that trickster 
and poseur, never dare to approach me again. 

magnus. Proteus is a clever fellow: even on occasion a 
fine fellow. It would give me no satisfaction to beat him: I 
hate beating people. But there would be some innocent fun 
in outwitting him. 

orinthia. Magnus: you are a mollycoddle. If you 
were a real man you would just delight in beating him to a 
jelly. 

magnus. A real man would never do as a king;. I am only 
an idol, my love; and all I can do is to draw the line at being 
a cruel idol. [He looks at his watch] Now I must really be off. 
Au revoir. 

orinthia [ looking at her wrist watch ] But it is only 
twentyfive minutes past four. You have heaps of time before 
five. 

magnus. Yes; but tea is at half-past four. 
orinthia [catching him by the arm with a snakelike dart] 
Never mind your tea, I will give you your tea. 

magnus. Impossible, belov6d. Jemima does not like to 
be kept waiting. 

orinthia. Oh, bother Jemima! You shall not leave me 
to go to Jemima [she pulls him back so vigorously that he Jails 
into the seat beside her], 

magnus, My dear, I must. 

orinthia. No, not today. Listen, Magnus. I have some- 
thing very particular to say to you. 

magnus. You have not. You are only trying to make me 
late to annoy my wife. [He tries to rise, but is pulled back]. Let 
me go, please. 



THE APPLE CART 

orinthia [ holding on] Why are you so afraid of your wife ? 
You are the laughing stock of London, you poor henpecked 
darling. 

magnus. Henpecked ! What do you call this ? At least my 
wife does not restrain me by bodily violence. 

orinthia. I will not be deserted for your old Dutch. 
magnus. Listen, Orinthia, Dont be absurd. You know I 
must go. Do be good. 

orinthia. Only ten minutes more. 
magnus. It is half-past already. 

He tries to rise; but she holds him back. 
magnus [pausing for breath] You are doing this out 
of sheer devilment. You are so abominably strong that I 
cannot break loose without hurting you. Must I call the 
guard? 

orinthia. Do, do. It will be in all the papers tomorrow. 
magnus. Fiend [ Summoning all his dignity ] Orinthia: I 
command you. 

orinthia [ laughs wildly\\\\ 

magnus [furious] Very well, then, you she devil: you 
shall let go. 

He tackles her in earnest. She flings her arms round him and 
holds on with mischievous enjoyment. There is a tapping at the 
door; but they do not hear it. As he is breaking loose she suddenly 
shifts her grip to his mist and drags him on to the floor , where 
they roll over one another. Sempronius enters. He stares at the 
scandalous scene for a moment; then hastily slips out; shuts the 
door; clears his throat and blows his nose noisily; and knocks 
loudly and repeatedly. The two combatants cease hostilities and 
scramble hastily to their feet. 
magnus. Come in. 

sempronius [entering] Her Majesty sent me to remind 
you that tea is waiting, sir. 

magnus, Thank you. [He goes quickly out]. 
orinthia [panting but greatly pleased with herself] The 
King forgets everything when he is here. So do I, I am afraid. 
I am so sorry. 
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sempronius [stiffly] No explanations are needed. I saw 
what happened. [He goes out]. 

orinthia. The beast! He must have looked through the 
keyhole. [She throws her hand up with a gesture of laughing de- 
fiance, and dances back to her seat at the writing table]. 
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ACT U 

L ATER in the afternoon. The Terrace of the Palace. A 
low balustrade separates it from the lawn. Terrace chairs 
- Jin abundance , ranged along the balustrade. Some dining 
room chairs also , not ranged, but standing about as if they had 
just been occupied. The terrace is accessible from the lawn by a 
central flight of steps. 

The King and Queen are sitting apart near the corners of the 
steps, the Queen to the King's right. He is reading the evening 
paper: she is knitting. She has a little work table on her right, 
with a small gong on it. 

the queen. Why did you tell them to leave the chairs 
when they took away the tea? 

maonus. I shall receive the Cabinet here. 
the queen. Here! Why? 

magnus. Well, I think the open air and the evening light 
will have a quieting effect on them. They cannot make 
speeches at me so easily as in a room. 

the queen. Are you sure ? When Robert asked Boanerges 
where he learnt to speak so beautifully, he said "In Hyde 
Park.” 

magnus. Yes; but with a crowd to stimulate him. 
the queen. Robert says you have tamed Boanerges. 
magnus. No: I have not tamed him. I have taught him 
how to behave. I have to valet all the beginners; but that 
does not tame them : it teaches them how to use their strength 
instead of wasting it in making fools of themselves. So much 
the worse for me when I have to fight them. 

the queen. You get no thanks for it. They think you are 
only humbugging them. 

magnus. Well, so I am, in the elementary lessons. But 
when it comes to real business humbug is no use: they pick 
it up themselves too quickly. 

Pamphilius enters alongthe terrace Jromthe Queen’s side. 
magnus [looking at his watch] Good Heavens ! They havnt 
come, have they ? It’s not five yet. 

pamphilius. No, sir. It’s the American ambassador. 
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the queen [resenting this a little 1 Has he an audience? 
pamphilius. No, maam. He is rather excited about some- 
thing, I think. I cant get anything out of him. He says he 
must see His Majesty at once. 

the queen. Must!! An American must see the King at 
once, without an audience ! Weil ! 
magnus [rising] Send him in, Pam. 

Pamphilius goes out. 

the queen. / should have told him to write for an audi- 
ence, and then kept him waiting a week for it. 

magnus. What! When we still owe America that old war 
debt. And with a mad imperialist president like Bossfield! 
No you wouldnt, my dear: you would be crawlingly civil to 
him, as I am going to be, confound him ! 

pamphilius [re-appearing His Excellency the American 
Ambassador. Mr Vanhattan. 

He retires as Mr Vanhattan enters in an effusive condition, 
and, like a man assured of an enthusiastic welcome , hurries to 
the Queen, and salutes her with a handshake so prolonged that 
she stares in astonishment, first at him, and then appealingly at 
the King, with her hands being vigorously wrung and waved up 
and down all the time. 

magnus. What on earth is the matter, Mr Vanhattan? 
You are shaking Her Majesty’s rings off. 

vanhattan [desisting] Her Majesty will excuse me when 
she learns the nature of my errand here. This, King Magnus, 
is a great historic scene: one of the greatest, perhaps, that 
history has ever recorded or will ever again record. 
magnus. Have you had tea? 

vanhattan. Tea! Who can think of tea at such a mo- 
ment as this? 

the queen [rather coldly ] It is hard for us to share your 
enthusiasm in complete ignorance of its cause. 

vanhattan. That is true, maam. I am just behaving like 
a crazy man. But you shall hear. You shall judge. And then 
you shall say whether I exaggerate the importance — the im- 
mensity — of an occasion that cannot be exaggerated. 
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magnus. Goodness gracious ! Wont you sit down ? 
vanhattan [taking a chair and placing it between them] I 
thanlc your Majesty. [He jttr]. 

magnus, You have some exciting news for us, appa- 
rently. Is it private or official ? 

_ vanhattan. Official, sir. No mistake about it. What I am 
goings to tell you is authentic from the United States of 
America to the British Empire. 

THE QUEEN. Perhaps I had better go. 
vanhawan. No, maam; you shall not go. Whatever may 
be the limits of your privileges as the consort of your sove- 
reign, it is your right as an Englishwoman to learn what I 
have come here to communicate. 

magnus. My dearVanhattan,whatthedevilisthematter? 
vanhattan. King Magnus: between your country and 
mine there is a debt. 

magnus. Does that matter, now that our capitalists have 
invested so heavily in American concerns that after paying 
yourselves the interest on the debt you have to send us two 
thousand million dollars a year to balance the account. 

vanhattan. King Magnus: for the moment, forget fig- 
ures. Between your country and mine there is not only a debt 
but a frontier: the frontier that has on it not a single gun 
nor a single soldier, and across which the American citizen 
every day shakes the hand of the Canadian subject of your 
throne. 

magnus. There is also the frontier of the ocean, which is 
somewhat more expensively defended at our joint expense 
by the League of Nations. 

vanhattan [rising to give his words more impressiveness] 
Sir: the debt is cancelled. The frontier no longer exists. 
the queen. How can that be? 
magnus. Am I to understand, Mr Vanhattan, that by 
some convulsion of Nature the continent of North America 
has been submerged in the Atlantic? 

vanhattan. Something even more wonderful than that 
has happened. One may say that the Atlantic Ocean has been 
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submerged in the British Empire. 

magnus. I think you had better tell us as succinctly as 
possible what has happened. Pray sit down. 

vanhattan [resuming his seat ] You are aware, sir, that 
the United States of America at one time formed a part of 
your empire. 

magnus. There is a tradition to that effect. 
vanhattan. No mere tradition, sir. An undoubted his- 
torical fact. In the eighteenth century — 
magnus. That is a long time ago. 
vanhattan. Centuries count for but little in the lifetimes 
of great nations, sir. Let me recall the parable of the prodigal 
son. 

magnus. Ohreally, MrVanhattan, that was a very very 
long time ago. I take it that something important has hap- 
pened since yesterday. 

vanhattan. It has. It has indeed, King Magnus. 
magnu s . Then what is it ? I have not time to attend to the 
eighteenth century and the prodigal son at this moment. 

the queen. The' King has a Cabinet meeting in ten 
minutes, Mr Vanhattan. 

vanhattan. I should like to sec the faces of your Cabinet 
ministers, King Magnus, when they hear what I have to tell 
you. 

magnus. So should I. But I am not in a position to tell it 
to them, because I dont know what it is. 

vanhattan. The prodigal, sir, has re turned to his father’s 
house. Not poor, not hungry, not ragged, as of old. Oh no. 
This time he returns bringing with him the riches of the 
earth to the ancestral home. 

magnus [starting from his chair] You dont mean to say— 
vanhattan [rising also , blandly triumphant] I do, sir. The 
Declaration of Independence is cancelled. The treaties which 
endorsed it are torn up. We have decided to rejoin the British 
Empire. We shall of course enjoy Dominion Home Rule 
under the Presidency of Mr Bossfield. I shall revisit you here 
shordy, not as the Ambassador of a foreign power, but as 
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High Commissioner for the greatest of your dominions, and 
your very loyal and devoted subject, sir. 

maonus [collapsing into his chair] The devil you will ! [He 
stares haggardly into futurity , now for the first time utterly at a 
loss]. 

the queen. What a splendid thing, Mr Vanhattan ! 
vanhattan. I thought your Majesty would say so. The 
most splendid thing that has ever happened. [He resumes his 
seat]. 

the queen [looking anxiously at the king ] Dontyou think 
so, Magnus? 

maonus [pulling himself together with a visible effort ] May 
I ask, Mr Vanhattan, with whom did this — this — this mas- 
terstroke of American policy originate ? Frankly, I have been 
accustomed to regard your President as a statesman whose 
mouth was the most efficient part of his head. He cannot 
have thought of this himself. Who suggested it to him ? 

vanhattan. I must accept your criticism of Mr Bossfield 
with all doo reserve, but I may mention that we Americans 
will probably connect the good news with the recent visit to 
our shores of the President of the Irish Free State. I cannot 
pronounce his name in its official Gaelic form; and there is 
only one typist in our bureau who can spell it; but he is 
known to his friends as Mick O’Rafferty. 

magnus. The rascal! Jemima; we shall have to live in 
Dublin. This is the end of England. 

vanhattan. In a sense that may be so. But England will 
not perish. She will merge — merge, sir— into a bigger and 
brighter concern. Perhaps I should have mentioned that one 
of our conditions will be that you shall be Emperor. King 
may be good enough for this little island; but if we come in 
we shall require something grander. 

magnus. This little island ! “This little gem set in a silver 
sea!” Has it occurred to you, Mr Vanhattan, that rather 
than be reduced to a mere appendage of a big American con- 
cern, we might raise the old warcry of Sinn Fein, and fight 
for our independence to the last drop of our blood? 
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vanhattan. 1 should be right sorry to contemplate such 
a reversion to a barbarous past. Fortunately, it’s impossible 
— imm-pawsibl. The old warcry would not appeal to the 
cosmopolitan crews of the fleet of the League of Nations in 
the Atlantic. That fleet would blockade you, sir. And I fear 
we should be obliged to boycott you. The two thousand 
million dollars a year would stop. 

maqnus. But the continental Powers! Do you suppose 
they would consent for a moment to such a change in the 
balance of power? 

vanhattan. Why not? The change would be only 
nominal. 

maonus. Nominal! You call an amalgamation of die 
British Commonwealth with the United States a nominal 
change ! What will France and Germany call it ? 

vanhattan [shakinghh head indulgerttly\ France and Ger- 
many ? These queer old geographical expressions which you 
use here from old family habit do not trouble us. I suppose 
you mean by Germany the chain of more or less Soviet Re- 
publics between the Ural Mountains and the North Sea. 
Well, the clever people at Moscow and Berlin and Geneva 
are trying to federate them; and it is fully understood be- 
tween us that if we dont object to their move they will not 
object to ours. France, by which I take it you mean the Gov- 
ernment at New Timgad, is too busy in Africa to fuss about 
what is happening at the ends of your little Channel Tube. 
So long as Paris is full of Americans, and Americans are full 
of money, all's well in the west from the French point of 
view. One of the great attractions of Paris for Americans is 
the excursion to Old England. The French want us to feel 
at home here. And so we do. Why shouldnt we ? After all, we 
are at home here. 

magnus. In what sense, may I ask? 
vanhattan. Well, we find here everything we are accus- 
tomed to: our industrial products, our books, our plays, our 
' sports, our Christian Science churches, our osteopaths, our 
movies and talkies. Put it in asmall parcel and say our goods 
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and our ideas. A political union with us will be just the 
official recognition of an already accomplished fact. A union 
of hearts, you might call it. 

the queen. You forget, Mr Vanhattan. We have a great 
national tradition. 

vanhattan. The United States, maam, have absorbed 
all the great national traditions, and blended them with their 
own glorious tradition of Freedom into something that is 
unique and universal. 

the queen. We have a civilized culture which is peculiar 
to ourselves. It may not be better than yours; but it is differ- 
ent. 

vanhattan. Well, isit? We found thatcultureenshrined 
in British material works of art: in the stately country homes 
of your nobility, in the cathedrals our common forefathers 
built as the country houses of God. What did you do with 
them ? You sold them to us. I was brought up in the shade of 
Ely cathedral, the removal of which from the county of Cam- 
bridge to New Jersey was my dear old father’s first big pro- 
fessional job. The building which stands on its former site is 
a very fine one : in my opinion the best example of reinforced 
concrete of its period; but it was designed by an American 
architect, and built by the Synthetic Building Materials 
Trust, an international affair. Believe me, the English people, 
the real English people who take things as they come in- 
stead of reading books about them, will be more at home 
with us than they are with the old English notions which our 
tourists try to keep alive, When you find some country gentle- 
man keeping up the old English customs at Christmas and 
so forth, who is he? An American who has bought the place. 
Your people get up the show for him because he pays for it, 
not because it is natural to them. 

the queen [with a sigK\ Our own best families go so much 
to Ireland nowadays. People should not be allowed to go 
from England to Ireland. They never come back. 

vanhattan. Well, can you blame them, maam ? Look at 
the climate! 
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the queen. No: it is not the climate. It is the Horse 
Show. 

The King rises wry thoughtfully ; and Vanhattan follows his 
example. 

maonus. I must think over this. 1 have known for years 
past that it was on the cards. When I was young, and under 
the influence of our family tradition, which of course never 
recognized the rebellion of the American colonies as valid, I 
actually dreamt of a reunited English speaking empire at 
the head of civilization. 

vanhattan. Fine! Great! And now come true. 

magnus. Not yet. Now that I am older and wiser I find 
the reality less attractive than the dream. 

vanhattan. And is that ail I am to report to the Presi- 
dent, sir? He will be disappointed. I am a little taken aback, 
myself. 

magnus. For the present, that is all. This may be a great 
idea— 

vanhattan. Surely, surely. 

magnus. It may also be a trap in which England will 
perish. 

vanhattan [encouragingly] Oh, I shouldnt look at it that 
way. Besides, nothing— not even dear old England — can 
last for ever. Progress, you know, sir, progress, progress! 

magnus. Just so, just so. We may survive only as another 
star on your flag. Still, we cling to the li ttle scrap of individu- 
ality you have left us. If we must merge, as you call it — or 
did you say submerge ? — some of us will swim to the last. 
[To the Queen] My dear. 

The Queen strikes her gong. 

Pamphilius returns. 

magnus. You shall hear from me after the Cabinet meets. 
Not tonight: you must not sit up waiting for a message. 
Early tomorrow, I hope. Thank you for bringing me the 
news before the papers got it: that seldom happens now. 
Pamphilius: you will reconduct his Excellency. Good even- 
ing. [He shakes hands]. 
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vanhattan. I thank your Majesty. [To the Hausen] Good 
evening, maam. I look forward to presenting myself in court 
dress soon, 

the queen. You will look very nice in it, Mr Vanhattan. 
Good evening. 

The Ambassador goes out with Pamphilius. 

MAGNUS [striding grimly to and fro ] The scoundrels ! That 
blackguard O'Rafferty! That booby bullroarer Bossfield! 
Breakages, Limited, have taken it into their heads to mend 
the British Commonwealth. 

the queen [quietly] I think it is a very good thing. You 
will make a very good emperor. We shall civilize these 
Americans. 

magnus. How can we when we have not yet civilized our- 
selves? They have come to regard us as a mere tribe of red- 
skins. England will be just a reservation. 

the queen. Nonsense, dear ! They know that we are their 
natural superiors. You can see it by the way their women be- 
havfe at court. They really love and reverence royalty; while 
our English peeresses are hardly civil— when they conde- 
scend to come at all. 

magnus. Well, my dear, I do many things to please you 
that I should never do to please myself; and I suppose I shall 
end as American Emperor just to keep you amused. 

the queen. I never desire anything that is not good for 
you, Magnus. You do not always know what is good for you. 

magnus. Well, well, well, well! Have it your own way, 
dearest. Where are these infernal ministers ? Theyre late. 

the queen [looking out into the garden] Coming across the 
lawn with Sempronius. 

The Cabinet arrives. The men take off their hats as they come 
up the steps. Boanerges has taken advantage of the interval to 
procure a brilliant uniform and change into it. Proteus, with Sem- 
pronius, heads the procession, followed immediately by the two 
lady ministers. The Queen rises as Proteus turns to her. Sem- 
pronius moves the little table quickly back to the balustrade out of 
the way, and puts the Queen's chair in the centre for the King. 
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the queen [shaking hands] How do you do, Mr Proteus? 

proteus. May I present the President of the Board of 
Trade, Mr Boanerges? 

the queen. I remember seeing you, Mr Boanerges, at the 
opening of the Transport Workers’ Summer Palace. You 
wore a most becoming costume then. I hope you have not 
given it up. 

Boanerges. But the Princess told me I looked ridiculous 
in it! 

the queen. That was very naughty of the Princess. You 
looked particularly well in it. However, you look well in any- 
thing. And now I leave you all to your labors. 

She goes out along the terrace. Sempronius follows with her 
knitting. 

magnus [sitting down] Be seated, ladies and gentlemen. 

They take chairs of one sort or another where they can find 
them, first leaving their hats on the balustrade. When they are 
seated, their order from the King’s right to his left is Nicobar, 
Crassus, Boanerges, Amanda, the King, Proteus, Lysistrata , 
Pliny, and Balbus. 

A pause, Proteus waiting for the King to begin. He, deep in 
thought, says nothing. The silence becomes oppressive. 

puny [chattily] Nice weather we’re having, these even- 
ings. 

amanda [splutters ] ! ! ! 

magnus. There is rather a threatening cloud on the 
western horizon, Mr Pliny. [To Proteus] Have you heard the 
news from America? 

proteus. I have, sir. 

magnus. Am I to be favored with the advice of my minis- 
ters on that subject? 

proteus. By your Majesty’s leave, we will take the ques- 
tion of the ultimatum first. 

magnus. Do you think the ultimatum will matter much 
when the capital of the British Commonwealth is shifted to 
Washington? 

nicobar. We’ll see it shifted to Melbourne or Montreal 
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or Johannesburg first, 

magnus. It would not stay there. It will stay at a real 
centre of gravity only. 

proteus. We are agreed about that. If it shifts at all it 
will shift either west to Washington or east to Moscow. 

Boanerges. Moscow thinks a lot of itself. But what has 
Moscow to teach us that we cannot teach ourselves ? Moscow 
is built on English history, written in London by Karl Marx, 
proteus. Yes; and the English king has sidetracked you 
again. [To Magnus] What about the ultimatum, sir? You pro- 
mised us your decision at five o’clock. It is now a quarter 
past. 

magnus. Are you inexorably determined to force this 
issue to its logical end? You know how unEnglish it is to do 
that? 

proteus. My people came from Scotland. 
lysistrata. I wish they had stayed there. I am English: 
every bone in my body. 

boanerces [ vociferously ] Same here! 
proteus. God help England if she had no Scots to think 
for her! 

magnus. What does the Cabinet say to that? 
amanda. All their people came from Scotland or Ireland 
or Wales or Jerusalem or somewhere, sir. It is no use appeal- 
ing to English sentiment here. 

crassus. Politics are not suited to the English, if you 
ask me. 

magnus. Then I, the only Englishman left in politics, 
apparently, am to be reduced to complete nullity? 

proteus [bluntly] Yes. You cannot frighten us out of our 
position by painting it red. I could paint your position black 
if I liked. In plain terms we require from you an uncondi- 
tional surrender. If you refuse it then I go to the country on 
the question whether England is to be an absolute monarchy 
or a constitutional one. We are all agreed on that: there will 
be no resignations. I have letters from the absent members 
of the Government: those present will speak for themselves. 
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all the other men, Agreed) agreed. 

Proteus. Now, what is your answer? 
magnus. The day for absolute monarchies is past. You 
think you can do without me; and [ know that I cannot do 
without you. I decide, of course, in favor of a constitutional 
monarchy. 

the men {greatly relieved and delighted ] Hear! hear! 
Magnus. Wait a moment. 

Sudden silence and mistrust. 

Proteus. So ! There is a catch in it, is there ? 
magnus. Not exactly a catch. But you have driven me to 
face the fact that I am unfitted to be a constitutional monarch. 
I am by nature incapable of the necessary self-effacement. 

Amanda. Well, thats true, at all events. You and I are a 
pair, sir. 

magnus. Thank you. Therefore, whilst accepting your 
constitutional principle without the slightest reserve, I can- 
not sign your ultimatum, because by doing so I should be 
making personal promises which I know 1 should break— 
which in fact I must break because I have forces within me 
which your constitutional limits cannot hold in check. 

balbus. How can you accept our principle if you dont 
sign the ultimatum? 

magnus. Oh, there is no difficulty about that. When an 
honest man finds himself incapable of discharging the duties 
of a public post, he resigns. 

proteus [alarmed] Resigns ! What are you driving at? 
crassus. A king cannot resign. 
nicobar. You might as well talk of beheading yourself. 
You cant behead yourself. 

Boanerges. Other people can, though. 
magnus. Do not let us quarrel about words, gentlemen. 
I cannot resign. But I can abdicate. 

all the rest [ starting to their feei\ Abdicate! [They stare- 
at him in consternation ], 

amanda [whistling a descending minor scale very express- 
ively] !!!!!!! ![We sits down], 
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magnus. Of course, abdicate. Lysistrata: you have been 
a teacher of history. You can assure your colleagues that 
there is nothing unprecedented in an abdication. The Em- 
peror Charles the Fifth, for instance — 

lysistrata. Oh, Charles the Fifth be— be bothered! he’s 
not good enough. Sir: I have stood by you as far as I dared. 
Dont throw me over. You must not abdicate. [She sits down, 
distressed ]. 

proteus. You cannot abdicate except by my advice. 
magnus. I am acting upon your advice. 
proteus. Nonsense! [He sits down}. 
balbus. Ridiculous ! [He sits down]. 
pliny. Youre not serious, you know. [He sits down}. 
nicobar. You cant upset the apple cart like this. [He sits 
down]. 

crassus. I must say this is not playing the game. [He sits 
down]. 

boaneroes [powerfully] Well, why not? Why not? 
Though as an old Republican I have no respect for His Ma- 
jesty as a King, 1 have a great respect for him as a Strong 
Man. But he is not the only pebble on the beach. Why not 
have done with this superstition of monarchy, and bring the 
British Commonwealth into line with all the other great 
Powers today as a republic? [He sits down}. 

magnus. My abdication does not involve that, Mr Boa- 
nerges. I am abdicating to save the monarchy, not to destroy 
it. I shall be succeeded by my son Robert, Prince of Wales. 
He will make an admirable constitutional monarch. 

pliny. Oh, come ! Dont be hard on the lad, sir. He ha3 
plenty of brains. 

magnus. Oh yes, yes, yes: I did not mean that he is 
a nonentity: quite the contrary: he is much cleverer than 
I am. But I have never been able to induce him to take any 
interest in parliamentary politics. He prefers intellectual 
pursuits. 

nicobar, Dont you believe it. He is up to his neck in 
business. , 
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magnus, Just so. He asks me why I waste my time with 
you here pretending to govern the country when it is really 
governed by Breakages, Limited. And really I hardly know 
how to answer him. 

crassus. Things are like that nowadays. My son says 
just the same. 

lysistrata. Personally I get on very well with the Prince; 
but somehow I do not feel that he is interested in what I am 
doing. 

balbus. He isnt. He wont interfere with you as long as 
you dont interfere with him. Just the right king for us. Not 
pig-headed. Not meddlesome. Thinks that nothing we do 
matters a rap. What do you say, Joe? 

proteus. After all, why not?if your Majesty is in earnest. 

maonus. I assure you I am very much in earnest. 

proteus. Well, I confess I did not foresee this turn of 
events. But I ought to have foreseen it. What your Majesty 
proposes is the straightforward, logical, intellectually honest 
solution of our difficulty. Consequently it is the last solution 
I could have expected in politics. But I reckoned without 
your Majesty’s character. The more I think of it the more 
clearly I see that you are right — that you are taking the only 
course open to you. 

crassus. I never said I was against it, Joe. 

balbus. Neither did I. 

nicobar. I think theres a great deal to be said for it. I 
have no objection. 

pliny. One king is no worse than another, is he? 

boanerges. Is he any better ? Theway you fellows scuttle 
backward and forward from one mind to another whenever 
Joe holds up his finger is disgusting. This is a Cabinet of 
sheep. 

proteus. Well, give the flock a better lead if you can. 
Have you anything else to propose? 

boanerges. I dont know that I have on the spur of the 
moment. We should have had notice of this. But I suppose 
the King must do as he thinks right. 
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proteus. Then the goat goes with the sheep; so thats all 
right. 

boanerges. Who are you calling a goat? 
nicobar. If you come to that, who are y o u calling sheep ? 
amanda. Steady there, children! steady! steady! [To the 
King] You have brought us all round, sir, as usual. 
proteus. There is nothing more to be said. 
amanda. That means another half hour at least. 
boanerges. Woman: this is not the moment for your 
tomfooleries. 

proteus [impressively] Bill is right, Amanda. [He rises 
and becomes the conventional House of Commons orator]. 
Ministers composethemselvestolistenwithgrave attention, as 
ifinchurch;butLysistrataiscontemptuousandAmandaamused. 

proteus [continuing] It is a solemn moment. It is a mo- 
ment in which an old tie is being broken. I am not ashamed 
to confess that it is a tie from which I have learned something. 
male ministers [murmur] Hear hear! Hear hear! 
proteus. For my own part— and I think I may speak 
for others here as well — it has been no mere political tie, 
but a tie of sincere friendship. 

Renewed murmurs of sympathy. Increasing emotion. 
proteus. We have had our disagreements — as which of 
us has not? — but they have been family quarrels. 
crassus. Thats all. Nothing more. 
proteus. May I say lovers’ quarrels? 
pliny [wiping his eyes] You may, Joe. You may. 
proteus. My friends, we came here to a meeting. We 
find, alas! that the meeting is to be a leavetaking, [Crassus 
sniffs tearfully] . It is a sad leavetaking on our part, but a cor- 
dial one.[Hear Hear from Pliny], We are cast down, but not 
discouraged. Looking back to the past with regret, we can 
still look forward to the future with hope. That future has its 
dangers and its difficulties. It will bring us new problems; 
and it will bring us face to face with a new king. But the new 
problems and the new king will not make us forget our old 
counsellor, monarch, and — he will allow me to say — com- 
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rade. [Hear Hears ad libitum}. I know my words will find an 
echo in all your hearts when l conclude by saying that what- 
soever king shall reign— 

amanda. Youll be the Vicar of Bray, Joe. 

Uproar. Proteus flings himself into his chair indignantly. 
balbos. Shame! 
nicobar. Shut up, you b — 
pliny. A joke’s ajoke; but really — 
crassus. Too bad, Amanda! Behave yourself. 
lysistrata, She has a perfect right to speak. You are a 
parcel of sentimental fools. 

boanerges [rising] Silence. Order. 
amanda. Sorry. 

boanerges. So you ought to be. Where’s your manners? 
Where’s your education? King Magnus: we part; but we 
part as strong men part: as friends. The Prime Minister has 
correctly represented the sentiments of all the men present. 
I call on them to express those sentiments in the good old 
English fashion. [Singing in stentorian tones] Fo-o-o-o-r-r-r 
male ministers except proteus [rising and singing] 

— he’s a jolly good fel-low 
For he’s a jolly good fel-low 
For he’s — 

magnus [peremptorily] Stop. Stop. 

Sudden silence and misgiving. They sit down furtively. 
magnus. I thank you with all my heart ; but there is a mis- 
apprehension. We are not takingleave of one another. I have 
no intention of withdrawing from an active part in politics. 
proteus. What!! 

magnus. You are looking on me, with an emotion which 
has deeply touched me, as a man with a political past. But I 
look on myself rather as a man with apolitical future. I have 
not yet told you my plans. 
nicobar. What plans? 

balbus. A retired king cant have plans and a future. 
magnus. Why not? I am looking forward to a most excit- 
ing and enjoyable time. As I shall of course dissolve parli^- 
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ment, the fun will begin with a general election. 

boanerges [dismayed] But Ive only just been elected. 
Do you mean that I shall have to stand two elections in one 
month? Have you thought of the expenses? 

magnus. Surely your expenses will be paid by the State. 
boanerges. Paid by the State ! Is that all you know about 
electioneering in England? 

Proteus. You will get your whack out of the party funds, 
Bill; and i / you cant find the extras you must put up with 
straight votes. Go on, sir: we want to hear about those plans 
of yours. 

magnus. My last act of royal authority will be to divest 
myself of all titles and dignities; so that I may step down at 
once into the position of a commoner. 

boanerges. Step up, you mean. The common man is the 
superior, not the inferior, of the titled man. 

magnus. That is why I am going to make myself a com- 
mon man, Mr Boanerges. 

pliny. Well, it does you honor. 
crassus. Not all of us would be capable of a sacrifice 
like that. , . 

boanerges. A fine gesture, sir. A fine gesture. I admit it. 
proteus [suspicious] And since when, pray, has your Ma- 
jesty taken to making gestures ? Whats the game this time? 
boanerges. Shame! 

proteus. Shut up, you gaby. [To the King] I say, whats 
the game? 

magnus. There is no imposing on you, Prime Minister. 
The game is, of course, that when I come back into politics 
I shall be in a better position as a commoner than as a peer. 
I shall seek a parliamentary seat. 

proteus. You in the House of Commons ! 
magnus [ blandly ] It is my intention to offer myself to 
the Royal Borough of Windsor as a candidate at the forth- 
coming General Election. 

All the rest except Boanerges and the Mies rise in con- 
sternation. 
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proteus. This is treachery. 
balbus. A dirty trick. 
nicobar. The meatiest on record. 
puny. He’ll be at the top of the poll. 
crassus. There wont be any poll: it will be a walk-over. 
balbus. This shews what all your fine manners and 
friendly ways are worth. 
nicobar. Hypocrite! 
crassus. Humbug! 

lysistrata, I wish your Majesty every success. 
amanda. Hear hear! Fair play, boys. Why shouldnt he 
go into parliament with us ? 

boanerges. Well said ! well said ! Why not ? 
the other male ministers. Ya-a-a-ah! [They sit down 
in utter disgust], 

proteus [ very sullen ] And when you are in Parliament, 
what then ? 

magnus. There are several possibilities. I shall naturally 
endeavour to form a party. My son King Robert will have to 
call on some Party leader who can depend on the support of 
the House of Commons to form a Government. He may call 
on you. He may even call on me. 

amanda [breaks the glum silence by whistling a bar or two 
of the National Anthem ] ! 1 

magnus. Whatever happens, it will be a great relief to us 
to be able to speak out quite frankly about oneanother in 
public. You have never been able to tell the British people 
what you really think of me: no real criticism of the King is 
possible. I have never been able to speak my mind as to your 
various capacities and characters. All that reserve, that 
tedious affectation, that unwholesome concealment will end. 
I hope you look forward to our new footing as pleasurably 
as I do. 

lysistrata. I am delighted, sir. You will fight Breakages 
forme. 

amanda. It will be awful fun. 
boanerges. Now, Mr Prime Minister, we are waiting 
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for you. What have you to say about it ? 

proteus [rising and speaking slowly, with his brows deeply 
knitted] Has Your Majesty got that ultimatum on you ? 

magnus [produces it from his breastpocket and presents it 
to him ] ! 

proteus [with measured emphasis, after tearing the paper 
up into four pieces at two deliberate strokes, and throwing the 
pieces away] There is not going to be any abdication. There 
is not going to be any general election. There is not going to 
be any ultimatum. We go on as before. The crisis is a wash- 
out. [To the King , with deadly concentration] I will never for- 
give you for this. You stole your ace of trumps from the hand 
I played this morning. [He takes his hat from the balustrade 
and goes away through the park]. 

boanerges [rising] That was a very deplorable exhibition 
of temper on the part of the Prime Minister, sir. It was not 
the gesture of a Strong Man. I will remonstrate with him. 
You may depend on me. [He takes his hat and follows Proteus 
in a serious and dignified manner]. 

nicobar [rising] Well, I shall not say what I think. [He 
is taking his hat when the King addresses him]. 

magnus. So I have not upset the apple cart after all, Mr 
Nicobar. 

nicobar. You can upset it as soon as you like for all I care. 
I am going out of politics. Politics is a mug’s game. [He goes], 
crassus [rising reluctantly and taking his hat] If Nick 
goes, I shall have to go too, 

magnus. Can you really tear yourself away from politics ? 
crassus. Only too glad to be well out of them, if Break- 
ages will let me. They shoved me into it; and I daresay 
theyll find another job for me. [He goes]. 

plinv [cheerful to the last as he, too, goes for his hat] Well, I 
am glad nothing’s happened, You know, sir, nothing ever 
really does happen in the Cabinet. Never mind their bit of 
temper. Theyll feed out of your hand tomorrow. [He goes]. 

balbus [after taking his hat ] Now that theyre all gone I 
dont mind saying that if anything should ever happen to the 
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throne, and your Majesty should become a President with 
a Cabinet to pick, you might easily rind a worse Home 
Secretary than me, with all my faults. 

Magnus. I shall bear it in mind. By the way, if you should 
happen to overtake the Prime Minister, will you be so good 
as to remind him that we quite forgot to settle that little affair 
of the proposal of America to annex the British Common- 
wealth. 

balbus. By the Lord, so we did! Well, thats a good one! 
Ha ha ! Hajha ha ha ha ! [He goes out laughing heartily], 
macnus. They dont take it in, Lizzie: not one bit. It is as 
if another planet were crashing into us. The kingdom and 
the power and the glory will pass from us and leave us naked 
face to face with our real selves at last. 

lysistrata. So much the better, if by our real selves you 
mean the old English stock that was unlike any other. Now- 
adays men all over the world are as much alike as hotel 
dinners. It’s no use pretending that the America of George 
Washington is going to swallow up the England of Queen 
Anne. The America of George Washington is as dead as 
Queen Anne. What they call an American is only a wop pre- 
tending to be a Pilgrim Father. He is no more Uncle Jona- 
than than you are John Bull. 

magnus. Yes: we live in a world of wops, all melting into 
one another; and when all the frontiers are down London 
may be outvoted by Tennessee, and all the other places 
where we still madly teach our children the mentality of an 
eighteenth century village school. 

lysistrata. Never fear, sir. It is not the most ignorant 
national crowd that will come out on top, but the best power 
station ; for you cant do without power stations, and you cant 
tun them on patriotic songs and hatred of the foreigner, and 
guff and bugaboo, though you can run nationalism on no- 
thing else. But I am heartbroken at your not coming into 
the House with us to keep old England in front and lead a 
new Party against Breakages [tears come' into her eyes], 
magnus [patting her consolingly on the back] That would 
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have been splendid, wouldnt it ? But I am too old fashioned. 
This is a farce that younger men must finish. 

amanda [taking her arm] Come home with me, dear. I 
will sing to you until you cant help laughing. Come. 

Lysistrata pockets her handkerchief; shakes the King’s hands 
impulsively; and goes with Amanda. The King plunges into 
deep thought. Presently the Ofueen comes back. 

the queen. Now Magnus: it’s time to dress for dinner. 
magnus [much disturbed] Oh, not now. I have something 
very big to think about. I dont want any dinner. 

the queen (; peremptorily ] No dinner! Did anyone ever 
hear of such a thing! You know you will not sleep if you 
think after seven o’clock. 

magnus [wotried] But really, Jemima — 
the queen [going to him and taking his arm] Now, now, 
now! dont be naughty. 1 mustnt be late for dinner. Come 
on, like a good little boy. 

The King, with a grimace of hopeless tenderness, allows 
himself to be led away. 
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PREFACE TO GETTING MARRIED 

THE REVOLT AGAINST MARRIAGE 

T here is no subject on which more dangerous 
nonsense is talked and thought than marriage. If 
the mischief stopped at talking and thinking it 
would be bad enough; but it goes further, into disastrous 
anarchical action, Because our marriage law is inhuman and 
unreasonable to the point of downright abomination, the 
bolder and more rebellious spirits form illicit unions, de- 
fiantly sending cards round to their friends announcing what 
they have done. Young women come to me and ask me 
whether I think they ought to consent to m arry the man they 
have decided to live with; and they are perplexed and aston- 
ished when I, who am supposed (heaven knows why!) to 
have the most advanced views attainable on the subject, urge 
them on no account to compromize themselves without the 
security of an authentic wedding ring. They cite the ex- 
ample of George Eliot, who formed an illicit union with 
Lewes. They quote a saying attributed to Nietzsche, that a 
married philosopher is ridiculous, though the men of their 
choice are not philosophers. When they finally give up the 
idea of reforming our marriage institutions by private enter- 
prise and personal righteousness, and consent to be led to 
the Registry or even to the altar, they insist on first arriving 
at an explicit understanding that both parties are to be per- 
fectly free to sip every flower and change every hour, as their 
fancy may dictate, in spite of the legal bond. I do not observe 
that their unions prove less monogamic than other people’s: 
rather the contrary, in fact; consequently, I do not know 
whether they make less fuss than ordinary people when 
either party claims the benefit of the treaty; but the existence 
of the treaty shews the same anarchical notion that the law 
can be set aside by any two private persons by the simple 
process of promising one another to ignore it. 

MARRIAGE NEVERTHELESS INEVITABLE 
Now most laws are, and all laws ought to be, stronger 
than the strongest individual. Certainly the marriage law is. 
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The only people who successfully evade it are those who 
actually avail themselves of its shelter by pretending to be 
married when they are not, and by Bohemians who have no 
position to lose and no career to be closed. In every other 
cqse open violation of the marriage laws means either down- 
right ruin or such inconvenience and disablement as a pru- 
dent man or woman would get married ten times over rather 
than face. And these disablements and inconveniences are 
not even the price of freedom; for, as Brieux has shewn so 
convincingly in Les Hannetons, an avowedly illicit union is 
often found in practice to be as tyrannical and as hard to 
escape from as the worst legal one. 

We may take it then that when a joint domestic estab- 
lishment, involving questions of children or property, is con- 
templated, marriage is in effect compulsory upon all normal 
people; and until the law is altered there is nothing for us but 
to make the best of it as it stands. Even when no such estab- 
lishment is desired, clandestine irregularities arc negligible 
as an alternative to marriage. How common they are nobody 
knows; for in spite of the powerful protection afforded to the 
parties by the law of libel, and the readiness of society on 
various other grounds to be hoodwinked by the keeping up 
of the very thinnest appearances, most of them are probably 
never suspected. But they are neither dignified nor safe and 
comfortable, which at once rules them out for normal decent 
people. Marriage remains practically inevitable; and the 
sooner we acknowledge this, the sooner we shall set to work 
to make it decent and reasonable. 

WHAT DOES THE WORD MARRIAGE MEAN? 

However much we may all suffer through marriage, most 
of us think so little about it that we regard it as afixedpartof 
the order of nature, like gravitation. Except for this error, 
which may be regarded as constant, we use the word with 
reckless looseness, meaning a dozen different things by it, 
and yet always assuming that to a respectable man it can have 
only one meaning. The pious citizen, suspecting the Social- 
ist (for example) of unmentionable things, and asking him 
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heatedly whether he wishes to abolish marriage, is infuriated 
by a sense of unanswerable quibbling when the Socialist asks 
him what particular variety of marriage he means: English 
civil marriage, sacramental marriage, indissoluble Roman 
Catholic marriage, marriage of divorced persons, Scotch 
marriage, Irish marriage, French, German, Turkish, or 
South Dakotan marriage. In Sweden, one of the most highly 
civilized countries in the world, a marriage is dissolved if 
both parties wish it, without any question of conduct. That 
is what marriage means in Sweden. In Clapham that is what 
they call by the senseless name of Free Love. In the British 
Empire we have unlimited Kulin polygamy, Muslim poly- 
gamy limited to four wives, child marriages, and, nearer 
home, marriages of first cousins : all of them abominations in 
the eyes of many worthy persons. Not only may the respect- 
able British champion of marriage mean any of these widely 
different institutions; sometimes he does not mean marriage 
at all. He means monogamy, chastity, temperance, respect- 
ability, morality, Christianity, anti-socialism, and a dozen 
other things that have no necessary connection with mar- 
riage. He often means something that he dare not avow: 
ownership of the person of another human being, for in- 
stance. And he never tells the truth about his own marriage 
either to himself or anyone else. 

With those individualists who in the nineteenth cen- 
tury dreamt of doing away with marriage altogether on the 
ground that it is a private concern between the two parties 
with which society has nothing to do, there is now no need to 
deal. The vogue of “the self-regarding action” has passed; 
and it may be assumed without argument that unions for the 
purpose of establishing a family will continue to be regis- 
tered and regulated by the State. Such registration is mar- 
riage, and will continue to be called marriage long after the 
conditions of the registration have changed so much that no 
citizen now living would recognize them as marriage con-* 
ditions at all if he revisited the earth. There is therefore no 
question of abolishing marriage; but there is a very pressing 
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question of improving its conditions. I have never met any- 
body really in favor of maintaining marriage as it exists in 
England today. A Roman Catholic may obey his Church by 
assenting verbally to the doctrine of indissoluble marriage. 
But nobody worth counting believes directly, frankly, and 
instinctively that when a person commits a murder and is 
put into prison for twenty years for it, the free and innocent 
husband or wife of that murderer should remain bound by 
the marriage. To put it briefly, a contract for better for 
worse is a contract that should not be tolerated. As a matter 
of fact it is not tolerated fully even by the Roman Catholic 
Church; for Roman Catholic marriages can be dissolved, if 
not by the temporal Courts, by the Pope. Indissoluble mar- 
riage is an academic figment, advocated only by celibates 
and by comfortably married people who imagine that if 
other couples are uncomfortable it must be their own fault, 
just as rich people are apt to imagine that if other people are 
poor it serves them right. There is always some means of dis- 
solution. The conditions of dissolution may vary widely, 
from those on which Henry VIII. procured his divorce 
from Katharine of Aragon to the pleas on which American 
wives obtain divorces (for instance, “mental anguish” 
caused by the husband’s neglect to cut his toe-nails); but 
there is always some point at which the theory of the inviol- 
able better-for-worse marriage breaks down in practice. 
South Carolina has indeed passed what is called a freak law 
declaring that a marriage shall not be dissolved under any 
circumstances; but such an absurdity will probably be re- 
pealed or amended by sheer force of circumstances before 
these words are in print. The only question to be considered 
is, What shall the conditions of the dissolution be? 
SURVIVALS OF SEX SLAVERY 

If we adopt the common romantic assumption that the 
^object of marriage is bliss, then the very strongest reason for 
dissolving a marriage is that it shall be disagreeable to one or 
other or both of the parties. If we accept the view that the ob- 
ject of marriage is to provide for the production and rearing 
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of children, then childlessness should be a conclusive reason 
for dissolution. As neither of these causes entitles married 
persons to divorce it is at once clear that our marriage law is 
not founded on either assumption. What it is really founded 
on is the morality of the tenth commandment, which Eng- 
lishwomen will one day succeed in obliterating from the walls 
of our churches by refusing to enter any building where they 
are publicly classed with a man’s house, his ox, and his ass, 
as his purchased chattels. In this morality female adultery is 
malversation by the woman and theft by the man, whilst 
male adultery with an unmarried woman is not an offence at 
all. But though this is not only the theory of our marriage 
laws, but the practical morality of many of us, it is no longer 
an avowed morality, nor does its persistence depend on mar- 
riage; for the abolition of marriage would, other things re- 
maining unchanged, leave women more effectually enslaved 
than they now are. We shall come to the question of the 
economic dependence of women on men later on; but at 
present we had better confine ourselves to the theories of 
marriage which we are not ashamed to acknowledge and de- 
fend, and upon which, therefore, marriage reformers will 
be obliged to proceed. 

We may, I think, dismiss from the field of practical poli- 
tics the extreme sacerdotal view of marriage as a sacred and 
indissoluble covenant, because, though reinforced by un- 
happy marriages as all fanaticisms are reinforced by human 
sacrifices, it has been reduced to a private and socially in- 
operative eccentricity by the introduction of civil marriage 
and divorce. Theoretically, our civilly married couples are 
to a Catholic as unmarried couples are: that is, they are liv- 
ing in open sin. Practically, civilly married couples are re- 
ceived in society, by Catholics and everyone else, precisely 
as sacramentally married couples are; and so are people who 
have divorced their wives or husbands and married again. 
And yet marriage is enforced by public opinion with such 
ferocity that the least suggestion of laxity in its support is 
fatal to even the highest and strongest reputations, although 
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laxity of conduct is winked at with grinning indulgence; so 
that we find the austere Shelley denounced as a fiend in 
human form, whilst Nelson, who openly left his wife and 
formed a menage a trois with Sir William and Lady Hamilton, 
was idolized. Shelley might have had an illegitimate child 
in every county in England if he had done so frankly as a 
sinner. His unpardonable offence was that he attacked mar- 
riage as an institution. We feel a strange anguish of terror 
and hatred against him, as against one who threatens us 
with a mortal injury. What is the element in his proposals 
that produces this effect ? 

The answer of the specialists is the one already alluded 
to: that the attack on marriage is an attack on property; so 
that Shelley was something more hateful to a husband than 
a horse thief : to wit, a wife thief, and something more hate- 
ful to a wife than a burglar: namely, one who would steal her 
husband’s house from over her head, and leave her destitute 
and nameless on the streets. Now, no doubt this accounts for 
a good deal of anti-Shelley an prejudices prejudice so deeply 
rooted in our habits that, as I have shewn in my play, men 
who are bolder freethinkers than Shelley himself can no 
more bring themselves to commit adultery than to commit 
any common theft, whilst women who loathe sex slavery 
more fiercely than Mary Wollstonecraft are unable to face 
the insecurity and discredit of the vagabondage which is the 
masterless woman’s only alternative to celibacy. But in spite 
of all this there is a revolt against marriage which has spread 
so rapidly within my recollection that though we all still 
assume the existence of a huge and dangerous majority 
which regards the least hint of scepticism as to the beauty 
and holiness of marriage as infamous and abhorrent, I some- 
times wonder why it is so difficult to find an authentic living 
member of this dreaded army of convention outside the 
ranks of the people who never think about public questions 
at all, and who, for all their numerical weight and apparently 
invincible prejudices, accept social changes today as tamely 
as their forefathers accepted the Reformation under Henry 
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and Edward, the Restoration under Mary, and, after Mary’s 
death, the shandygaff which Elizabeth compounded from 
both doctrines and called the Articles of the Church of Eng- 
land. If matters were left to these simple folk, there would 
never be any changes at all; and society would perish like a 
snake that could not cast its skins. Nevertheless the snake 
does change its skin in spite of them; and there are signs 
that our marriage-law skin is causing discomfort to thought- 
ful people and will presently be cast whether the others are 
satisfied with it or not. The question therefore arises: What 
is there in marriage that makes the thoughtful people so un- 
comfortable? 

THE NEW ATTACK ON MARRIAGE 

The answer to this question is an answer which every- 
body knows and nobody likes to give. What is driving our 
ministers of religion and statesmen to blurt it out at last is 
the plain fact that marriage is now beginning to depopulate 
the country with such alarming rapidity that we are forced 
to throw aside our modesty like people who, awakened by 
an alarm of fire, rush into the streets in their nightdresses or 
in no dresses at all. The fictitious Free Lover, who was sup- 
posed to attack marriage because it thwarted his inordinate 
affections and prevented him from making life a carnival, 
has vanished and given place to the very real, very strong, 
very austere avenger of outraged decency who declares that 
the licentiousness of marriage, now that it no longer recruits 
the race, is destroying it. 

As usual, this changeof front has not yet been noticed by 
our newspaper controversialists and by the suburban season- 
ticket holders whose minds the newspapers make. They still 
defend the citadel on the side on which nobody is attacking 
it, and leave its weakest front undefended. 

The religious revolt against marriage is a very old one. 
Christianity began with a fierce attack on marriage; and to 
this day the celibacy of the Roman Catholic priesthood is a 
standing protest against its compatibility with the higher 
life. St Paul’s reluctant sanction of marriage; his personal 
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protest that he countenanced it of necessity and against his 
own conviction; his contemptuous “better to marry than to 
burn’’ is only out of date in respect of his belief that the end 
of the world was at hand and that there was therefore no 
longer any population question. His instinctive recoil from 
its worst aspect as a slavery to pleasure which induces two 
people to accept slavery to one another has remained an 
active force in the world to this day, and is now stirring more 
uneasily than ever. We have more and more Pauline celi- 
bates whose objection to marriage is the intolerable indig- 
nity of being supposed to desire or live the married life as 
ordinarily conceived. Every thoughtful and observant 
minister of religion is troubled by the determination of his 
flock to regard marriage as a sanctuary for pleasure, seeing 
as he does that the known libertines of his parish are visibly 
suffering much less from intemperance than many of the 
married people who stigmatize them as monsters of vice, 

A FORGOTTEN CONFERENCE OF 
MARRIED MEN 

The late Hugh Price Hughes, an eminent Methodist 
divine, once organized in London a conference of respec- 
table men to consider the subject. Nothing came of it (nor 
indeed could have come of it in the absence of women); but 
it had its value as giving the young sociologists present, of 
whom I was one, an authentic notion of what a picked 
audience of respectable men understood by married life. It 
was certainly a staggering revelation. Peter the Great would 
have been shocked; Byron would have been horrified; Don 
Juan would have fled from the conference into a monastery. 
The respectable men all regarded the marriage ceremony as 
a rite which absolved them from the laws of health and tem- 
perance; inaugurated a life-long honeymoon; and placed 
their pleasures on exactly the same footing as their prayers. 
It seemed entirely proper and natural to them that out of 
every twenty-four hours of their lives they should pass eight 
shut up in one room with their wives alone, and this, not 
birdlike, for the mating season, but all the year round and 
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every year. How they settled even such minor questions as 
to which party should decide whether and how much the 
window should be open and how many blankets should be 
on the bed, and at what hour they should go to bed and get 
up so as to avoid disturbing one another’s sleep, seemed in- 
soluble questions to me. B,ut the members of the conference 
did not seem to mind. They were content to have the whole 
national housing problem treated on a basis of one room for 
two people. That was the essence of marriage for them. 

Please remember, too, that there was nothing in their 
circumstances to check intemperance. They were men of 
business; that is, men for the most part engaged in routine 
work which exercized neither their minds nor their bodies 
to the full pitch of their capacities. Compared with states- 
men, first-rate professional men, artists, and even with 
laborers and artisans as far as muscular exertion goes, they 
were underworked, and could spare the fine edge of their 
faculties and the last few inches of their chests without being 
any the less fit for their daily routine. If I had adopted their 
habits, a startling deterioration would have appeared in my 
writing before the end of a fortnight, and frightened me 
back to what they would have considered an impossible as- 
ceticism. But they paid no penalty of which they were con- 
scious. They had as much health as they wanted: that is, 
they did not feel the need of a doctor. They enjoyed their 
smokes, their meals, their respectable clothes, their affec- 
tionate games with their children, their prospects of larger 
profits or higher salaries, their Saturday half holidays and 
Sunday walks, and the rest of it. They did less than two 
hours work a day and took from seven to nine office hours to 
do it in. And they were no good for any mortal purpose ex- 
cept to go on doing it. They were respectable only by the 
standard they themselves had set. Considered seriously as 
electors governing an empire through their votes, and choos- 
ing and maintaining its religious and moral institutions by 
their powers of social persecution, they were a black-coated 
army of calamity. They were incapable of comprehending 
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protest that he countenanced it of necessity and against his 
own conviction; his contemptuous “better to marry than to 
burn” is only out of date in respect of his belief that the end 
of the world was at hand and that there was therefore no 
longer any population question. His instinctive recoil from 
its worst aspect as a slavery to pleasure which induces two 
people to accept slavery to one another has remained an 
active force in the world to this day, and is now stirring more 
uneasily than ever. We have more and more Pauline celi- 
bates whose objection to marriage is the intolerable indig- 
nity of being supposed to desire or live the married life as 
ordinarily conceived. Every thoughtful and observant 
minister of religion is troubled by the determination of his 
flock to regard marriage as a sanctuary for pleasure, seeing 
as he does that the known libertines of his parish are visibly 
suffering much less from intemperance than many of the 
married people who stigmatize them as monsters of vice. 

A FORGOTTEN CONFERENCE OF 
MARRIED MEN 

The late Hugh Price Hughes, an eminent Methodist 
divine, once organized in London a conference of respec- 
table men to consider the subject. Nothing came of it (nor 
indeed could have come of it in the absence of women) ; but 
it had its value as giving the young sociologists present, of 
whom I was one, an authentic notion of what a picked 
audience of respectable men understood by married life. It 
was certainly a staggering revelation. Peter the Great would 
have been shocked; Byron would have been horrified; Don 
Juan would have fled from the conference into a monastery. 
The respectable men all regarded the marriage ceremony as 
a rite which absolved them from the laws of health and tem- 
perance; inaugurated a life-long honeymoon; and placed 
their pleasures on exactiy the same footing as their prayers. 
It seemed entirely proper and natural to them that out of 
every twenty-four hours of their lives they should pass eight 
shut up in one room with their wives alone, and this, not 
birdlike, for the mating season, but all the year round and 
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every year. How they settled even such minor questions as 
to which party should decide whether and how much the 
window should be open and how many blankets should be 
on the bed, and at what hour they should go to bed and get 
up so as to avoid disturbing one another’s steep, seemed in- 
soluble questions to me, But the members of the conference 
did not seem to mind. They were content to have the whole 
national housing problem treated on a basis of one room for 
two people. That was the essence of marriage for them. 

Please remember, too, that there was nothing in their 
circumstances to check intemperance. They were men of 
business; that is, men for the most part engaged in routine 
work which exercized neither their minds nor their bodies 
to the full pitch of their capacities. Compared with states- 
men, first-rate professional men, artists, and even with 
laborers and artisans as far as muscular exertion goes, they 
were underworked, and could spare the fine edge of their 
faculties and the last few inches of their chests without being 
any the less fit for their daily routine. If I had adopted their 
habits, a startling deterioration would have appeared in my 
writing before the end of a fortnight, and frightened me 
back to what they would have considered an impossible as- 
ceticism. But they paid no penalty of which they were con- 
scious. They had as much health as they wanted: that is, 
they did not feel the need of a doctor. They enjoyed their 
smokes, their meals, their respectable clothes, their affec- 
tionate games with their children, their prospects of larger 
profits or higher salaries, their Saturday half holidays and 
Sunday walks, and the rest of it. They did less than two 
hours work a day and took from seven to nine office hours to 
do it in. And they were no good for any mortal purpose ex- 
cept to go on doing it. They were respectable only by the 
standard they themselves had set. Considered seriously as 
electors governing an empire through their votes, and choos- 
ing and maintaining its religious and moral institutions by 
their powers of social persecution, they were a black-coated 
army of calamity. They were incapable of comprehending 
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protest that he countenanced it of necessity and against his 
own conviction; his contemptuous ‘‘better to marry than to 
burn” is only out of date in respect of his belief that the end 
of the world was at hand and that there was therefore no 
longer any population question. His instinctive recoil from 
its worst aspect as a slavery to pleasure which induces two 
people to accept slavery to one another has remained an 
active force in the world to this day; and is now stirring more 
uneasily than ever. We have more and more Pauline celi- 
bates whose objection to marriage is the intolerable indig- 
nity of being supposed to desire or live the married life as 
ordinarily conceived. Every thoughtful and observant 
minister of religion is troubled by the determination of his 
flock to regard marriage as a sanctuary for pleasure, seeing 
as he does that the known libertines of his parish arc visibly 
suffering much less from intemperance than many of the 
married people who stigmatize them as monsters of vice. 

A FORGOTTEN CONFERENCE OF 
MARRIED MEN 

The late Hugh Price Hughes, an eminent Methodist 
divine, once organized in London a conference of respec- 
table men to consider the subject. Nothing came of it (nor 
indeed could have come of it in the absence of women) ; but 
it had its value as giving the young sociologists present, of 
whom I was one, an authentic notion of what a picked 
audience of respectable men understood by married life. It 
was certainly a staggering revelation. Peter the Great would 
have been shocked; Byron would have been horrified; Don 
Juan would have fled from the conference into a monastery. 
The respectable men all regarded the marriage ceremony as 
a rite which absolved them from the laws of health and tem- 
perance; inaugurated a life-long honeymoon; and placed 
their pleasures on exactly the same footing as their prayers. 
It seemed entirely proper and natural to them that out of 
every twenty-four hours of their lives they should pass eight 
shut up in one room with their wives alone, and this, not 
birdlike, for the mating season, but all the year round and 
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every year. How they settled even such minor questions as 
to which party should decide whether and how much the 
window should be open and how many blankets should be 
on the bed, and at what hour they should go to bed and get 
up so as to avoid disturbing one another’s sleep, seemed in- 
soluble questions to me. But the members of the conference 
did not seem to mind. They were content to have the whole 
national housing problem treated on a basis of one room for 
two people. That was the essence of marriage for them. 

Please remember, too, that there was nothing in their 
circumstances to check intemperance. They were men of 
business; that is, men for the most part engaged in routine 
work which exercized neither their minds nor their bodies 
to the full pitch of their capacities. Compared with states- 
men, first-rate professional men, artists, and even with 
laborers and artisans as far as muscular exertion goes, they 
were underworked, and could spare the fine edge of their 
faculties and the last few inches of their chests without being 
any the less fit for their daily routine. If I had adopted their 
habits, a startling deterioration would have appeared in my 
writing before the end of a fortnight, and frightened me 
back to what they would have considered an impossible as- 
ceticism. But they paid no penalty of which they were con- 
scious. They had as much health as they wanted: that is, 
they did not feel the need of a doctor. They enjoyed their 
smokes, their meals, their respectable clothes, their affec- 
tionate games with their children, their prospects of larger 
profits or higher salaries, their Saturday half holidays and 
Sunday walks, and the rest of it. They did less than two 
hours work a day and took from seven to nine office hours to 
do it in. And they were no good for any mortal purpose ex- 
cept to go on doing it. They were respectable only by the 
standard they themselves had set. Considered seriously as 
electors governing an empire through their votes, and choos- 
ing and maintaining its religious and moral institutions by 
their powers of social persecution, they were a black-coated 
army of calamity. They were incapable of comprehending 
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the industries they were engaged in, the laws under which 
they lived, or the relation of their country to other countries. 
They lived the lives of old men contentedly. They were 
timidly conservative at the age at which every healthy 
human being ought to beobstrepcrouslyrevolutionary.And 
their wives went through theroutine of the kitchen, nursery, 
and drawing-room just as they went through the routine of 
the office. They had all, as they called it, settled down, like 
balloons that had lost their lifting margin of gas; and it was 
evident that the process of settling down would go on until 
they settled into their graves. They read old-fashioned news- 
papers with effort, and were just taking with avidity to a 
new sort of paper, costing a halfpenny, which they believed 
to be extraordinarily bright and attractive, and which never 
really succeeded until it became extremely dull, discarding 
all serious news and replacing it by vapid tittle-tattle, and 
substituting for political articles informed by at least some 
pretence of knowledge of economics, history, and constitu- 
tional law, such paltry follies and sentimentalities, snob- 
beries and partisaneries, as ignorance can understand and 
irresponsibility relish. 

What they called patriotism was a conviction that be- 
cause they were born in Tooting or Camberwell, they were 
the natural superiors of Beethoven, of Rodin, of Ibsen, of 
Tolstoy and all other benighted foreigners. Those of them 
who did not think it wrong to go to the theatre liked above 
everything a play in which the hero was called Dick; was 
continually fingering a briar pipe; and, after being over- 
whelmed with admiration and affection through three acts, 
was finally rewarded with the legal possession of a pretty 
heroine’s person on the strength of a staggering lack of 
virtue. Indeed their only conception of the meaning of the 
word virtue was abstention from stealing other men’s wives 
or from refusing to marry their daughters. 

As to law, religion, ethics, and constitutional govern- 
ment, any counterfeit could impose on them. Any atheist 
could pass himself off on them as a bishop, any anarchist as a 
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judge, any despot as a Whig, any sentimental socialist as. 
a Tory, any philtre-monger or witch-finder as a man of 
science, any phrase-maker as a statesman. Those who did 
not believe the story of Jonah and the great fish were all the 
readier to believe that metals can be transmuted and all 
diseases cured by radium, and that men can live for two 
hundred years by drinking sour milk. Even these credulities 
involved too severe an intellectual effort for many of them; 
it was easier to grin and believe nothing. They maintained 
their respect for themselves by "playing the game” (that is, 
doing what everybody else did), and by being good judges 
of hats, ties, dogs, pipes, cricket, gardens, flowers, and the 
like. They were capable of discussing each other’s solvency 
and respectability with some shrewdness, and could carry 
out quite complicated systems of paying visits and "know- 
ing” one another. They felt a little vulgar when they spent a 
day at Margate, and quite distinguished and travelled when 
they spent it at Boulogne. They were, except as to their 
clothes, “not particular”: that is, they could put up with 
ugly sights and sounds, unhealthy smells, and inconvenient 
houses, with inhuman apathy and callousness. They had, as 
to adults, a theory that human nature is so poor that it is use- 
less to try to make the world any better, whilst as to children, 
they believed that if they were only sufficiently lectured and 
whipped, they could be brought to a state of moral perfec- 
tion such as no fanatic has ever ascribed to his deity. Though 
they were not intentionally malicious, they practised the 
most appalling cruelties from mere thoughtlessness, think- 
ing nothing of imprisoning men and women for periods up 
to twenty years for breaking into their houses; of treating 
their children as wild beasts to be tamed by a system of 
blows and imprisonment which they called education; and 
of keeping pianos in their houses, not for musical purposes, 
but to torment their daughters with a senseless stupidity 
that would have revolted an inquisitor. 

In short, dear reader, they were very like you and me. I 
could fill a hundred pages with the tale of our imbecilities 
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and still leave much untold; but what I have set down here 
haphazard is enough to condemn the system that produced 
us. The corner-stone of that system was the family and the 
institution of marriage as we have it today in England. 
HEARTH AND HOME 

There is no shirking it: if marriage cannot be made to 
produce something better than we are, marriage will have to 
go, or else the nation will have to go. It is no use talking of 
honor, virtue, purity, and wholesome, sweet, clean English 
home lives when what is meant is simply the habits I have 
described. The flat fact is that English home life today is 
neither honorable, virtuous, wholesome, sweet, clean, nor in 
any creditable way distinctively English. It is in many re- 
spects conspicuously the reverse; and the result of with- 
drawing children from it completely at an early age, and 
sending them to a public school and then to a university, 
does, in spite of the fact that these institutions are class 
warped and in sortie respects quite abominably corrupt, pro- 
duce sociabler men. Women, too, are improved by the escape 
from home provided by women’s colleges; but as very few 
of them are fortunate enough to enjoy this advantage, most 
women are so thoroughly home-bred as to be unfit for 
human society. So little is expected of them that in Sheri- 
dan’s School for Scandal we hardly notice that the heroine is 
a female cad, as detestable and dishonorable in her repent- 
ance as she is vulgar and silly in her naughtiness. It was 
left to an abnormal critic like George Gissing to point out 
the glaring fact that in the collection of life studies of 
Victorian women to be found in the novels of Dickens, 
the most convincingly real ones are either vilely unamiable 
or comically contemptible; whilst his attempts to manufac- 
ture admirable heroines by idealizations of home-bred 
womanhood are not only absurd but not even pleasantly ab- 
surd: one has no patience with them. 

As all this is corrigible by reducing home life and 
domestic sentiment to something like reasonable propor- 
tions in the life of the individual, the danger of it does not lie 
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in human nature. Home life as we understand it is no more 
natural to us than a cage is natural to a cockatoo. Its grave 
danger to the nation lies in its narrow views, its unnaturally 
sustained and spitefully jealous concupiscences, its petty 
tyrannies, its false social pretences, its endless grudges and 
squabbles, its sacrifice of the boy’s future by setting him to 
earn money to help the family when he should be in training 
for his adult life (remember the boy Dickens and the black- 
ing factory), and of the girl’s chances by making her a slave 
to sick or selfish parents, its unnatural packing into little 
brick boxes of little parcels of humanity of ill-assorted ages, 
with the old scolding or beating the young for behaving Eke 
young people, and the young hating and thwarting the old 
for behaving iike old people, and all the other ills, mention- 
able and unmentionable, that arise from excessive segrega- 
tion. It sets these evils up as benefits and blessings repre- 
senting the highest attainable degree of honor and virtue, 
whilst any criticism of or revolt against them is savagely per- 
secuted as die extremity of vice. The revolt, driven under 
ground and exacerbated, produces debauchery veiled by 
hyprocisy, an overwhelming demand for licentious theatrical 
entertainments which no censorship can stem, and, worst of 
all, a confusion of virtue with the mere morality that steals 
its name until the real thing is loathed because the imposture 
is loathsome. Literary traditions spring up in which the 
libertine and profligate— Tom Jones and Charles Surface 
— are the heroes, and decorous, law-abiding persons — Blifil 
and Joseph Surface — are the villains and butts. People like 
to believe that Nell Gwynne has every amiable quality and 
the Bishop’s wife every odious one. Poor Mr Pecksniff, who 
is generally no worse than a humbug with a turn for pom- 
pous talking, is represented as a criminal instead of as a very 
typical English paterfamilias keeping a roof over the head of 
himself and his daughters by inducing people to pay him 
more for his services than they are worth. In the extreme in- 
stances of reaction against convention, female murderers get 
sheaves of offers of marriage; and when Nature throws up 
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that rare phenomenon, an unscrupulous libertine, his suc- 
cess among "well brought-np” girls is so easy, and the devo- 
tion he inspires so extravagant, that it is impossible not to 
see that die revolt against conventional respectability has 
transfigured a commonplace rascal into a sort of Anarchist 
Savior, As to the respectable voluptuary, who joins Omar 
Khayyam clubs and vibrates to Swinburne’s invocation of 
Dolores to “come down and redeem us from virtue,” he is to 
be found in every suburb. 

TOO MUCH OF A GOOD THING 

We must be reasonable in our domestic ideals. I do not 
think that life at a public school is altogether good for a boy 
any more than barrack life is altogether good for a soldier. 
But neither is home life altogether good. Such good as it 
does, I should say, is due to its freedom from the very atmo- 
sphere it professes to supply. That atmosphere is usually de- 
scribed as an atmosphere oflove; and this definition should 
be sufficient to put any sane person on guard against it. The 
people who talk and write as if the highest attainable state is 
that of a family stewing in love continuously from the cradle 
to the grave, can hardly have given five minutes serious con- 
sideration to so outrageous a proposition. They cannot have 
even made up their mmds as to what they mean by love; for 
when they expatiate on their thesis they are sometimes talk- 
ing about kindness, and sometimes about mere appetite. In 
either sense they are equally far from the realities of life. No 
healthy man or animal is occupied with love in any sense for 
more than a very small fraction indeed of the time he devotes 
to business and to recreations wholly unconnected with love. 
A wife entirely preoccupied with her affection for her hus- 
band, a mother entirely preoccupied with her affection for 
her children, may be all very well in a book (for people who 
like that kind of book); but in actual life she is a nuisance. 
Husbands may escape from her when their business compels 
them to be away from home all day; but young children may 
be, and quite often are, killed by her cuddling and coddling 
and 'doctoring and preaching: above all, by her continuous 
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attempts to excite precocious sentimentality, a practice as 
objectionable, and possibly as mischievous, as the worst 
tricks of the worst nursemaids. 

LARGE AND SMALL .’FAMILIES 
In most healthy families there is a revolt against this ten- 
dency. The exchanging of presents on birthdays and the like 
is barred by general consent, and the relations of the parties 
are placed by express treaty on an unsentimental footing. 

Unfortunately this mitigation of family sentimentality 
is much more characteristic of large families than small ones. 
It used to be said that members of large families get on in the 
world; and it is certainly true that for purposes of social 
training a household of twenty surpasses a household of five 
as an Oxford College surpasses an eight-roomed house in a 
cheap street. Ten children, with the necessary adults, make 
a community in which an excess of sentimentality is im- 
possible. Two children make a doll’s house, in which both 
parents and children become morbid if they keep to them- 
selves. What is more, when large families were the fashion, 
they were organized as tyrannies much more than as “atmo- 
spheres of love." Francis Place tells us that he kept out of his 
father’s way because his father never passed a child within 
his reach without striking it; and though the case was an 
extreme one, it was an extreme that illustrated a tendency. 
Sir Walter Scott’s father, when his son incautiously ex- 
pressed some relish for his porridge, dashed a handful of 
salt into it with an instinctive sense that it was his duty as a 
father to prevent his son enjoying himself. Ruskin’s mother 
gratified the sensual side of her maternal passion, not by 
cuddling her son, but by whipping him when he fell down- 
stairs or was slack in learning the Bible off by heart; and 
this grotesque safety-valve for voluptuousness, mischievous 
as it was in many ways, had at least the advantage that the 
child did not enjoy it and was not debauched by it, as he 
would have been by transports of sentimentality. 

But nowadays we cannot depend on these safeguards, 
such as they were. We no longer have large families; all the 
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families are too small to give the children tire necessary 
social training. The Roman father is out of fashion; and the 
whip and the cane are becoming discredited, not so much by 
the old arguments against corporal punishment (sound as 
these were) as by the gradual wearing away of the veil from 
the fact that flogging is a form of debauchery. The advocate 
of flogging as a punishment is now exposed to very dis- 
agreeable suspicions; and ever since Rousseau rose to the 
effort of making a certain very ridiculous confession on the 
subject, there has been a growing perception that child 
whipping, even for the children themselves, is not always 
the innocent and highminded practice it professes to be. At 
all events there is no getting away from the facts that families 
are smaller than they used to be, and that passions which 
formerly took effect in tyranny have been largely diverted 
into sentimentality. And though a little sentimentality may 
be a very good thing, chronic sentimentality is a horror, 
more dangerous, because more possible, than the eroto- 
mania which we all condemn when we are not thoughtlessly 
glorifying it as the ideal married state. 

THE GOSPEL OF LAOD1CKA 

Let us try to get at the root error of these false domestic 
doctrines. Why was it that the late Samuel Butler with a con- 
viction that increased with his experience or life, preached 
the gospel of Laodicea, urging people to be temperate in 
what they called goodness as in everything else? Why is it 
that I, when I hear some well-meaning person exhort young 
people to make it a rule to do at least one kind action every 
day, feel very much as I should if I heard them persuade 
children to get drunk at least once every day? Apart from 
the initial absurdity of accepting as permanent a state of 
things in which there would be in this country misery 
enough to supply occasion for several thousand million kind 
actions per annum, the effect on the character of the doers of 
the actions would be so appalling, that one month of any 
serious attempt to carry out such counsel would probably 
bring about more stringent legislation against actions going 
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beyond the strict letter of the law in the way of kindness 
than we have now against excess in the opposite direction. 

There is no more dangerous mistake than the mistake of 
supposing that we cannot have too much of a good thing. 
The truth is, an immoderately good man is very much more 
dangerous than an immoderately bad man: that is why 
Savonarola was burnt and John of Leyden torn to pieces 
with red-hot pincers whilst multitudes of unredeemed 
rascals were being let off with clipped ears, burnt palms, a 
flogging, or a few years in the galleys. That is why Chris- 
tianity never got any grip of the world until it virtually re- 
duced its claims on the ordinary citizen’s attention to a 
couple of hours every seventh day, and let him alone on 
week-days. If the fanatics who are preoccupied day in and 
day out with their salvation were healthy, virtuous, and 
wise, the Laodiceanism of the ordinary man might be re- 
garded as a deplorable shortcoming; but, as a matter of fact, 
no more frightful misfortune could threaten us than a 
general spread of fanaticism. What people call goodness has 
to be kept in check just as carefully as what they call bad- 
ness; for the human constitution will not stand very much 
of either without serious psychological mischief, ending in 
insanity or crime. The fact that the insanity may be privi- 
leged, as Savonarola’s was up to the point of wrecking the 
social life of Florence, does not alter the case. We always 
hesitate to treat a dangerously good man as a lunatic because 
he may turn out to be a prophet in the true sense: that is, a 
man of exceptional sanity who is in the right when we are in 
the wrong. However necessary it may have been to get rid 
of Savonarola, it was foolish to poison Socrates and burn St 
Joan of Arc. But it is none the less necessary to take a firm 
stand against the monstrous proposition that because cer- 
tain attitudes and sentiments may be heroic and admirable 
at some momentous crisis, they should or can be maintained 
at the same pitch continuously through life. A life spent in 
prayer and almsgiving is really as insane as a life spent in 
cursing and picking pockets: the effect of everybody doing 
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it would be equally disastrous. The superstitious tolerance 
so long accorded to monks and nuns is inevi tably giving way 
to a very general and very natural practice of confiscating 
their retreats and expelling them from their country, with 
the result that they come to England and Ireland, where 
they are partly unnoticed and partly encouraged because 
they conduct technical schools and teach our girls softer 
speech and gentler manners than our comparatively ruf- 
fianly elementary teachers. But they are still full of the no- 
tion that because it is possible for men to attain the summit 
of Mont Blanc and stay there for an hour, it is possible for 
them to live there. Children are punished and scolded for 
not living there; and adults take serious offence if it is not 
assumed that they live there. 

As a matter of fact, ethical strain is just as bad for us as 
physical strain. It is desirable that the normal pitch of con- 
duct at which men are not conscious of being particularly 
virtuous, although they feel mean when they fall below it, 
should be raised as high as possible; but it is not desirable 
that they should attempt to live above this pitch any more 
than that they should habi tually walk at the rate of five miles 
an hour or carry a hundredweigh t con ti nually on their backs. 
Their normal condition should be in nowise difficult or -re- 
markable; and it is a perfectly sound instinct that leads us 
to mistrust the good man as much as the bad man, and to 
object to the clergyman who is pious extra-professionally as 
much as to the professional pugilist who is quarrelsome and 
violent in private life. We do not want good men and bad 
men any more than we want giants and dwarfs. What we do 
want is a high quality for our normal: that is, people who 
can be much better than what we now call respectable with- 
out self-sacrifice. Conscious goodness, like conscious muscu- 
lar effort, may be of use in emergencies; but for everyday 
national use it is negligible; and its effect on the character of 
the individual may easily be disastrous. 

FOR BETTER FOR WORSE 

It would be hard to find any document in practical daily 
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use in which these obvious truths seem so stupidly over- 
looked as they are in the marriage service. As we have seen, 
the stupidity is only apparent: the service was really only 
an honest attempt to make the best of a commercial contract 
of property and slavery by subjecting it to some religious 
restraint and elevating it by some touch of poetry. But the 
actual result is that when two people are under the influence 
of the most violent, most insane, most delusive, and most 
transient of passions, they are required to swear that they 
will remain in that excited, abnormal, and exhausting con- 
dition continuously until death do them part. And though 
of course nobody expects them to do anything so impossible 
and so unwholesome, yet the law that regulates their rela- 
tions, and the public opinion that regulates that law, is 
actually founded on the assumption that the marriage vow 
is not only feasible but beautiful and holy, and that if they 
are false to it, they deserve no sympathy and no relief. If all 
married people really lived together, no doubt the mere 
force of facts would make an end to this inhuman nonsense 
in a month, if not sooner; but it is very seldom brought to 
that test. The typical British husband sees much less of his 
wife than he does of his business partner, his fellow clerk, or 
whoever works beside him day by day. Man and wife do 
not, as a rule, live together: they only breakfast together, 
dine together, and sleep in the same room. In most cases the 
woman knows nothing of the man’s working life and he 
knows nothing of her working life (he calls it her home life). 
It is remarkable that the very people who romance most 
absurdly about the closeness and sacredness of the marriage 
tie are also those who are most convinced that the man’s 
sphere and the woman’s sphere are so entirely separate that 
only in their leisure moments can they ever be together. A 
man as intimate with his own wife as a magistrate is with his 
clerk, or a Prime Minister with the leader of the Opposition, 
is a man in ten thousand. The majority of married couples 
never get to know one another at all: they only get accus- 
tomed to having the same house, the same children, and the 
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same income, which is quite iv different matter. The com- 
paratively few men who work at home— writers, artists, and 
to some extent clergymen— have to effect some sort of 
segregation within the house or else run a heavy risk of over- 
straining their domestic relations. When the pair is so poor 
that it can afford only a single room, the strain is intolerable: 
violent quarrelling is the result. Very few couples can live in 
a single-roomed tenement without exchanging blows quite 
frequently. In the leisured classes there is often no real 
family life at all. The boys are at a public school; the girls are 
in the schoolroom in charge of a governess; the husband is 
at his club or in a set which is not his wife’s; and the institu- 
tion of marriage enjoys the credit of a domestic peace which 
is hardly more intimate than the relations of prisoners in the 
same gaol or guests at the same garden party. Taking these 
two cases of the single room and the unearned income as the 
extremes, we might perhaps locate at a guess whereabout on 
the scale between them any particular family stands. But it 
is clear enough that the onc-toomed end, though its con- 
ditions enable the marriage vow to be carried out with the 
utmost attainable exactitude, is far less endurable in prac- 
tice, and far more mischievous in its effect on the parties 
concerned, and through them on the community, than the 
other end. Thus we see that the revolt against marriage is by 
no means only a revolt against its sordidness as a survival of 
sex slavery. It may even plausibly be maintained that this is 
precisely the part of it that works most smoothly in practice. 
The revolt is also against its sentimentality, its romance, its 
Amorism, even against its enervating happiness. 
WANTED: AN IMMORAL STATESMAN 

We now see that the Statesman who undertakes to deal 
with marriage will have to face an amazingly complicated 
public opinion. In fact, he will have to leave opinion as far as 
possible out of the question, and deal with human nature in- 
stead. For even if there could be any real public opinion in a 
society like ours, which is a mere mob of classes, each with 
its own habits and prejudices, it would be at best a jumble of 
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superstitions and interests, taboos and hypocrisies, which 
could not be reconciled in any coherent enactment. It would 
probably proclaim passionately that it does not matter in the 
least what sort of children we have, or how few or how 
many, provided the children are legitimate. Also that it does 
not matter in the least what sort of adults we have, provided 
they are married. No statesman worth the name can pos- 
sibly act on these views. Fie is bound to prefer one healthy 
illegitimate child to ten rickety legitimate ones, and one 
energetic and capable unmarried couple to a dozen inferior 
apathetic husbands and wives. If it could be proved that 
illicit unions produce three children each and marriages 
only one and a half, he would be bound to encourage illicit 
unions and discourage and even penalize marriage. The 
common notion that the existing forms of marriage are 
not political contrivances, but sacred ethical obligations to 
which everything, even the very existence of the human 
race, must be sacrificed if necessary (and this is what the 
vulgar morality we mostly profess on the subject comes to) 
is one on which no sane Government could act for a mo- 
ment; and yet it influences, or is believed to influence, so 
many votes, that no Government will touch the marriage 
question if it can possibly help it, even when there is a de- 
mand for the extension of marriage, as in the case of the 
recent long-delayed Act legalizing marriage with a de- 
ceased wife’s sister. When a reform in the other direction is 
needed (for example, an extension of divorce), not even the 
existence of the most unbearable hardships will induce our 
statesmen to move so long as the victims submit sheepishly, 
though when they take the remedy into their own hands an 
inquiry is soon begun. But what is now making some action 
in the matter imperative is neither the sufferings of those 
who are tied for life to criminals, drunkards, physically un- 
sound and dangerous mates, and worthless and unamiable 
people generally, nor the immorality of the couples con- 
demned to celibacy by separation orders which do not annul 
their marriages, but the fall in the birth-rate. Public opinion 
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will not help us out of this difficulty: on the contrary, it 
will, if it be allowed, punish anybody who mentions it, 
When Zola tried to repopulate France by writing a novel 
in praise of parentage, the only comment made here was 
that the book could not possibly be translated into Eng. 
lish, as its subject was too improper. 

THE LIMITS OF DEMOCRACY _ 

Now if England had been governed in the past by states- 
men willing to be ruled by such public opinion as that, she 
would have been wiped off the political map long ago. The 
modern notion that democracy means governing a country 
according to the ignorance of its majorities is never more 
disastrous than when there is some question of sexual morals 
to be dealt with. The business of a democratic statesman is 
not, as some of us seem to think, to convince the voters that 
he knows no better than they as to the methods of attaining 
their common ends, but on the contrary to convince them 
that he knows much better than they do, and therefore 
differs from them on every possible question of method. 
The voter’s duty is to take care that the Government con- 
sists of men whom he can trust to devize or support institu- 
tions making for the common welfare. This is highly skilled 
work; and to be governed by people who set about it as the 
man in the street would set about it is to make straight for 
“red ruin and the breaking up of laws.” Voltaire said that 
Mr Everybody is wiser than anybody; and whether he is or 
not, it is his will that must prevail; but the will and the way 
are two very different things, For example, it is tire will of 
the people on a hot day that the means of relief from fhe 
effects of the heat should be within the reach of everybody. 
Nothing could be more innocent, more hygienic, more im- 
portant to the social welfare. But the way of the people on 
such occasions is mostly to drink large quantities of beer, 
or, among the more luxurious classes, iced claret cup, lemon 
squashes, and the like, To take a moral illustration, the will 
to suppress misconduct and secure efficiency in work is 
general and salutary; but the notion that the best and only 
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effective way is by complaining, scolding, punishing, and 
revenging is equally general. When Mrs Squeers opened 
an abscess on her pupil’s head with an inky penknife, her 

objectwas entirely laudable: her heart was in the right place: 

a statesman interfering with her on the ground that he did 
not want the boy cured would have deserved impeachment 
for gross tyranny. But a statesman tolerating amateur sur- 
gical practice with inky penknives in school would be a very 
bad Minister of Education. It is on the question of method 
that your expert comes in; and though I am democrat 
enough to insist that he must first convince a representative 
body of amateurs that his way is the right way and Mrs 
Squeers’s way the wrong way, yet I would not have them 
assume that Mrs Squeers’s amateur way is likely to be the 
right way because she belongs to the democracy and the 
Minister to the bureaucracy, or that any other test is to be 
applied to it except the test of its effect on human welfare. 

THE SCIENCE AND ART OF POLITICS 
Political Science means nothing else than the devizing 
of the hest ways of fulfilling the will of the world; and, I 
repeat, it is skilled work. Once the way is discovered, the 
methods laid down, and the machinery provided, the work 
of the statesman is done, and that of the official begins. To 
illustrate, there is no need for the police officer who governs 
the street traffic to be or to know any better than the people 
who obey the wave of his hand. All concerted action in- 
volves subordination and the appointment of directors at 
whose signal the others will act. There is no more need for 
them to be superior to the rest than for the keystone of an 
arch to be of harder stone than the coping. But when it 
comes to devizing the directions which are to be obeyed: 
that is, to making new institutions and scrapping old ones, 
then you need aristocracy in the sense of government by the 
best. A military state organized so as to carry out exactly the 
impulses of the average soldier would not last a year. The 
result of trying to make the Church of England reflect the 
notions of the average churchgoer has reduced it to a cipher 
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except for the purposes of a petulantly irreligious social and 
political club. Democracy as to the thing to be done may be 
inevitable (hence the vital need for a democracy of super- 
men) ; but democracy as to the way to do it is like letting the 
passengers drive the train: it can only end in collision and 
wreck. As a matter of fact, we obtain reforms (such as they 
are), not by allowing the electorate to draft statutes, but by 
persuading it that a certain minister and his cabinet are 
gifted with sufficient political sagacity to find out how to 
produce the desired result. And the usual penalty of taking 
advantage of this power to reform our institutions is defeat 
by a vehement “swing of the pendulum” at the next elec- 
tion. Therein lies the peril and the glory of democratic 
statesmanship. A statesman who confines hi mself to popular 
legislation — or, for the matter of that, a playwright who 
confines himself to popular plays — is like a blind man’s dog 
who goes wherever the blind man pulls him, on the ground 
that both of them want to go to the same place. 

WHY STATESMEN SHIRK THE MARRIAGE 
QUESTION 

The reform of marriage, then, will be a very splendid 
and very hazardous adventure for the Prime Minister who 
takes it in hand. He will be posted on every hoarding and 
denounced in every Opposition paper, especially in the 
sporting papers, as the destroyer of the home, the family, 
of decency, of morality, of chastity and what not. All the 
commonplaces of the modern anti-Socialist Noodle’s Ora- 
tion will be hurled at him. And he will have to proceed 
without the slightest concession to it, giving the noodles 
nothing but their due in the assurance “I know how to attain 
our ends better than you,” and staking his political life on 
the conviction carried by that assurance, which conviction 
will depend a good deal on the certainty with which it is 
made, which again can be attained only by studying the 
facts of marriage and understanding the needs of the nation. 
And, after all, he will find that the pious commonplaces on 
which he and the electorate are agreed conceal an utter 
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difference in the real ends in view: his being publicj far- 
sighted, and impersonal, and those of multitudes of the 
electorate narrow, personal, jealous, and corrupt. Under 
such circumstances, it is not to be wondered at that the mere 
mention of the marriage question makes a British Cabinet 
shiver with apprehension and hastily pass on to safer busi- 
ness. Nevertheless the reform of marriage cannot be put off 
for ever. When its hour comes, what are the points the 
Cabinet will have to take up ? 

THE QUESTION OF POPULATION 

First, it will have to make up its mind as to how many 
people we want in the country. If we want less than at 
present, we must ascertain how many less; and if we allow 
the reduction to be made by the continued operation of the 
present sterilization of marriage, we must settle how the 
process is to be stopped when it has gone far enough. But if 
we desire to maintain the population at its present figure, or 
to increase it, we must take immediate steps to induce people 
of moderate means to marry earlier and to have more chil- 
dren. There is less urgency in the case of the very poor and 
the very rich. They breed recklessly: the rich because they 
can afford it, and the poor because they cannot afford the 
precautions by which the artisans and the middle classes 
avoid big families. Nevertheless the population declines, 
because the high birth-rate of the very poor is counter- 
balanced by a huge infantile-mortality in the slums, whilst 
the very rich are also the very few, and are becoming steril- 
ized by the spreading revolt of their women against exces- 
sive childbearing— sometimes against any childbearing. 

This last cause is important. It cannot be removed by 
any economic readjustment. If every family were provided 
with £10,000 a year tomorrow, women would still refuse 
more and more to continue bearing children until they are 
exhausted whilst numbers of others are bearing no children 
at all. Even if every woman bearing and rearing a valuable 
child received a handsome series of payments, thereby mak- 
ing motherhood a real profession as it ought to be, the num- 
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ber of women able or willing to give more of their lives to 
gestation and nursing than three or four children would 
cost them might not be very large if the advance in social 
organization and conscience indicated by such payments 
involved also the opening up of other means of livelihood to 
women. And it must be remembered that urban civilization 
itself, insofar as it is a method of evolution (and when it is 
not this, it is simply a nuisance), is a sterilizing process as 
far as numbers go, It is harder to keep up the supply of 
elephants than of sparrows and rabbits; and for the same 
reason it will be harder to keep up the supply of highly 
cultivated men and women than it now is of agricultural 
laborers. Bees get out of this difficulty by a special system of 
feeding which enables a queen bee to produce 4000 eggs a 
day whilst the other females lose their sex altogether and 
become workers supporting the males in luxury and idleness 
until the queen has found her mate, when the queen kills 
him and the quondam females kill all the rest (such at least 
are theaccounts given by romanricnaturaliatsofthcmatter), 
THE RIGHT TO MOTHERHOOD 

This system certainly shews a much higher development 
of social intelligence than our marriage system; but if it 
were physically possible to introduce it into human society 
it would be wrecked by an opposite and not less important 
revolt of women: that is, the revolt against compulsory bar- 
renness. In this two classes of women are concerned: those 
who, though they have no desire for the presence or care of 
children, nevertheless feel that motherhood is an experi- 
ence necessary to their complete psychical development and 
understanding of themselves and others, and those who, 
though unable to find or unwilling to entertain a husband, 
would like to occupy themselves with the rearing of chil- 
dren. My own experience of discussing this question leads 
me to bdieve that the one point on which all women are in 
furious secret rebellion against the existing law is the sad- 
dling of the right to a child with the obligation to become 
the servant of a man. Adoption, or the begging or buying or 
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stealing of another woman’s child, is no remedy, it does not 
provide the supreme experience of bearing the child. No 
political constitution will ever succeed or deserve to succeed 
unless it includes the recognition of an absolute right to 
sexual experience, and is untainted by the Pauline or roman- 
tic view of such experience as sinful in itself. And since this 
experience in its fullest sense must be carried in the case of 
women to the point of childbearing, it can only be recon- 
ciled with the acceptance of marriage with the child’s father 
by legalizing polygyny, because there are more adult women 
in the country than men. Now though polygyny prevails 
throughout the greater part of the British Empire, and is as 
practicable here as in India, there is a good deal to be said 
against it, and still more to be felt. However, let us put our 
feelings aside for a moment, and consider the question 
politically. 

MONOGAMY, POLYGYNY, AND POLYANDRY 
The number of wives permitted to a single husband or 
of husbands to a single wife under a marriage system, is 
not an ethical problem: it depends solely on the proportion 
of the sexes in the population. If in consequence of a great 
war three-quarters of the men in this country were killed, 
it would be absolutely necessary to adopt the Mohammedan 
allowance of four wives to each man in order to recruit 
the population. The fundamental reason for not allowing 
women to risk their lives in battle and for giving them the 
first chance of escape in all dangerous emergencies: in short, 
for treating their lives as more valuable than male lives, is 
not in the least a chivalrous reason, though men may con- 
sent to it under the illusion of chivalry, It is a simple matter 
of necessity; for if a large proportion of women were killed 
or disabled, no possible readjustment of our marriage law 
could avert the depopulation and consequent political ruin 
of the country, because a woman with several husbands 
bears fewer children than a woman with one, whereas a man 
can produce as many families as he has wives, The natural 
foundation of the institution of monogamy is not any in- 
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herent viciousness in polygyny or polyandry, but the hard 
fact that men and women are born in about equal numbers. 
Unfortunately, we kill so many of our male children in 
infancy that we are left with a surplus of adult women which 
is sufficiently large to claim attention, and yet not large 
enough to enable every man to have two wives. Even if it 
were, we should be met by an economic difficulty. A Kaffir 
is rich in proportion to the number of his wives, because the 
women are the breadwinners. But in our civilization women 
are not paid for their social work in the bearing and rearing 
of children and the ordering of households: they are quar- 
tered on the wages of their husbands. At least four out of 
five of our men could not afford two wives unless their 
wages were nearly doubled. Would it not then be well to 
try unlimited polygyny; so that the remaining fifth could 
have as many wives apiece as they could afford? Let us see 
how this would work. 

THE MALE REVOLT AGAINST POLYGYNY 
Experience shews that women do not object to polygyny 
when it is customary: on the contrary, they are its most 
ardent supporters. The reason is obvious. The question, as 
it presents itself in practice to a woman, is whether it is 
better to have, say, a whole share in a tenth-rate man or a 
tenth share in a first-rate man. Substitute the word Income 
for the word Man, and you will have the question as it 
presents itself economically to the dependent woman. The 
woman whose instincts are maternal, who desires superior 
children more than anything else, never hesitates. She would 
take a thousandth share, if necessary, in a husband who was 
a man in a thousand, rather than have some comparatively 
weedy weakling all to herself, It is the comparatively weedy 
weakling, left mateless by polygyny, who objects. Thus, it 
was not the women of Salt Lake City nor even of America 
who attacked Mormon polygyny. It was the men. And very 
naturally. On the other hand, women object to polyandry, 
because polyandry enables the best women to monopolize 
all the men, just as polygyny enables the best men to mono- 
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polize all the women. That is why all our ordinary men and 
women are unanimous in defence of monogamy, the men 
because it excludes polygyny, and the women because it 
excludes polyandry. The women, left to themselves, would 
tolerate polygyny. The men, left to themselves, would toler- 
ate polyandry. But polygyny would condemn a great many 
men, and polyandry a great many women, to the celibacy 
of neglect. Hence the resistance any attempt to establish un- 
limited polygyny always provokes, not from the best people 
but from the mediocrities and the inferiors. If we could get 
rid of our inferiors and screw up our average quality until 
mediocrity ceased to be a reproach, thus making every man 
reasonably eligible as a father and every woman reasonably 
desirable as a mother, polygyny and polyandry would im- 
mediately fall into sincere disrepute, because monogamy is 
so much more convenient and economical that nobody 
would want to share a husband or wife if he (or she) could 
have a sufficiently good one all to himself (or herself). Thus 
it appears that it is the scarcity of husbands or wives of high 
quality that leads women to polygyny and men to poly- 
andry, and that if this scarcity were cured, monogamy, in 
the sense of having only one husband or wife at a time 
(facilities for changing are another matter), would be found 
satisfactory. 

DIFFERENCE BETWEEN ORIENTAL AND 
OCCIDENTAL POLYGYNY 
It may now be asked why the polygynist nations have 
not gravitated to monogamy, like the latter-day saints of 
Salt Lake City. The answer is not far to seek: their polygyny 
is limited. By the Mohammedan law a man cannot marry 
more than four wives; and by the unwritten law of necessity 
no man can keep more wives than he can afford; so that a 
man with four wives must be quite as exceptional in Asia as 
a man with a carriage-and-pair or a motor car is in Europe, 
where, nevertheless, we may all have as many carriages and 
motors as we can afford to pay for, Kulin polygyny, though 
unlimited, is not really a popular institution: if you are a 
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person of high caste you pay another person of very august 
caste indeed to make your daughter momentarily one of his 
sixty or seventy momentary wives for the sake of ennobling 
your grandchildren; but this fashion of a small and in- 
tensely snobbish class is negligible as a general precedent. 
In any case, men and women in the East do not marry any- 
one they fancy, as in England and America. Women are 
secluded and marriages are arranged. In Salt Lake City the 
free unsecluded woman could see and meet the ablest man 
of the community, and tempt him to make her his tenth 
wife by all the arts peculiar to women in English-speaking 
countries. No Eastern woman can do anything of the sort. 
The man alone has any initiative; but he has no access to 
the woman; besides, as we have seen, the difficulty created 
by male licence is not polygyny but polyandry, which is 
not allowed. 

Consequently, if we are to make polygyny a success, we 
must limit it. If we have two women to every one man, we 
must allow each man only two wives. That is simple; but 
unfortunately our own actual proportion is, roughly, some- 
thing like i / T women to i man. Now you cannot enact that 
each man shall be allowed i-j l r wives, or that each woman 
who cannot get a husband all to herself shall divide herself 
between eleven already married husbands. Thus there is no 
way out for us through polygyny. There is no way at all out 
of the present system of condemning the superfluous women 
to barrenness, except by legitimizing the children of women 
who are not married to the fathers. 

THE OLD MAID’S RIGHT TO 
MOTHERHOOD 

Now the right to bear children without taking a husband 
could not be confined to women who are superfluous in the 
monogamic reckoning. There is the practical difficulty that 
although in our population there are about a million mono- 
gamically superfluous women, yet it is quite impossible to 
say of any given unmarried woman that she is one of the 
superfluous. And there is the difficulty of principle. The 
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right to bear a child, perhaps the most sacred of all women’s 
rights, is not one that should have any conditions attached 
to it except in the interests of race welfare. There are many 
women of admirable character, strong, capable, independ- 
ent, who dislike the domestic habits of men; have no natural 
turn for mothering and coddling them; and find the con- 
cession of conjugal rights to any person under any con- 
ditions intolerable by their self-respect. Yet the general 
sense of the community recognizes in these very women the 
fittest people to have charge of children, and trusts them, 
as schoolmistresses and matrons of institutions, more than 
women of any other type when it is possible to procure them 
for such work. Why should the taking of a husband be im- 
posed on these women as the price of their right to mater- 
nity? I am quite unable to answer that question. I see a good 
deal of first-rate maternal ability and sagadty spending itself 
on bees and poultry and village schools and cottage hos- 
pitals; and I find myself repeatedly asking myself why this 
valuable strain in the national breed should be sterilized. 
Unfortunately, the very women whom we should tempt to 
become mothers for the good of the race are the very last 
people to press their services on their country in that way. 
Plato long ago pointed out the importance of being gov- 
erned by men with sufficient sense of responsibility and 
comprehension of public duties to be very reluctant to 
undertake the work of governing; and yet we have taken his 
instruction so little to heart that we are at present suffering 
acutely from government by gentlemen who wifi stoop to 
all the mean shifts of electioneering and incur all its heavy 
expenses for the sake of a seat in Parliament. But what our 
sentimentalists have not yet been told is that exactly the 
same thing applies to maternity as to government. The best 
mothers are not those who are so enslaved by their primi- 
tive instincts that they will bear children no matter how 
hard the conditions are, but precisely those who place a very 
high price on their services, and are quite prepared to be- 
come old maids if the price is refused, and even to feel 
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relieved at their escape. Our democratic and matrimonial 
institutions may have their merits: at all events they are 
mostly reforms of something worse; but they put a premium 
on want of self-respect in certain very important matters; 
and the consequence is that we arc very badly governed and 
are, on the whole, an ugly, mean, ill-bred race. 

IBSEN'S CHAIN STITCH 

l *" Let us not forget, however, in our sympathy for the 
superfluous women, that their children must have fathers as 
well as mothers. Who are the fathers to be 1 All monogamists 
and married women will reply hastily: either bachelors or 
widowers; and this solution will serve as well as another; 
for it would be hypocritical to pretend that the difficulty is 
a practical one. None the less, the monogamists, after due 
reflection, will point out that if there are widowers enough 
the superfluous women are not really superfluous, and there- 
fore there is no reason why the parties should not marry 
respectably like other people. And they might in that case 
be right if the reasons were purely numerical: that is, if 
every woman were willing to lake a husband if one could be 
found for her, and every man willing to take a wife on the 
same terms; also, please remember, if widows would remain 
celibate to give the unmarried woman a chance. These ifs 
will not work. We must recognize two classes of old maids: 
one, the really superfluous women, and the other, the women 
who refuse to accept maternity on the (to them) unbearable 
condition of taking a husband. From both classes may, per- 
haps, be subtracted for the present the large proportion of 
women who could not afford the extra expense of one or 
more children. I say “perhaps,” because it is by no means 
sute that within reasonable limits mothers do not make a 
better fight for subsistence, and have not, on the whole, a 
better time than single women. In any case, we hare two 
distinct cases to deal with: the superfluous and the volun- 
tary; and it is the voluntary whose grit we are most con- 
cerned to fertilize. But here, again, we cannot put our finger 
on any particular case and pick out Miss Robinson’s as 
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superfluous, and Miss Wilkinson’s as voluntary. Whether 
we legitimize the child of the unmarried woman as a duty to 
the superfluous or as a bribe to the voluntary, the practical 
result must be the same: to wit, that the condition of mar- 
riage now attached to legitimate parentage will be with- 
drawn from all women, and fertile unions outside marriage 
recognized by society. Now clearly the consequences would 
not stop there. The strong-minded ladies who are resolved 
to be mistresses in their own houses would not be the only 
ones to take advantage of the new law. Even women to 
whom a home without a man in it would be no home at all, 
and who fully intended, if the man turned out to be the right 
one, to live with him exactly as married couples live, would, 
if they were possessed of independent means, have every 
inducement to adopt the new conditions instead of the old 
ones. Only the women whose sole means of livelihood was 
wifehood would insist on marriage: hence a tendency would 
set in to make marriage more and more one of the customs 
imposed by necessity on the poor, whilst the freer form of 
union, regulated, no doubt, by settlements and private con- 
tracts of various kinds, would become the practice of the 
rich: that is, would become the fashion. At which point 
nothing but the achievement of economic independence by 
women, which is already seen clearly ahead of us, would be 
needed to make marriage disappear altogether, not by for- 
mal abolition, but by simple disuse. The private contract 
stage of this process was reached in ancient Rome. The only 
practicable alternative to it seems to be such an extension 
of divorce as will reduce the risks and obligations of mar- 
riage to a degree at which they will be no worse than those 
of the alternatives to marriage. As we shall see, this is the 
solution to which all the arguments tend. Meanwhile, note 
how much reason a statesman has to pause before meddling 
with an institution which, unendurable as its drawbacks are, 
threatens to come to pieces in all directions if a single thread 
of it be cut. Ibsen’s similitude of the machine-made chain 
stitch, which unravels the whole seam at the first pull when 
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a single stitch is ripped, is very applicable to the knot of 
marriage. 

REMOTENESS OF THE PACTS FROM 
THE IDEAL 

Bat before we allow this to deter us from touching the 
sacred fabric, we must find out whether it is not already 
coming to pieces in all directions by the continuous strain of 
circumstances. No doubt, if it were all that it pretends to be, 
and human nature were working smoothly within its limits, 
there would be nothing more to be said: it would be let 
alone as it always is let alone during the cruder stages of 
civilization. But the moment we refer to the facts, we dis- 
cover that the ideal matrimony and domesticity which our 
bigots implore us to preserve as the corner-stone of our 
society is a figment: what we have really got is something 
very different, questionable at its best, and abominable at 
its worst. The word pure, so commonly applied to it by 
thoughtless people, is absurd; because if they do not mean 
celibate by it, they mean nothing; and if they do mean 
celibate, then marriage is legalized impurity, a conclusion 
which is offensive and inhuman. Marriage as a fact is not 
in the least like marriage as an ideal. If it were, the sudden 
changes which have been made on the Continent from in- 
dissoluble Roman Catholic marriage to marriage that can be 
dissolved by a box on the ear as in France, by an epithet as in 
Germany, or simply at the wish of both parties as in Sweden, 
not to mention the experiments made by some of the Ameri- 
can States, would have shaken society to its foundations. 
Yet they have produced so little effect that Englishmen 
open their eyes in surprise when told of their existence. 
DIFFICULTY OF OBTAINING EVIDENCE 

As to what actual marriage is, one would like evidence 
instead of guesses; but as all departures from the ideal are 
regarded as disgraceful, evidence cannot be obtained; for 
when the whole community is indicted, nobody will go into 
the witness-box for the prosecution. Some guesses we can 
make with some confidence. For example, if it be objected 
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to any change that our bachelors and widowers would no 
longer be GalahadSj we may without extravagance or cynic- 
ism reply that many of them are not Galahads now, and that 
the only change would be that hypocrisy would no longer be 
compulsory. Indeed, this can hardly be called guessing: the 
evidence is in the streets. But when we attempt to find out 
the truth about our marriages, we cannot even guess with 
any confidence. Speaking for myself, I can say that I know 
the inside history of perhaps half a dozen marriages. Any 
family solicitor knows more than this; but even a family 
solicitor, however large his practice, knows nothing of the 
million households which have no solicitors, and which 
nevertheless make marriage what it really is. And all he can 
say comes to no more than I can say : to wit, that no marriage 
of which I have any knowledge is in the least like the ideal 
marriage. I do not mean that it is worse: I mean simply that 
it is different. Also, far from society being organized in a de- 
fence of its ideal so j ealous and implacable that the least step 
from the straight path means exposure and ruin, it is almost 
impossible by any extravagance of misconduct to provoke 
society to relax its steady pretence of blindness, unless you do 
one or both of two fatal things. One is to get into the news- 
papers; and the other is to confess. If you confess misconduct 
to respectable men or women, they must either disown you 
or become virtually your accomplices: that is why they are 
so angry with you for confessing. If you get into the papers, 
the pretence of not knowing becomes impossible. But it is 
hardly too much to say that if you avoid these two perils, you 
can do anything you like, as far as your neighbors are con- 
cerned. And since we can hardly flatter ourselves that this 
is the effect of charity, it is difficult not to suspect that our 
extraordinary forbearance in the matter of stone throwing is 
that suggested in the well-known parable of the woman taken 
in adultery which some early freethinker slipped into the 
Gospel of St John: namely, that we all live in glass houses. 
We may take it, then, that the ideal husband and the ideal wife 
are no more real human beings than the cherubim. Possibly 
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the great majority keeps its marriage vows in the technical 
divorce court sense. No husband or wife yet born keeps 
them or ever can keep them in the ideal sense. 

MARRIAGE AS A MAGIC SPELL 

The truth which people seem to overlook in this matter 
is that the marriage ceremony is quite useless as a magic spell 
for changing in an instant the nature of the relations of two 
human beings to one another. If a man marries a woman 
after three weeks acquaintance, and the day after meets a 
woman he has known for twenty years, he finds, sometimes 
to his own irrational surprise and his wife’s equally irrational 
indignation, that his wife is a stranger to him, and the other 
woman an old friend. Also, there Is no hocus pocus that can 
possibly be devized with rings and veils and vows and bene- 
dictions that can fix either a man’s or woman’s affection for 
twenty minutes, much iess twenty years. Even the most 
affectionate couples must have moments during which they 
are far more conscious of one another’s faults than of one 
another's attractions. There arc couples who dislike one an- 
other furiously for several hours at a time; there arc couples 
who dislike one another permanently; and there are couples 
who never dislike one another; but these last are people 
who are incapable of disliking anybody. If they do not quar- 
rel, it is not because they are married, but because they are 
not quarrelsome. The people who are quarrelsome quarrel 
with their husbands and wives just as easily as with their 
servants and relatives and acquaintances: marriage makes 
no difference. Those who talk and write and legislate as if all 
this could be prevented by making solemn vows that it shall 
not happen, are either insincere, insane, or hopelessly stupid. 
There is some sense in a contract to perform or abstain from 
actions that are reasonably within voluntary control; but 
such contracts are only needed to provide against the possi- 
bility of either party being no longer desirous of the specified 
performance or abstention. A person proposing or accept- 
ing a contract not only to do something but to like doing it 
would be certified as mad. Yet popular superstition credits 
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the wedding rite with the power of fixing our fancies or 
affections for life even under the most unnatural conditions. 

THE IMPERSONALITY OF SEX 
It is necessary to lay some stress on these points, because 
few realize the extent to which we proceed on the assump- 
tion that marriage is a short cut to perfectand permanent 
intimacy and affection. But there is a still more unworkable 
assumption which must be discarded before discussions of 
marriage can get into any sort of touch with the facts of life. 
That assumption is that the specific relation which marriage 
authorizes between the parties is the most intimate and per- 
sonal of human relations, and embraces all the other high 
human relations. Now this is violently untrue. Every adult 
knows that the relation in question can and does exist be- 
tween entire strangers, different in language, color, tastes, 
class, civilization, morals, religion, character: in everything, 
in short, except their bodily homology and the reproductive 
appetite common to all living organisms. Even hatred, 
cruelty, and contempt are not incompatible with it; and 
jealousy and murder are as near to it as affectionate friend- 
ship, It is true that it is a relation beset with wildly extrava- 
gant illusions for inexperienced people, and that even the 
most experienced people have not always sufficient analytic 
faculty to disentangle it from the sentiments, sympathetic 
or abhorrent, which may spring up through the other rela- 
tions which are compulsorily attached to it by our laws, or 
sentimentally associated with it in romance. But the fact re- 
mains that the most disastrous marriages are those founded 
exclusively on it, and the most successful those in which it 
has been least considered, and in which the decisive con- 
siderations have had nothing to do with sex, such as liking, 
money, congeniality of tastes, similarity of habits, suit- 
ability of class, &c., &c. 

It is no doubt necessary under existing circumstances for 
a woman without property to be sexually attractive, because 
she must get married to secure a livelihood; and the illusions 
of sexual attraction will cause the imagination of young men 
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to endow Iter with every accomplishment and virtue that 
can make a wife a treasure. The attraction being thus con- 
stand y and ruthlessly used as a bait, both by individuals and 
by society, any discussion tending to strip it of its illusions 
and get at its real natural history is nervously discouraged. 
But nothing can well be more unwholesome for everybody 
than the exaggeration and glorification of an instinctive 
function which clouds the reason and upsets the judgment 
more than all the other instincts put together. The process 
may be pleasant and romantic; but the consequences are 
not. It would be far better for everyone, as well as far hon- 
ester, if young people were taught that what they call love is 
an appetite which, like all other appetites, is destroyed for 
the moment by its gratification; that no profession, promise, 
or proposal made under its influence should bind anybody; 
and that its great natural purpose so completely transcends 
the personal interests of any individual or even of any ten 
generations of individuals that il should he held to be an act 
of prostitution and even a sort of blasphemy to attempt to 
turn it to account by exacting a personal return for its 
gratification, whether by process of law or not. By all means 
let it be the subject of contracts with society as to its conse- 
quences; but to make marriage an open trade in it as at 
present, with money, board and lodging, personal slavery, 
vows of eternal exclusive personal sentimentalities and the 
rest of it a9 the price, is neither virtuous, dignified, nor de- 
cent. No husband ever secured his domestic happiness and 
honor, nor has any wife ever secured hers, by relying on it. 
No private claims of any sort should be founded on it: the 
real point of honor is to take no corrupt advantage of it. 
When we hear of young women being led astray and the 
like, we find that what has led them astray is a sedulously 
inculcated false notion that the relation they are tempted to 
contract is so intensely personal, and the vows made under 
the influence of its transient infatuation so sacred and en- 
during, that only an atrociously wicked man could make 
light of or forget them. What is mote, as the same fantastic 
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errors are inculcated in men, and the conscientious ones 
therefore feel bound in honor to stand by what they have 
promised, one of the surest methods to obtain a husband is 
to practise on his susceptibilities until he is either carried 
away into a promise of marriage to which he can be legally 
held, or else into an indiscretion which he must repair by 
marriage on pain of having to regard himself as a scoundrel 
and a seducer, besides facing the utmost damage the lady’s 
relatives can do him. 

Such a transaction is not an entrance into a “holy state of 
matrimony”: it is as often as not the inauguration of a life- 
long squabble, a corroding grudge, that causes more misery 
and degradation of character than a dozen entirely natural 
“desertions” and “betrayals.” Yet the number of marriages 
effected more or less in this way must be enormous. When 
people say that love should be free, their words, taken liter- 
ally, may be foolish; but they are only expressing inaccu- 
rately a very real need for the disentanglement of sexual 
relations from a mass of exorbitant and irrelevant conditions 
imposed on them on false pretences to enable needy parents 
to get their daughters “off their hands” and to keep those 
who are already married effectually enslaved by one another. 

THE ECONOMIC SLAVERY; OF WOMEN 

One of the consequences of basing marriage on the con- 
siderations stated with cold abhorrence by Saint Paul in the 
seventh chapter of his epistle to the Corinthians, as being 
made necessary by the unlikeness of most men to himself, is 
that the sex slavery involved has become complicated by 
economic slavery; so that whilst the man defends marriage 
because he is really defending his pleasures, the woman is 
even more vehement on the same side because she is defend- 
ing her only means of livelihood. To a woman without pro- 
perty or marketable talent a husband is more necessary than 
a master to a dog. There is nothing more wounding to pur 
sense of human dignity than the husband hunting that begins 
in every family when the daughters become marriageable; 
but it is inevitable under existing circumstances; and the 
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parents who refuse to engage in it are had parents, though 
they may be superior individuals. The cubs of a humane 
tigress would starve; and the daughters of women who can- 
not bring themselves to devote several years of their lives to 
the pursuit of sons-in-law of ten have to expiate their mother's 
squeamishness by lifelong celibacy and indigence. To ask 
a young man his intentions when you know he has no inten- 
tions, but is unable to deny that he has paid attentions; to 
threaten an action for breach of promise of marriage; to pre- 
tend that your daughter is a musician when she has with the 
greatest difficulty been coached into playing three piano- 
forte pieces which she loathes; to use your own mature 
charms to attract men to the house when your daughters 
have no aptitude for that department of sport; to coach 
them, when they have, in the arts by which men can be led to 
compromise themselves; and to keep all the skeletons care- 
fully locked up in the family cupboard until the prey is duly 
hunted down and bagged: all this is a mother’s duty today; 
and a very revolting duty it is: one that disposes of the con- 
ventional assumption that it is in the faithful discharge of 
her home duties that a woman finds her self-respect. The 
truth is that family life will never be decent, much less en- 
nobling, until this central horror of the dependence of women 
on men is done away with. At present it reduces the differ- 
ence between marriage and prostitution to the difference 
between Trade Unionism and unorganized casual labor: a 
huge difference, no doubt, as to order and comfort, but not 
a difference in kind. 

However, it is not by any reform of the marriage laws 
that this can be dealt with. It is in the general movement for 
the prevention of destitution that the means for making 
women independent of the compulsory sale of their persons, 
in marriage or otherwise, will be found; but meanwhile 
those who deal specifically with the marriage laws should 
never allow themselves for a moment to forget this abomina- 
tion that “plucks the rose from the fair forehead of an in- 
nocent love, and sets a blister there”, and then calmly calls 
356 



PREFACE 

itself purity, home, motherhood, respectability, honor, de- 
cency, and any other fine name that happens to be conveni- 
ent, not to mention the foul epithets it hurls freely at those 
who are ashamed of it. 

UNPOPUURITY OF IMPERSONAL VIEWS 
Unfortunately it is very hard to make an average citizen 
take impersonal views of any sort in matters affecting per- 
sonal comfort or conduct. We may be enthusiastic Liberals 
or Conservatives without any hope of seats in Parliament, 
knighthoods, or posts in the Government, because party 
politics do not make the slightest difference in our daily lives 
and therefore cost us nothing. But to take a vital process 
in which we are keenly interested personal instruments 
and ask us to regard it, and feel about it, and legislate on it, 
wholly as if it were an impersonal one, is to make a higher 
demand than most people seem capable of responding to. 
We all have personal interests in marriage which we are not 
prepared to sink. It is not only the women who want to get 
married : the men do too, sometimes on sentimental grounds, 
sometimes on the more sordid calculation that bachelor life 
is less comfortable and more expensive, since a wife pays for 
her status with domestic service as well as with the other 
services expected of her. Now that children are avoidable, 
this calculation is becoming more common and conscious 
than it was : a result which is regarded as “a steady improve- 
ment in general moralitv.” 

IMPERSONALITY IS NOT PROMISCUITY 
There is, too, a really appalling prevalence of the super- 
stition that the sexual instinct in men is utterly promiscuous 
and that theleast relaxation of law and custom must produce 
a wild outbreak of licentiousness. As far as our moralists can 
grasp the proposition that we should deal with the sexual re- 
lation as impersonal, it seems to them to mean that we should 
encourage it to be promiscuous: hence their recoil from it. 
But promiscuity and impersonality are not the same thing. 
No man ever yet fell in love with the entire female sex, nor 
any woman with the entire male sex. We often do not fall in 
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love at all; ami when we do we fall in love with one person, 
and remain indifferent to thousands of others who pass be- 
fore our eyes every day. Selection, carried even to such fas- 
tidiousness as to induce people to say quite commonly that 
there is only one man or woman in the world for them, is the 
rule in nature. If anyone doubts this, let him open a shop 
for the sale of picture post-cards, and, when an enamoured 
lady customer demands a portrait of her favorite actor or a 
gentleman of his favorite actress, try to subs titute some other 
portrait on the ground that since the sexual instinct is pro- 
miscuous, one portrait is as pleasing as another. I suppose no 
shopkeeper has ever been foolish enough to do such a thing; 
and yet all our shopkeepers, the moment a discussion arises 
on marriage, will passionately argue against all reform on the 
ground that nothing but the most severe coercion can save 
their wives and daughters from quite indiscriminate rapine. 
DOMESTIC CHANGE OF AIR 

Our relief at the morality of the reassurance that man is 
not promiscuous in his fancies must not blind us to the fact 
that he is (to use the word coined by certai n American writers 
to describe themselves) something of a Varietist. Even those 
who say there is only one man or woman in the world for 
them, find that it is not always the same man or woman, It 
happens that our law permits us to study this phenomenon 
among entirely law-abiding people. I know one lady who 
has been married five times. She is, as might be expected, a 
wise, attractive, and interesting woman. The question is, Is 
she wise, attractive, and interesting because she has been 
married five times, or has she been married five times because 
she is wise, attractive, and interesting ? Probably some of the 
truth lies both ways. I also know of a household consisting 
of three families, A having married first B, and then C, who 
afterwards married D. Ail three unions were fruitful; so 
that the children had a change both of fathers and mothers. 
Now I cannot honestly say that these and similar cases have 
convinced me that people are the worse for a change. The 
lady who has married and managed five husbands must be 
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much more expert at it than most monogamic ladies; and as 
a companion and counsellor she probably leaves them no- 
where. Mr. Kipling’s question 

What can they know of England that only England know? 
disposes not only of the patriots who are so patriotic that 
they never leave their own country to look at another, but 
of the citizens who are so domestic that they have never 
married again and never loved anyone except their own hus- 
bands and wives. The domestic doctrinaires are also the dull 
people. The impersonal relation of sex may be judicially re- 
served for one person; but any such reservation of friend- 
ship, affection, admiration, sympathy and so forth is only 
possible to a wretchedly narrow and jealous nature; and 
neither history nor contemporary society shews us a single 
amiable and respectable character capable of it. This has 
always been recognized in cultivated society, that is why 
poor people accuse cultivated society of profligacy, poor 

E eople being often so ignorant and uncultivated that they 
ave nothing to offer each other but the sex relationship, 
and cannot conceive why men and women should associate 
for any other purpose. 

As to the children of the triple household, they were not 
only on excellent terms with one another, and never thought 
of any distinction between their full and their half brothers 
and sisters; but they had the superior sociability which dis- 
tinguishes people who live in communities from those who 
live in small families. 

The inference is that changes of partners are not in 
themselves injurious or undesirable. People are not de- 
moralized by them when they are effected according to law. 
Therefore we need not hesitate to alter the law merely be- 
cause the alteration would make such changes easier. 

HOME MANNERS ARE BAD MANNERS 
On the other hand, we have all seen the bonds of marriage 
vilely abused by people who are never classed with shrews 
and wife-beaters: they are indeed sometimes held up as 
models of domesticity because they do not drink nor gamble 
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nor neglect their children nor tolerate dirt and untidiness, 
and because they are not amiable enough to have what are 
called amiable weaknesses. These terrors conceive marriage 
as a dispensation from all the common civilities and deli- 
cacies which they have to observe among strangers, or, as 
they put it, “before company.” And here the effects of in- 
dissoluble marriage-for-better-for-worse are very plainly 
and disagreeably seen. If such people took their domestic 
manners into general society, they would very soon find 
themselves without a friend or even an acquaintance in the 
world. There are women who, through total disuse, have 
lost the power of kindly human speech and can only scold 
and complain: there are men who grumble and nag from 
inveterate habit even when they are comfortable. But their 
unfortunate spouses and children cannot escape from them. 
SPURIOUS “NATURAL” AFFECTION 

What is more, they are protected from even such dis- 
comfort as the dislike of his prisoners may cause to a gaoler 
by the hypnotism of the convention that the natural relation 
between husband and wife and parent and child is one of 
intense affection, and that to feel any other sen timent towards 
a member of one’s family is to be a monster. Under the in- 
fluence of the emotion thus manufactured the most detest- 
able people are spoilt with entirely undeserved deference, 
obedience, and even affection whilst they live, and mourned 
when they die by those whose lives they wantonly or malici- 
ously made miserable. And this is what we call natural con- 
duct. Nothing could well be less natural. That such a con- 
vention should have been established shews that the in- 
dissolubility of marriage creates such intolerable situations 
that only by beglamoring the human imagination with a 
hypnotic suggestion of wholly unnatural feelings can it be 
made to keep up appearances. 

If the sentimental theory of family relationship encour- 
ages bad manners and personal slovenliness and unclean- 
ness in the home, it also, in the case of sentimental people, 
encourages the practice of rousing and playing on the atfec- 
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tions of children prematurely and far too frequently. The 
lady who says that as her religion is love,, her children shall 
be brought up in an atmosphere of love, and institutes a 
system of sedulous endearments and exchanges of presents 
and conscious and studied acts of artificial kindness, may be 
defeated in a large family by the healthy derision and rebel- 
lion of children who have acquired hardihood and common 
sense in their conflicts with one another. But the small fam- 
ilies, which are the rule just now, succumb more easily; and 
in the case of a single sensitive child the effect of being 
forced in a hothouse atmosphere of unnatural affection may 
be disastrous. 

In short, whichever way you take it, the convention that 
marriage and family relationship produce special feelings 
which alter the nature of human intercourse is a mischievous 
one. The whole difficulty of bringing up a family well is the 
difficulty of making its members behave as considerately at 
home as on a visit in a strange house, and as frankly, kindly, 
and easily in a strange house as at home. In the middle 
classes, where the segregation of the artificially limited 
family in its little brick box is horribly complete, bad man- 
ners, ugly dresses, awkwardness, cowardice, peevishness, 
and all the petty vices of unsociability flourish like mush- 
rooms in a cellar. In the upper class, where families are not 
limited for money reasons; where at least two houses and 
sometimes three or four are the rule (not to mention the 
clubs); where there is travelling and hotel life; and where 
the men are brought up, not in the family, but in public 
schools, universities, and the naval and military services, 
besides being constantly in social training in other people’s 
houses, the result is to produce a set that, in comparison 
with the middle class, counts as a different and much more 
sociable species. And in the very poorest class, where people 
have no homes, only sleeping places crowded with lodgers, 
and consequently live practically in the streets, sociability 
again appears, leaving the middle class despised and dis- 
liked for its helpless and offensive unsociability as much by 
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those below il as those above it, and yet ignorant enough to 
he proud of it, and to hold itself up as a model for the reform 
of the (as it considers) elegantly vicious rich and profiigate 
poor alike. 

CARRYING THE WAR INTO THE ENEMY’S 
COUNTRY 

Without pretending to exhaust the subject, I have said 
enough to make it clear that the moment we lose the desire 
to defend our present matrimonial and family arrangements, 
there will he no difficulty in making out an overwhelming 
case against them. No doubt until then we shall continue to 
holdup the British home as the Holy of Holies in the temple 
of honorable motherhood, innocent childhood, manly vir- 
tue, and sweet and wholesome national life. But with a 
clever turn of the hand this holy of holies can be exposed as an 
Augean stable, so filthy that it would seem more hopeful to 
burn it down than to attempt to sweep it out. And this latter 
view will perhaps prevail if the idolaters of marriage persist 
in refusing all proposals for reform and treating those who 
advocate it as infamous delinquents. Neither view is of any 
use except as a poisoned arrow in a fierce fight between two 
parties determined to discredit each other with a view to 
obtaining powers of legal coercion over one another. 
SHELLEY AND QUEEN VICTORIA 

The best way to avert such a struggle is to open the eyes 
of the thoughtlessly conventional people to the weakness of 
their position in a mere contest of recrimination. Hitherto 
they have assumed that they have the advantage of coming 
into the field without a stain on their characters to combat 
libertines who have no character at all. They conceive it to 
be their duty to throw mud; and they feel that even if the 
enemy can find any mud to throw, none of it will stick. They 
are mistaken. There will be plenty of that sort of ammuni- 
tion in the other camp; and most of it will stick very hard 
indeed. The moral is, do not throw any. If we can imagine 
Shelley and Queen Victoria arguing out their differences in 
another world, we may be sure that the Queen has long ago 
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found out that she cannot settle the question by classing 
Shelley with George IV. as a bad man; and Shelley is not 
likely to have called her vile names on the general ground 
that as the economic dependence of women makes marriage 
a money bargain in which the man is the purchaser and the 
woman the purchased, there is no essential difference be- 
tween a married woman and the woman of the streets. Un- 
fortunately, all the people whose methods of controversy are 
represented by our popular newspapers are not Queen Vic- 
torias and Shelleys. A great mass of them, when their pre- 
judices are challenged, have no other impulse than to call 
the challenger names, and, when the crowd seems to be on 
their side, to maltreat him personally or hand him over to 
the law, if he is vulnerable to it. Therefore I cannot say that I 
have any certainty that the marriage question will be dealt 
with decently and tolerantly. But dealt with it will be, de- 
cently or indecently; for the present state of things in Eng- 
land is too strained and mischievous to last. Europe and 
America have left us a century behind in this matter. 

A PROBABLE EFFECT OF GIVING WOMEN 

THE VOTE 

The political emancipation of women is likely to lead 
to a comparatively stringent enforcement by law of sexual 
morality (that is why so many of us dread it) ; and this will 
soon compel us to consider what our sexual morality shall 
be. At present a ridiculous distinction is made between vice 
and crime, in order that men may be vicious with impunity. 
Adultery, for instance, though it is sometimes fiercely pun- 
ished by giving; an injured husband crushing damages in a 
divorce suit (injured wives are not considered in this way), is 
not now directly prosecuted; and this impunity extends to 
illicit relations between unmarried persons who have reached 
what is called the age of consent. There are other matters, 
such as notification of contagious disease and solicitation, in 
which the hand of the law has been brought down on one sex 
only. Outrages which were capital offences within the mem- 
ory of persons still living when committed on women out- 
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side marriage, can still be inflicted by men on their wives 
without legal remedy. At all such points the code will be 
screwed up by the operation of Votes for Women, if there 
be any virtue in the franchise at all. The result will be that 
men will find the more ascetic side of our sexual morality 
taken seriously by the law. It is easy to foresee the conse- 
quences. No man will take much trouble to alter laws which 
he can evade, or which are either not enforced or enforced 
on women only. But when these laws take him by the collar 
and thrust him into prison, he suddenly becomes keenly 
critical of them, and of the arguments by which they are 
supported. Now we have seen that our marriage laws will 
not stand criticism, and that they have held out so far only 
because they are so worked as to fit roughly our state of 
society, in which women are neither politically nor personally 
free, in which indeed women are called womanly only when 
they regard themselves as existing solely for the use of men. 
When liberalism enfranchises them politically, and Social- 
ism emancipates them economically, they will no longer 
allow the law to take immorality so easily. Both men and 
women will be forced to behave morally in sex matters; and 
when they find that this is inevitable they will raise the ques- 
tion of what behavior really should be established as moral. 
If they decide in favor of our present professed morality, 
they will have to make a revolutionary change in their habits 
by becoming in fact what they only pretend to be at present. 
If, on the other hand, they find that this would be an unbear- 
able tyranny, without even the excuse of justice or sound 
eugenics, they will reconsider their morality and remodel 
the law. 

THE PERSONAL SENTIMENTAL BASIS OF 
MONOGAMY 

Monogamy has a sentimental basis which is quite dis- 
tinct from the political one of equal numbers of the sexes. 
Equal numbers In the sexes are quite compatible with a 
change of partners every day or every hour. Physically there 
is nothing to distinguish human society from the farm-yard 
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except that children are more troublesome and costly than 
chickens and calves, and that men and women are not so 
completely enslaved as farm stock. Accordingly, the people 
whose conception of marriage is a farm-yard or slave-quarter 
conception are always more or less in a panic lest the slightest 
relaxation of the marriage laws should utterly demoralize 
society; whilst those to whom marriage is a matter of more 
highly evolved sentiments and needs (sometimes said to be 
distinctively human, though birds and animals in a state of 
freedom evince them quite as touchingly as we) are much 
more liberal, knowing as they do that monogamy will take 
care of itself provided the parties are free enough, and that 
promiscuity is a product of slavery and not of liberty. 

The solid foundation of their confidence is the fact that 
the relationship set up by a comfortable marriage is so inti- 
mate and so pervasive of the whole life of the parties to it, that 
nobody has room in his or her life for more than one such 
relationship at a time. What is called a household of three is 
never really of three except in the sense that every household 
becomes a household of three when a child is born, and may 
in the same way become a household of four or fourteen if 
the union be fertile enough. Now no doubt the marriage tie 
means so little to some people that the addition to the house- 
hold of half a dozen more wives or husbands would be as 
possible as the addition of half a dozen governesses or tutors 
or visitors or servants. A Sultan may have fifty wives as easily 
as he may have fifty dishes on his table, because in the Eng- 
lish sense he has no wives at all; nor have his wives any hus- 
band: in short, he is not what we call a married man. And 
there are sultans and sultanas and ^eraglios existing in Eng- 
land under English forms. But when you come to the real 
modern marriage of sentiment, a relation is created which 
has never to my knowledge been shared by three persons ex- 
cept when all three have been extraordinarily fond of one 
another. Take for example the famous case of Nelson and 
Sir William and Lady Hamilton. The secret of this house- 
hold of three was not only that both the husband and N elson 
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were devoted to Lady Hamilton, but that they were also ap- 
parently devoted to one another. When Hamilton died both 
Nelson and Emma seem to have been equally heartbroken. 
When there is a successful household of one man and two 
women the same unusual condition is fulfilled: the two 
women not only cannot live happily without the man but 
cannot live happily without each other. In every other case 
known to me, either from observation or record, the experi- 
ment is a hopeless failure: one of the two rivals for the really 
intimate affection of the third inevitably drives out the other. 
The driven-out party may accept the situation and remain 
in the house as a friend to save appearances, or for the sake 
of the children, or for economic reasons; but such an ar. 
rangement can subsist only when the forfeited relation is no 
longer really valued ; and this indifference, like the triple bond 
of affection which carried Sir William Hamilton through, is 
so rare as to be practicably negligible in the establishment 
of a conventional morality of marriage. Therefore sensible 
and experienced people always assume that when a declara- 
tion of love is made to an already married person, the declara- 
tion binds the parties in honor never Lo see one another again 
unless they contemplate divorce and remarriage. And this is 
a sound convention, even for unconventional people. Let 
me illustrate by reference to a fictitious case: the one imag- 
ined in my own play Candida will do as well as another. Here 
a young man who has been received as a friend into the house 
of a clergyman falls in love with the clergyman’s wife, and 
being young and inexperienced, declares his feelings, and 
claims that he, and not the clergyman, is the more suitable 
mate for the lady. The clergyman, who has a temper, is first 
tempted to hurl the youth into the street by bodily violence: 
an impulse natural, perhaps, but vulgar and improper, and 
not open, on consideration, to decent men. Even coarse and 
inconsiderate men are restrained from it by the fact that the 
sympathy of the woman turns naturally to the victim of phy- 
sical brutality and against the bully, the Thackerayan notion 
to the contrary being one of the illusions of literary mascu- 
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Unity. Besides, the husband is not necessarily the stranger 
man: and appeal to force has resulted in the ignominious de- 
feat of the husband quite as often as in poetic justice as con- 
ceived in the conventional novelet. What an honorable and 
sensible man does when his household is invaded is what the 
Reverend James Mavor Morell does in my play. He recog- 
nizes that just as there is not room for two women in that 
sacredly intimate relation of sentimental domesticity which 
is what marriage means to him, so there is no room for two 
men in that relation with his wife; and he accordingly tells 
her firmly that she must choose which man will occupy the 
place that is large enough for one only, He is so far shrewdly 
unconventional as to recognize that if she chooses the other 
man, he must give way, legal tieorno legal tie; but he knows 
that either one or the other must go. And a sensible wife 
would act in the same way. If a romantic young lady came 
into her house and proposed to adore her husband on a toler- 
ated footing, she would say “My husband has not room in 
his life for two wives: either you go out of the house or I go 
out of it.” The situation is not at all unlikely: I had almost 
said not at all unusual. Young ladies and gentlemen in the 
greensickly condition which is called calf-love, associating 
with married couples at dangerous periods of mature life, 
quite often find themselves in it ; and the extreme reluctance 
of proud and sensitive people to make any assertion of matri- 
monial rights, or to condescen d to j ealousy, sometimes make 
the threatened husband or wife hesitate to take prompt steps 
and do the apparendy conventional thing. But whether they 
hesitate or act the result is always the 3ame. In areal marriage 
of sentiment the wife or husband cannot be supplanted by 
halves; and such a marriage will break very soon under the 
strain of polygyny or polyandry. What we want at present 
is a sufficiendy clear teaching of this fact to ensure that 
prompt and decisive action shall always be taken in such 
cases without any false shame of seeming conventional (a 
shame to which people capable of such real marriage are 
specially susceptible), and a rational divorce law to enable 
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the marriage to be dissolved and the parties honorably re- 
sorted and recoupled without disgrace and scandal if that 
should prove the proper solution. 

It must be repeated here that no law, however stringent, 
can prevent polygamy among groups of people who choose 
to live loosely and be monogamous only in appearance. But 
such cases are not now under consideration. Also, affection- 
ate husbands like Samuel Pepys, and affectionate wives of 
the corresponding temperament, may, it appears, engage in 
transient casual adventures out of doors without breaking 
up their home life. But within doors that home life may be 
regarded as naturally monogamous. It does not need to be 
protected against polygamy; it protects itself. 

DIVORCE 

All this has an important bearing on the question of di- 
vorce. Divorce reformers are so much preoccupied with the 
injustice of forbidding a woman to divorce her husband for 
unfaithfulness to his marriage vow, whilst allowing him that 
power over her, that they are apt to overlook the pressing 
need for admitting other and far more important grounds 
for divorce. If we take a document like Pepys’ Diary, we 
learn that a woman may have an incorrigibly unfaithful hus- 
band, and yet be much better off than if she had an ill-tem- 
pered, peevish, maliciously sarcastic one, or was chained for 
life to a criminal, a drunkard, a lunatic, an idle vagrant, or a 
person whose religious faith was contrary to her own. Imag- 
ine being married to a liar, a borrower, a mischief maker, a 
teaser or tormentor of children and animals, or even simply 
to a bore! Conceive yourself tied for life to one of the per- 
fectly '‘faithful" husbands who are sentenced to a month’s 
imprisonment occasionally for idly leaving their wives in 
childbirth without food, fire, or attendance! What woman 
would not rather marry ten Pepyses ? what man a dozen Nell 
Gwynnes ? Adultery, far from being the first and only ground 
for divorce, mightmorereasonablybemade thelast,orwholly 
excluded. The present law is perfectly logical only if you 
once admit (as no decent person ever does) its fundamental 
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assumption that there can be no companionship between men 
and women because the woman has a “sphere" of her own, 
that of housekeeping, in which the man must not meddle, 
whilst he has all the rest of human activity for his sphere: the 
only point at which the two spheres touch being that of re- 
plenishing the population. On this assumption the man 
naturally asks for a guarantee that the children shall be his 
because he has to find the money to support them . The power 
of divorcing a woman for adultery is this guarantee, a guar- 
antee that she does not need to protect her against a similar 
imposture on his part, because he cannot bear children. No 
doubt he can spend the money that ought to be spent on her 
children on another woman and her children; but this is 
desertion, which is a separate matter. The fact for us to seize 
is that in the eye of the law, adultery without consequences 
is merely a sentimental grievance, whereas the planting on 
one man of another man’s offspring is a substantial one. And 
so, no doubt, it is; but the day has gone by for basing laws 
on the assumption that a woman is less to a man than his dog, 
and thereby encouraging and accepting the standards of the 
husbands who buy meat for their bull-pups and leave their 
wives and children hungry. That basis is the penalty we pay 
for having borrowed our religion from the East, instead of 
building up a religion of our own out of our western inspira- 
tion and western sentiment. The result Is that we all believe 
that our religion is on its last legs, whereas the truth is that it 
is not yet born, though the age walks visibly pregnant with 
it. Meanwhile, as women are dragged down by their oriental 
servitude to our men, and as, further, women drag down 
those who degrade them quite as effectually as men do, there 
are moments when it is difficult to see anything in our sex in- 
stitutions except a police des maun keeping the field for a 
competition as to which sex shall corrupt the other most. 

IMPORTANCE OF SENTIMENTAL 
GRIEVANCES 

Any tolerable western divorce law must put the senti- 
mental grievances first, and should carefully avoid singling 
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out any ground of divorce in such a way as to create a con- 
vention that persons having that ground are hound in honor 
to avail themselves of it. It is generally admitted that people 
should not be encouraged to petition for a divorce in a fit of 
petulance. What is not so clearly seen is that neither should 
they be encouraged to petition in a fit of jealousy, which is 
certainly the most detestable and mischievous of all the pas- 
sions that enjoy public credit. Still less should people who are 
not jealous be urged to behave as if they werejealous, and to 
enter upon duels and divorce suits in which they have no 
desire to be successful. There should be no publication of 
the grounds on which a divorce is sought or granted; and as 
this would abolish the only means the public now has of as- 
certaining that every possible effort has been made to keep 
the couple united against their wills, such privacy will only 
be tolerated when we at last admit that the sole and sufficient 
reason why people should be granted a divorce is that they 
want one. Then there will be no more reports of divorce 
cases, no more letters read in court with an indelicacy that 
makes every sensitive person shudder and recoil as from a 
profanation, no more washing of household linen, dirty or 
clean, in public. Wc must learn in these matters to mind our 
own business and not impose our individual notions of pro- 
priety on one another, even if it carries us to the length of 
openly admitting what we are now compelled to assume 
silently, that every human being has a right to sexual ex- 
perience, and that the law is concerned only with parentage, 
which is now a separate matter. 

DIVORCE WITHOUT ASKING WHY 

The one question that should never be put to a petitioner 
for divorce is “Why?” When a man appeals to a magistrate 
for protection from someone who threatens to kill him, on 
the simple ground that he desires to live, the magistrate might 
quite reasonably ask him why he desires to live, and why the 
person who wishes to kill him should not be gratified. Also 
whether he can prove that his life is a pleasure to himself or 
a benefit to anyone else, and whether it is good for him to be 
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encouraged to exaggerate the importance of his short span 
in this vale of tears rather than to keep himself constantly 
ready to meet his God. 

The only reason for not raising these very weighty points 
is that we find society unworkable except on the assumption 
that every man has a natural right to li ve. N o thing short of his 
own refusal to respect that right in others can reconcile the 
community to killing him. From this fundamental right 
many others are derived. The American Constitution, one 
of the few modern political documents drawn up by men 
who were forced by the sternest circumstances to think out 
what they really had to face instead of chopping logic in a 
university class-room, specifies “liberty and the pursuit of 
happiness” as natural rights. The terms are too vague to be 
of much practical use; for the supreme right to life, extended 
as it now must be to the life of the race, and to the quality of 
life as well as to the mere fact of breathing, is making short 
work of many ancient liberties, and exposing the pursuit of 
happiness as perhaps the most miserable of human occupa- 
tions. Nevertheless, the American Constitution roughly ex- 
presses the conditions to which modern democracy commits 
us. To impose marriage on two un married people who do not 
desire to marry one another would be admittedly an act of 
enslavement. But it is no worse than to impose a continua- 
tion of marriage on people who have ceased to desire to be 
married. It will be said that the parties may not agree on 
that; that one may desire to maintain the marriage the other 
wishes to dissolve. But the same hardship arises whenever 
a man in love proposes marriage to a woman and is refused. 
The refusal is so painful to him that he often threatens to 
kill himself and sometimes even does it. Yet we expect him 
to face his ill luck, and never dream of forcing the woman to 
accept him. His case is the same as that of the husband whose 
wife tells him she no longer cares for him, and desires the 
marriage to be dissolved. You will say, perhaps, if you are 
superstitious, that it is not the same— that marriage makes 
a difference. You are wrong; there is no magic in marriage. 
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■here were, married couples would never desire to separ- 
. But they do. And when they do, it is simple slavery to 
npel them to remain together. 

'ONOMIC SLAVERY AGAIN THE ROOT 
FFICULTY 

The husband, then, is to be allowed to discard his wife 
en he is tired of her, and the wife the husband when an- 
ler man strikes her fancy ? One must reply unhesitatingly 
:he affirmative ; for if we are to deny every proposition that' 
i be stated in offensive terms by its opponents, we shall 
ver be able to affirm anything at all. But the question re- 
nds us that until the economic independence of women 
ichieved, we shall have to remain impaled on the other 
rn of the dilemma and maintain marriage as a slavery. And 
re let me ask the Government of the day (1910) a question 
th regard to the Labor Exchanges it has very wisely estab- 
hed throughout the country. What do these Exchanges 
when a woman enters and states that her occupation is 
at of a wife and mother; that she is out of a job; and that 
e wants an employer? If the Exchanges refuse to enter- 
in her application, they are clearly- excluding nearly the 
iole female sex from the benefit of the Act. If not, they 
ust become matrimonial agencies, unless, indeed, they are 
■epared to become something worse by putting the woman 
rwn as a housekeeper and introducing her to an employer 
ithout making marriage a condition of the hiring. 

ABOR EXCHANGES AND THE WHITE 
LAVERY 

Suppose, again, a woman presents herself at the Labor 
ixchange, and states her trade as that of a White Slave, 
meaning the unmentionable trade pursued by many thou- 
sands of women in all civilized cities. Will the Labor Ex- 
change find employers for her? If not, what will it do with 
her?- If it throws her back destitute and unhelped on the 
streets to starve, it might as well not exist as far as she is con- 
cerned; and the problem of unemployment remains unsolved 
at its most painful point. Yet if it finds honest employment 
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for her and for all the unemployed wives and mothers, it 
must find new places in the world for women; and in so doing 
it must achieve for them economic independence of men. 
And when this is done, can we feel sure that any woman will 
consent to be a wife and mother (not to mention the less re- 
spectable alternative) unless her position is made as eligible 
as that of the women for whom the Labor Exchanges are 
finding independent work? Will not many women now en- 
gaged in domestic work under circumstances which make 
it repugnant to them, abandon it and seek employment under 
other circumstances? As unhappiness in marriage is almost 
the only discomfort sufficiently irksome to induce a woman 
to break up her home, and economic dependence the only 
compulsion sufficiently stringent to force her to endure such 
unhappiness, the solution of the problem of finding inde- 
pendent employment for women may cause a great number 
of childless unhappy marriages to break up spontaneously, 
whether the marriage laws are altered or not. And here we 


must extend the term childless marriages to cover house- 
holds in which the children have grown up and gone their 
own way, leaving the parents alone together: a point at 
which many worthy couples discover for the first time that 
they have long since lost interest in one another, and have 
been united only by a common interest in their children. We 
may expect, then, that marriages which are maintained by 
economic pressure alone will dissolve when that pressure is 
removed; and as all the parties to them will certainly not ac- 
cept a celibate life, the law must sanction the dissolution in 
order to prevent a recurrence of the scandal which has moved 
the Government to appoint the Commission now sitting to 
investigate the marriage question: the scandal, that is, of a 
great number of persons, condemned to celibacy by magis- 
terial separation orders, and, of course, refusing to submit to 
the condemnation, forming illicit connections to an extent 
which threatens to familiarize the working classes with an 
open disuse of marriage. In short, once set women free from 
their economic slavery, and you will find that unless divorce 
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is made as easy as the dissolution of a business partnership, 
the practice of dispensing with marriage will presently be- 
come so common that conventional couples will be ashamed 
to get married. 

DIVORCE FAVORABLE TO MARRIAGE 

Divorce, in fact, is not the destruction of marriage, but 
the first condition of its maintenance. A thousand indissol- 
uble marriages mean a thousand marriages and no more. A 
thousand divorces may mean two thousand marriages; for 
the couples may marry again. Divorce only re-assorts the 
couples; a very desirable thing when they are ill-assorted. 
Also, it makes people much more willing to marry, especially 
prudent people and proud people with a high sense of self- 
respect. Further, the fact that a divorce is possible often 
prevents its being petitioned for, not only because it puts 
married couples on their good behaviour towards one an- 
other, but because, as no room feels like a prison if the door 
is left open, the removal of the sense of bondage would at 
once make marriage much happier than it is now. Also, if 
the door were always open, there would be no need to rush 
through it as there is now when it opens for one moment 
in a lifetime, and may never open again. 

From this point of view England has the worst civil mar- 
riage law in the world, with the exception of silly South Caro- 
lina. In every other reasonably civilized country the grounds 
on which divorce can be granted admit of so wide an inter- 
pretation that all unhappy marriages can be dissolved with- 
out resorting to the shameful shifts imposed by our law. Yet 
the figures just given to the Royal Commission shew that in 
the State of Washington, where there are eleven different 
grounds of divorce, and where, in fact, divorce can be had for 
the asking at a negligible cost, the divorce rate is only 184 per 
100,000 of the population, which, if we assume that the 
100,000 people represent 20,000 families, means less than 
one per cent of domestic failures. In Japan the rate is 21$, 
which is said to be the highest on record. This is not very 
alarming: what is quite hideous is that the rate in England 
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is only 2, a figure which, if we assume that human nature is 
much the same in Walworth as in Washington, must repre- 
sent a frightful quantity of useless unhappiness and clande- 
stine polygamy. I am not forgetting my own demonstration 
that the rate is kept down in Washington by the economic 
slavery of women ; bu 1 1 must point out that this is at its worst 
in the middle classes only, because a woman of the working 
class can turn to and support herself, however poorly; and a 
woman of the upper classes usually has some property. And 
in all classes we may guess that the object of many divorces 
is not the resumption of a single life, but a change of partners. 
As this change can be affected easily under the existing law 
in the State of Washington it is not certain that the econo- 
mic emancipation of women would alter the rate there to any 
startling extent. What is certain is that it could not conceiv- 
ably raise it to a figure at which even the most panicky alarm- 
ist could persuade sensible people that the whole social fabric 
was tumbling to pieces. When journalists and bishops and 
American Presidents and other simple people describe this 
Washington result as alarming, they are speaking as apeasant 
speaks of a motor car or an aeroplane when he sees one for 
the first time. All he means is that he is not used to it and 
therefore fears that it may injure him. Every advance in civil- 
ization frightens these honest folk. This is a pity; but if we 
were to spare their feelings we should never improve the 
world at all. To let them frighten us, and then pretend that 
their stupid timidity is virtue and purity and so forth, is 
simply moral cowardice. 

MALE ECONOMIC SLAVERY AND THE 
RIGHTS OF BACHELORS 
It must not be forgotten that the refusal to accept the in- 
dignities, risks, hardships, softships, and divided duties of 
marriage is not confined to our voluntary old maids. There are 
men of themould of Beethoven andSamuel Butler, whom one 
can hardly conceive as married men. There are the great ec- 
clesiastics, who will not own two loyalties : one to the Church 
and one to the earth. There are men like Goethe, who marry 
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late und reluctantly solely because they feel that they cannot 
in honest friendship refuse the status of marriage to any 
woman of whose attachment to them they have taken any 
compromizing advantage, either in fact or in appearance. 
No sensible man can, under existing circumstances, advise 
a woman to keep house with a man without insisting on his 
marrying her, unless he is independent of conventional so- 
ciety (a state of things which can occur only very exception- 
ally); and a man of honor cannot advise a woman to do for 
his sake what he would not advise her to do for anyone 
else’s. The result is that our Beethovens and Butlers— of 
whom, in their ordinary human aspect, there are a good 
many — become barren old bachelors, and rather savage 
ones at that. 

Another difficulty which we always think of in connec- 
tion with women, but which is by no means without its ap- 
plication to men, is the economic one. The number of men 
who cannot afford to marry is large enough to produce very 
serious social results; and the higher the work the man is do- 
ing, the more likely he is to find himself in this class until he 
has reached or passed middle age. The higher departments 
of science, law, philosophy, poetry, and the fine arts are 
notoriously starved in youth and early manhood: the mar- 
riageable age there, economically speaking, is nearer fifty 
than twenty. Even in business the leading spirits seldom 
reach a position of security until they are far beyond the 
age at which celibacy is tolerable. Account must also be 
taken of the younger sons of the propertied classes, brought 
up in households in which the rate of expenditure, though 
ten times that possible on a younger son’s portion, yet rep- 
resents the only habit of life he has learnt. 

Taking all these cases as representing a bachelor class, and 
bearing in mind that though a man who marries at forty is 
not called a bachelor, yet he has for twenty years of his adult 
life been one, and therefore produced all the social problems 
that arise out of the existence of unmarried men, we must not 
shrink from asking whether all these gentlemen are celibates, 
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even though we know that the question must be answered 
very emphaticallyinthenegative.Someofthemmarry women 
of property, thereby reproducing the economic dependence 
of women on men with the sexes reversed. But there are so 
few women of property available for this purpose in compari- 
son with the number of bachelors who cannot afford to m arry, 
that this resource does not solve the problem of the bachelor 
who cannot afford a wife. If there were no other resources 
available, bachelors would make love to the wives and 
daughters of their friends. This being morally inadmissible, 
a demand arises for a cheap temporary substitute for mar- 
riage. A class of women must be found to protect the wives 
and daughters of the married by keeping company with the 
bachelors for hire for as long or as short a time as the bachelor 
can afford, on the understanding that no claim is to be made 
on him after the hiring is ended. And such an institution, as 
we know, exists among us. It is commonly spoken of and 
thought of as an offence against our marriage morality; but 
all the experts who write scientific treatises on marriage 
seem to be agreed that it is, on the contrary, a necessary 
part of that morality, and must stand and fall with it. 

I do not myself think that this view will bear examina- 
tion. In my play, Mrs Warren’s Profession, I have shewn 
that the institution in question is an economic phenomenon, 
produced by our underpayment and ill-treatment of women 
who try to earn an honest living. I am aware that for some 
reason scientific writers are perversely impatient of this 
view, and, to discredit it, quote police lists of the reasons 
given by the victims for adopting their trade, and insist on 
the fact that poverty is not often alleged. But this means only 
that the actual word is seldom used. If a prisonful of thieves 
were asked what induced them to take to thieving, and some 
replied Poverty, and others Hunger, and others Desire for 
Excitement, no one would deny that the three answers were 
really one answer — that poverty means hunger, an intoler- 
able lack of variety and pleasure, and, in short, all sorts of 
privations. When a girl, similarly interrogated, says she 
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wanted fine clothes, or more fun, or the like, she is really say- 
ing that shelacked what no woman with plen ty of money need 
lack. The fact that, according to the testimony of men who 
profess experience in such matters, you may search Europe 
in vain for a woman in this trade who has the table manners 
of a lady, shews that prostitution is not a vocation but a slav- 
ery to which women are driven by the miseries of honest 
poverty. When every young woman has an honorable and 
comfortable livelihood open to her on reasonable terms, the 
streets will make no more recruits. When every young man 
can afford to many, and marriage reform makes it easy to 
dissolve unions contracted by young and inexperienced 
people in the event of their turning out badly, or of one of 
the pair achieving a position neither comfortable nor suitable 
for the other, both prostitution and bachclordom will die a 
natural death. Until then, all talk of "purification” is idle. 
It is for that reason that 1 lay little stress on prostitution 
here, and refer readers who are curious about the psycho- 
pathy of bachelordom and spinsterhood to the monumental 
work of my friend Havelock Ellis. 

THE PATHOLOGY OF MARRIAGE 

I shall also say as little as possible of the pathology of 
marriage and its kerbstone breakwater. Only, as there seems 
to be no bottom to the abyss of public ignorance on the sub- 
ject, I am compelled to warn my readers that marriage has a 
pathology and even a criminology. But they are both so 
frightful that they have been dealt with not only in such 
treatises as those of Havelock Ellis, Fournier, Duclaux, and 
many German writers, but in such comparatively popular 
works as The Heavenly Twins by Sarah Grand, and several 
of the plays of Brieux: notably Les Avarids, Les Trois Filles 
de M. Dupont, and Maternitd. I purposely pass them by 
quickly, not only because attention has already been called 
to them by these devoted writers, but because my mission 
is not to deal with obvious horrors, but to open the eyes of 
normal respectable men to evils which ate escaping their 
consideration. 
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As to the evils of disease and contagion, our consciences 
are sound enough: what is wrong with us is ignorance of 
the facts. No doubt this is a very formidable ignorance in a 
country where the first cry of the soul is "Dont tell me: I 
dont want to know,” and where frantic denials and furious 
suppressions indicate everywhere the cowardice and want 
of faith which conceives life as something too terrible to be 
faced. In this particular case “I dont want to know” takes a 
righteous air, and becomes “I dont want to know anything 
about the diseases which are the just punishment of wretches 
who should not be mentioned in my presence or in any book 
that is intended for family reading.” Wicked and foolish as 
the spirit of this attitude is, the practice of it is so easy and 
lazy and uppish that it is very common. But its cry is drowned 
by a louder and more sincere one. We who do not want to 
know also do not want to go blind, to go mad, to be disfig- 
ured, to be barren, to become pestiferous, or to see such 
things happening to our children. We learn, at last, that the 
majority of the victims are not the people of whom we so 
glibly say “Serve them right,” but quite innocent children 
and innocent parents, smitten by a contagion which, no 
matter in what vice it may or may not have originated, con- 
taminates the innocen t and the guilty alike once it is launched 
exactly as any other contagious disease does; that indeed it 
often hits the innocent and misses the guilty because the 
guilty know the danger and take elaborate precautions 
against it, whilst the innocent, who have been either carefully 
kept from any knowledge of their danger, or erroneously led 
to believe that contagion is possible through misconduct 
only, run into danger blindfold. Once knock this fact into 
people’s minds, and their self-righteous indifference and in- 
tolerance soon change into lively concern for themselves 
and their families. 

THE CRIMINOLOGY OF MARRIAGE 
The pathology of marriage involves the possibility of the 
most horrible crime imaginable: that of the person who, 
when suffering from contagious disease, forces the conta- 
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gion on another person by an acf of violence. Such an act oc- 
curring between unmarried people would, within the mem- 
ory of persons now living, have exposed the aggressor to the 
penalty of death; and it is still punished unmercifully by an 
extreme term of penal servitude when it occurs, as it some- 
times does, through the hideous countryside superstition 
that it effects a cure when the victim is a virgin. Marriage 
makes this outrage absolutely legal. You may with impunity 
do to the person to whom you are married what you may not 
do to the most despised outcast of the streets. And this is 
only the extreme instance of the outlawry which our marriage 
laws effect. In our anxiety to provide for ourselves a little 
private Alsatia in which weean indulge ourselves as we please 
without reproach or interference from law, religion, or even 
conscience (and this is what marriage has come to mean to 
many of us), we have forgotten that we cannot escape re- 
straints without foregoing rights; that all the laws that are 
needed to compel strangers to respect us are equally if not 
more necessary to compel our husbands and wives to respect 
us; and that society without law, whether between two or 
two million persons, means tyranny and slavery. 

If the incorrigible sentimentalists here raise their little 
pipe of “Not if they love one another,” I tell them, with such 
patience as is possible, that if they had ever had five minutes 
experience of love they would know that love is itself a 
tyranny requiring special safeguards; that people will per- 
petrate “for the sake of” those they love, exactions and sub- 
missions that they would never dream of proposing to or 
suffering from those they dislike or regard with indiffer- 
ence; that healthy marriages are partnerships of companion- 
able and affectionate friendship; that cases of chronic life- 
long love, whether sentimental or sensual, ought to be sent 
to the doctor if not to the executioner; and that honorable 
men and women, when their circumstances permit it, are so 
far from desiring to be placed helplessly at one another’s 
mercy that they employ every device the law now admits of, 
from the most stringent marriage settlements to the employ- 
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jnent of separate legal advisers, to neutralize the Alsatian 
evils of the marriage law. 

DOES IT MATTER? 

A less obviously silly evasion, and one which has a greater 
air of common sense, is "After all, seeing that most couples 
get on very well together, does it matter so much?” The 
same reply might be made by a lazy magistrate when asked 
for a warrant to arrest a burglar, or by a sleepy fireman 
wakened by a midnight call for his fire-escape. “After all, 
very few people have their houses broken into; and fewer 
still have them burnt. Does it matter?” But tell the magis- 
trate or fireman that it is his house that has been broken 
into, or his house that has been burnt; and you will be 
startled by the change in his attitude. Because a mass of 
people have shaken down into comfort enough to satisfy 
them, or at least to cause them no more discomfort than they 
are prepared to put up with for the sake of a quiet life, less 
lucky and more sensitive and conscientious people should 
not be condemned to expose themselves to intolerable 
wrongs. Besides, people ought not to be content with the 
marriage law as it is merely because it is not often unbear- 
ably uncomfortable. Slaves are very often much more com- 
fortable both in body and mind than fully responsible free 
men. That does not excuse anybody for embracing slavery. 
It is no doubt a great pity, from many points of view, that 
we were not conquered by Napoleon, or even by Bismarck 
and Moltke. None the less we should have been rightly 
despised if we had not been prepared to fight them for the 
right to misgovern ourselves. 

But, as I have said, I am content, in this matter of the 
evils of our marriage law, to take care of the pence and let the 
pounds take care of themselves. The crimes and diseases of 
marriage will force themselves on public attention by their 
own virulence. I mention them here only because they re- 
veal certain habits of thought and feeling with regard to 
marriage of which we must rid ourselves if we are to act 
sensibly when we take the necessary reforms in hand. 
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CHRISTIAN MARRIAGE 

First among these is the habit of allowing ourselves to be 
bound not only by the truths of the Christian religion but by 
the excesses and extravagances which the Christian move- 
ment acquired in its earlier days as a violent reaction against 
what it still calls paganism, By far the most dangerous of 
these, because it is a blasphemy against life, and, to put it in 
Christian terms, an accusation of indecency against God, is 
the notion that sex, with all its operations, is in itself abso- 
lutely an obscene thing, and that an immaculate conception 
is a miracle. So unwholesome an absurdity could only have 
gained ground under two conditions : one, a reaction against 
a society in which sensual luxury had been carried to revolt- 
ing extremes, and, two, a belief that the world was coming 
to an end, and that therefore sex was no longer a necessity. 
Christianity, because it began under these conditions, made 
sexlessness and Communism the two main practical articles 
of its propaganda; and it has never quite lost its original bias 
in these directions. In spite of the putting off of the Second 
Coming from the lifetime of the apostles to the millennium, 
and of the great disappointment of the year 1000 a.d., in 
which multitudes of Christians seriously prepared for the 
end of the world, the prophet who announces that the end is 
at hand is still popular. Many of the people who ridicule his 
demonstrations that the fantastic monsters of the book of 
Revelation are among us in the persons of our own political 
contemporaries, and who proceed sanely in all, their affairs 
on the assumption that the world is going to last, really do 
believe that there will be a Judgment Day, and that it might 
even be in their own time. A thunderstorm, an eclipse, or 
any very unusual weather will make them apprehensive and 
uncomfortable. 

This explains why, for a long time, the Christian Church 
refused to have anything to do with marriage. The result 
was, not the abolition of sex, but its excommunication. And, 
of course, the consequences of persuading people that matri- 
mony was an unholy state were so grossly carnal, that the 
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Church had to execute a complete right-about-face, and try 
to make people understand that it was a holy state: so holy 
indeed that it could not be validly inaugurated without the 
blessing of the Church. And by this teaching it did some- 
thing to atone for its earlier blasphemy, But the mischief of 
chopping and changing your doctrine to meet this or that 
practical emergency instead of keeping it adjusted to the 
whole scheme of life, is that you end by having half-a-dozen 
contradictory doctrines to suit half-a-dozen different emer- 
gencies. The Church solemnized and sanctified marriage 
without ever giving up its original Pauline doctrine on the 
subject. And it soon fell into another confusion. At the point 
at which it took up marriage and endeavored to make it 
holy, marriage was, as it still is, largely a survival of the cus- 
tom of selling women to men. Now in all trades a marked 
difference is made in price between a new article and a sec- 
ond-hand one. The moment we meet with this difference in 
value between human beings, we may know that we are in 
the slave-market, where the conception of our relations to 
the persons sold is neither religious nor natural nor human 
nor superhuman, but simply commercial. The Church, when 
it finally gave its blessing to marriage, did not, in its inno- 
cence, fathom these commercial traditions. Consequently it 
tried to sanctify them too, with grotesque results. The slave- 
dealer having always asked more money for virginity, the 
Church, instead of detecting the money-changer and driv- 
ing him out of the temple, took him for a sentimental and 
chivalrous lover, and, helped by its only half-discarded doc- 
trine of celibacy, gave virginity a heavenly value to ennoble 
its commercial pretensions, In short, Mammon, always 
mighty, put the Church In his pocket, where he keeps it to 
this day, in spite of the occasional saints and martyrs who 
contrive from time to time to get their heads and souls free 
to testify against him. 

DIVORCE A SACRAMENTAL DUTY 
But Mammon overreached himself when he tried to im- 
pose his doctrine of inalienable property on the Church 
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under the guise of indissoluble marriage. For the Church 
tried to shelter this inhuman doctrine and flat contradiction 
of the gospel by claiming, and rightly claiming, that mar- 
riage is a sacrament. So it is; but that is exactly what makes 
divorce a duty when the marriage has lost the inward and 
spiritual grace of which the marriage ceremony is the out- 
ward and visible sign. In vain do bishops stoop to pick up 
the discarded arguments of the atheists of fifty years ago by 
pleading that the words of Jesus were in an obscure Aramic 
dialect, and were probably misunderstood, as Jesus, they 
think, could not have said anything a bishop would dis- 
approve of. Unless they are prepared to add that the state- 
ment that those who take the sacrament with their lips hut 
not with their hearts eat and drink their own damnation is 
also a mistranslation from the Aramaic, they are most 
solemnly bound to shield marriage from profanation, not 
merely by permitting divorce, but by making it compulsory 
in certain cases as the Chinese do. 

When spiritual revolt broke out in the sixteenth century, 
and the Church was reformed in several countries, the Re- 
formation was so largely a rebellion against sacerdotalism 
that marriage was very nearly excommunicated again: our 
modern civil marriage, round which so many fierce contro- 
versies and political conflicts have raged, would have been 
thoroughly approved of by Calvin, and hailed with relief by 
Luther. But the instinctive doctrine that there is something 
holy and mystic in sex, a doctrine which many of us now 
easily dissociate from any priestly ceremony, but which in 
those days seemed to all who felt it to need a ritual affirma- 
tion, could not be thrown on the scrap-heap with the sale of 
Indulgences and the like; and so the Reformation left mar- 
riage where it was: a curious mixture of commercial sex 
slavery, early Christian sex abhorrence, and later Christian 
sex sanctification. 

OTHELLO AND DESDEMONA 

How strong was the feeling that a husband or a wife is 
an article of property, greatly depredated in value at second- 
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hand, and not to be used or touched by any person but the 
proprietor, may be learnt from Shakespear. His most infatu- 
ated and passionate lovers are Antony and Othello; yet both 
of them betray the commercial and proprietary instinct the 
moment they lose their tempers. “I found you,” says 
Antony, reproaching Cleopatra, ‘‘as a morsel cold upon dead 
Caesar’s trencher.” Othello’s worst agony is the thought of 
“keeping a corner in the thing he loves for others’ uses.” 
But this is not what a man feels about the thing he loves, 
but about the thing he owns. I never understood the full 
significance of Othello’s outburst until I one day heard a 
lady, in the course of a private discussion as to the feasibility 
of “group marriage,” say with cold disgust that she would as 
soon think of lending her toothbrush to another woman as 
her husband. The sense of outraged manhood with which I 
felt myself and all other husbands thus reduced to the rank 
of a toilet appliance gave me a very unpleasant taste of 
what Desdemona might have felt had she overheard Othello’s 
outburst. 1 was so dumbfounded that I had not the presence 
of mind to ask the lady whether she insisted on having a 
doctor, a nurse, a dentist, and even a priest and solicitor all 
to herself as well. But I had too often heard men speak of 
women as if they were mere personal conveniences to feel 
surprised that exactly the same view is held, only more fas- 
tidiously, by women. 

All these views must be got rid of before we can have any 
healthy public opinion (on which depends our having a 
healthy population) on the subject of sex, and consequently 
of marriage. Whilst the subject is considered shameful and 
sinful we shall have no systematic instruction in sexual 
hygiene, because such lectures as are given in Germany, 
France, and even prudish America (where the great Miltonic 
tradition in this matter still lives) will be considered a cor- 
ruption of that youthful innocence which now subsists on 
nasty stories and whispered traditions handed down from 
generation to generation of school-children: stories and 
traditions which conceal nothing of sex but its dignity, its 
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traditions which conceal nothing of sex but its dignity, its 

385 



GETTING MARRIED 

honor, its sacredness, its rank as the first necessity of society 
and the deepest concern of the nation. We shall continue to 
maintain the White Slave Trade and protect its exploiters 
by, on the one hand, tolerating the white slave as the neces- 
sary breakwater of marriage; and, on the other, trampling 
on her and degrading her until she has nothing to hope from 
our Courts; and so, with policemen at every corner, and law 
triumphant all over Europe, she will still be smuggled and 
cattle-driven from one end of the civilized world to the 
other, cheated, beaten, bullied, and hunted into the streets 
to disgusting overwork, without daring to utter the cry for 
help that brings, not rescue, but exposure and infamy, yet 
revenging herself terribly in the end by scattering blindness 
and sterility, pain and disfigurement, insanity and death 
among us with the certainty that we are much too pious and 
genteel to allow such things to he mentioned with a view to 
saving either her or ourselves from them. And all the time 
we shall keep enthusiastically investing her trade with every 
allurement that the art of the novelist, the playwright, the 
dancer, the milliner, the painter, the limelight man, and the 
sentimental poet can devize, after which we shall continue 
to be very much shocked and surprised when the cry of the 
youth, of the young wife, of the mother, of the infected 
nurse, and of all the other victims, direct and indirect, arises 
with its invariable refrain : "Why did nobody warn me?” 
WHAT IS TO BECOME OF THE CHILDREN? 

I must not reply flippantly, Make them all Wards in 
Chancery; yet that would be enough to put any sensible per- 
son on the track of the reply. One would think, to hear the 
way in which people sometimes ask the question, that not 
only does marriage prevent the difficulty from ever arising, 
but that nothing except divorce can ever raise it. It is true 
that if you divorce the parents, the children have to be dis- 
posed of. But if you hang the parents, or imprison the 
paren ts, or take the children out of the custody of the parents 
because they hold Shelley’s opinions, or if the parents die, 
the same difficulty arises. And as these things have happened 
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again and again, and as we have had plenty of experience of 
divorce decrees and separation orders, the attempt to use 
children as an obstacle to divorce is hardly worth arguing 
with. We shall deal with the children just as we should deal 
with them if their homes were broken up by any other cause. 
There is a sense in which children are a real obstacle to 
divorce; they give parents a common interest which keeps 
together many a couple who, if childless, would separate. 
The marriage law is superfluous in such cases. This is shewn 
by the fact that the proportion of childless divorces is much 
larger than the proportion of divorces from all causes. But it 
must not be forgotten that the interest of the children forms 
one of the most powerful arguments for divorce. An un- 
happy household is a bad nursery. There is something to be 
said for the polygynous or polyandrous household as a school 
for children: children really do suffer from having too few 
parents: this is why uncles and aunts and tutors and gover- 
nesses are often so good for children. But it is just the poly- 
gamous household which our marriage law allows to be 
broken up, and which, as we have seen, is not possible as a 
typical institution in a democratic country where the num- 
bers of the sexes are about equal. Therefore polygyny and 
polyandry as a means of educating children fall to the 
ground, and with them, I think, must go the opinion which 
has been expressed by Gladstone and others, that an exten- 
sion of divorce, whilst admitting many new grounds for it, 
might exclude the ground of adultery. There are, however, 
clearly many things that make some of our domestic in- 
teriors little private hells for children (especially when the 
children are quite content in them) which would justify any 
intelligent State in breaking up the home and giving the 
custody of the children either to the parent whose con- 
science had revolted against the corruption of the children, 
or to neither. 

Which brings me to the point that divorce should no 
longer be confined to cases in which one of the parties peti- 
tions for it. If, for instance, you have a thoroughly rascally 
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couple making a living by infamous means and bringing up 
their children to their trade, the king’s proctor, instead of 
pursuing his present purely mischievous function of pre- 
venting couples from being divorced by proving that they 
both desire it, might very well intervene and divorce these 
children from their parents. At present, if the Queen herself 
were to rescue some unfortunate child from degradation and 
misery and place her in a respectable home, and some un- 
mentionable pair of blackguards claimed the child and 
proved that they were its father and mother, the child would 
be given to them in the name of the sanctity of the home 
and the holiness of parentage, after perpetrating which 
crime, the law would calmly send an education officer to 
take the child out of the parents’ hands several hours a day 
In the still more sacred name of compulsory education, (Of 
course what would really happen would be that the couple 
would blackmail the Queen for their consent to the salva- 
tion of the child, unless, indeed, a hint from a police inspector 
convinced them that had characters cannot always rely on 
pedantically constitutional treatment when they come into 
conflict with persons in high station.) 

The truth is, not only must the bond between man and 
wife be made subject to a reasonable consideration of the 
welfare of the parties concerned and of the community, but 
the whole family bond as well. The theory that the wife is 
the property of the husband or the husband of the wife is not 
a whit less abhorrent and mischievous than the theory that 
the child is the property of the parent. Parental bondage 
will go the way of conjugal bondage: indeed the order of 
reform should rather be put the other way about; for the 
helplessness of children has already compelled the State to 
intervene between parent and child more than between hus- 
band and wife. If you pay less than £40 a year rent, you will 
sometimes feel tempted to say to the vaccination officer, the 
school attendance officer, and the sanitary inspector: “Is 
this child mine or yours ?” The answer is that as the child Is a 
vital part of the nation, the nation cannot afford to leave it at 
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the irresponsible disposal of any individual or couple of in- 
dividuals as a mere small parcel of private property. The 
only solid ground that the parent can take is that as the 
State, in spite of its imposing name, can, when all is said, do 
nothing with the child except place it in the charge of some 
human being or another, the parent is no worse a custodian 
than a stranger. And though this proposition may seem 
highly questionable at first sight to those who imagine that 
only parents spoil children, yet those who realize that chil- 
dren are as often spoilt by severity and coldness as by indul- 
gence, and that the notion that natural parents are any worse 
than adopted parents is probably as complete an illusion as 
the notion that they are any better, see no serious likelihood 
that State action will detach children from their parents 
more than it does at present: nay, it is even likely that the 
present system of taking the children out of the parents’ 
hands and having the parental duty performed by officials, 
will, as poverty and ignorance become the exception instead 
of the rule, give way to the system of simply requiring cer- 
tain results, beginning with the baby’s weight and ending 
perhaps with some sort of practical arts degree, but leaving 
parents and children to achieve the results as they best may. 
Such freedom is, of course, impossible in our present 
poverty-stricken circumstances. As long as the masses of 
our people are too poor to be good parents or good anything 
else except beasts of burden, it is no use requiring much 
more from them but hewing of wood and drawing of water: 
whatever is to be done must be done for them, mostly, alas! 
by people whose superiority is merely technical. Until we 
abolish poverty it is impossible to push rational measures of 
any kind very far: the wolf at the door will compel us to live 
in a state of siege and to do everything by a bureaucratic 
martial law that would be quite unnecessary and indeed 
intolerable in a prosperous community. But, however we 
settle the question, we must make the parent justify his 
custody of the child exactly as we should make a stranger 
justifyit. If a family is not achieving the purposes of a family 
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it should be dissolved just as a marriage should when it, too, 
is not achieving the purposes of marriage. The notion that 
there is or ever can be anything magical and inviolable in 
the legal relations of domesticity, and the curious confusion 
of ideas which makes some of our bishops imagine that in 
the phrase “Whom God hath joined,’’ the word God means 
the district registraror the Reverend John Smith or William 
Jones, must be got rid of. Means of breaking up undesir- 
able families are as necessary to the preservation of the 
family as means of dissolving undesirable marriages are to 
the preservation of marriage. If our domestic laws are kept 
so inhuman that they at last provoke a furious general In- 
surrection against them as they already provoke many 
private ones, we shall in a very literal sense empty the baby 
out with the bath by abolishing an institution which needs 
nothing more than a little obvious and easy rationalizing to 
make it not only harmless but comfortable, honorable, and 
useful. 

THE COST OF DIVORCE 

But please do not imagine that the evils of indissoluble 
marriage can be cured by divorce laws administered on our 
present plan. The very cheapest undefended divorce, even 
when conducted by a solicitor for its own sake and that of 
humanity, costs at least £30 out-of-pocket expenses. To a 
client on business terms it costs about three times as much. 
Until divorce is as cheap as marriage, marriage will remain 
indissoluble for all except the handful of people to whom 
£xoo is a procurable sum. For the enormous majority of us 
there is no difference in this respect between a hundred and 
a quadrillion. Divorce is the one thing you may not sue for 
in forma pauperis. 

Let me, then, recommend as follows: 

1. Make divorce as easy, as cheap, and as private as 
marriage. 

2. Grant divorce at the request of either party, whether 
the other consents or not; and admit no other ground than 
the request, which should be made without stating any 
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reasons. 

3. Confine the power of dissolving marriage for miscon- 
duct to the State acting on the petition of the king’s proctor 
or other suitable functionary, who may, however, be moved 
by either party to intervene in ordinary request cases, not 
to prevent the divorce taking place, but to enforce alimony 
if it be refused and the case is one which needs it. 

4, Make it impossible for marriage to be used as a 
punishment as it is at present. Send the husband and wife to 
penal servitude if you disapprove of their conduct and want 
to punish them; but do not send them back to perpetual 
wedlock. 

j. If, on the other hand, you think a couple perfectly 
innocent and well conducted, do not condemn them also to 
perpetual wedlock against their wills, thereby making the 
treatment of what you consider innocence on both sides the 
same as the treatment of what you consider guilt on both 
sides. 

6. Place the work of a wife and mother on the same foot- 
ing as other work: that is, on the footing of labor worthy of 
its hire; and provide for unemployment in it exactly as for 
unemployment in shipbuilding or any other recognized 
bread-winning trade. 

7. And take and deal with all the consequences of these 
acts of justice instead of letting yourself be frightened out 
of reason and good sense by fear of consequences. We must 
finally adapt our institutions to human nature. In the long 
run our present plan of trying to force human nature into 
a mould of existing abuses, superstitions, and corrupt in- 
terests, produces the explosive forces that wreck civilization. 

8. Never forget that if you leave your law to judges and 
your religion to bishops you wifi presently find yourself 
without either law or religion. If you doubt this, ask any 
decent judge or bishop. Do not ask somebody who does not 
know what a judge is, or what a bishop is, or what the law is, 
or what religion is. In other words, do not ask your news- 
paper. Journalists are too poorly paid in this country to 
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know anything that is fit for publication. 
CONCLUSIONS 

To sum up, we have to dependon the solution of the pro- 
blem of unemployment, probably on the principles laid 
down in the Minority Report of the Royal Commission on 
the Poor Law, to make the sexual relations between men and 
women decent and honorable by making women economic- 
ally independent of men, and (in the younger son section of 
the upper classes) men economically independent of women. 
We also have to bring ourselves into line with the rest of 
Protestant civilization by providing means for dissolving 
all unhappy, improper, and inconvenient marriages. And, 
as it is our cautious custom to lag behind the rest of the 
world to see how their experiments in reform turn out before 
venturing ourselves, and then take advantage of their ex- 
perience to get ahead of them, we should recognize that the 
ancient system of specifying grounds for divorce, such as 
adultery, cruelty, drunkenness, felony, insanity, vagrancy, 
neglect to provide for wife and children, desertion, public 
defamation, violent temper, religious heterodoxy, con- 
tagious disease, outrages, indignities, personal abuse, 
“mental anguish,” conduct rendering life burdensome and 
so forth (all these are examples from some code actually in 
force at present), is a mistake, because the only effect of 
compelling people to plead and prove misconduct is that 
cases are manufactured and clean linen purposely smirched 
and washed in public, to the great distress and disgrace of 
innocent children and relatives, whilst the grounds have at 
the same time to be made so general that any sort of human 
conduct may be brought within them by a little special 
pleading and a little mental reservation on the part of wit- 
nesses examined on oath. When it comes to “conduct render- 
ing life ^urdensome," it is clear that no marriage is any 
longer 'indissoluble; and the sensible thing to do then is to 
grant divorce whenever it is desired, without asking why. 
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O N a fine ' morning in the spring of 1908 the Norman 
kitchen in the Palace of the Bishop of Chelsea looks 
eery spacious and clean and handsome and healthy. 

The Bishop is lucky enough to have a XII century palace. 
The palace itself has been lucky enough to escape beingcarvedup 
into XV century Gothic , or shaved into XVIII century ashlar , or 
“ restored ” by a XIX century builder and a Victorian architect 
with a deep sense of the umbrella-like gentlemanliness of XIV 
century vaulting. The present occupant, A. Chelsea , unofficially 
Alfred Bridgenorth, apprec iates Norman work. He has, by adroit 
complaints of the discomfort of the place, induced the Ecclesi- 
astical Commissioners to give himsome money to spend on it;and 
with this he has got rid of the wall papers, the paint , the parti- 
tions, the exquisitely planed and moulded casings with which the 
V ictorian cabinet-makers enclosed and hid the huge black beams 
of hewn oak, and of all the other expedients of his predecessors to 
make themselves feel at home and respectable in a Norman for- 
tress. It is a house built to last for ever. The walls and beams are 
big enough to cany the tower of Babel, as if the builders, antici- 
pating our modern ideas and instinctively defyingthem, hadre- 
solved to shew how much material they could lavish on a house 
built for the glory of God, instead of keeping a competitive eye on 
the advantage of sending in the lowest tender, and scientifically 
calculating how little material would be enough to prevent the 
whole affair from tumbling down by its own weight. 

The kitchen is the Bishop' s favorite room. This is not at all 
because he is a man of humble mind; but because the kitchen is 
one. of the finest rooms in the house. The Bishop has neither the 
income nor the appetite to have his cooking done there. The 


windows, high up in the wall, look north and south. The north 
window is the largest; and if we look into the kitchen through it 
we see facing us the south wall with small Norman windows and 
an open door near the corner to the left. Through this door we have 
a glimpse of the garden, and of a garden chair in the sunshine. In 
the right-hand corner is an entrance to a vaulted circular chamber 
with a winding stair leading up through a tower to the upper 
floors of the palace. In the wall to our right is the immense fire- 
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place , with its huge spit like a baby crane, and a collection of ok 
iron and brass instruments which pass as the original furniture 
of the fire, though as a matter of fact they have been picked up 
from time to time by the Bishop at secondhand shops. In the near 
end of the left-hand wall a small Norman door gives access to the 
Bishop's study, formerly a scullery. Farther along, a great oak 
chest stands against the wall. Across the middle of the kitchen is 
a big timber table surrounded by eleven stout rush-bottomed 
chairs: four on the far side, three on the near side, and two at 
each end. There is a big chair with railed back and sides on the 
hearth. On the floor is a drugget of thick fibre matting. The only 
other piece of furniture is a clock with a wooden dial about as 
large as the bottom of a rnshtub, the weights, chains, and pen- 
dulum being of corresponding magnitude; but the Bishop has 
long since abandoned the attempt to keep it going. It hangs 
above the oak chest. 

The kitchen is occupied at present by the Bishop's lady, 
Mrs Bridgenorth, who is talking to Mr William Collins, the 
greengrocer. He is in evening dress, though it is early fore- 
noon. Mrs Bridgenorth is a quiet Imppy-looking woman of fifty 
or thereabouts , placid , gentle, and humorous, with delicate fea- 
tures and fine grey hair with many white threads. She is dressed 
as for some festivity; but she is taking things easily as she sits 
in the big chair by the hearth, reading The Times. 

Collins is an elderly man with a rather youthful waist. His 
muttonchop whiskers have a coquettish touch of Dundreary at 
their lower ends. He is an affable man, with those perfect man- 
ners which can be acquired only in keeping a shop for the sale of 
necessaries of life to ladies whose socialposttion is so unquestion- 
able that they are not anxious about it. He is a reassuring man , 
with a vigilant grey eye, and the power of saying anything he 
likes to you without offence, because his tone always implies that 
he does itwithyour kind permission. Withalby no means senile: 
rather gallant and compassionate, but never without a conscien- 
tious recognition, on public grounds , of social distinctions. He 
is at the oak chest counting a pile of napkins. 

Mrs Bridgenorth reads placidly: Collins counts: a blackbird 
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sings in the garden. Mrs Bridgenorth puts The Times down in 
her lap and considers Collins for a moment. 

MRS bridgenorth. Do you never feel nervous on these 
occasions) Collins ? 

collins. Lord bless youj no, maam. It would be a joke, 
after marrying five of your daughters, if I was to get nervous 
over marrying the last of them. 

mrs bridgenorth. I have always said you were a won- 
derful man, Collins. 

collins [almost Mushing] Oh, maam! 
mrs bridgenorth, Yes, I never could arrange anything 
— a wedding or even a dinner — without some hitch or other. 

collins. Why should you give yourself the trouble, 
maam? Send for the greengrocer, maam: thats the secret of 
easy housekeeping. Bless you, it’s his business. It pays him 
and you, let alone the pleasure in a house like this [Mrs 
Bridgenorth bows in acknowledgment of the compliment].Thzy 
joke about the greengrocer, just as they joke about the 
mother-in-law. But they cant get on without both. 
mrs bridgenorth. What a bond between us, Collins! 
collins. Bless you, maam, theres all sorts of bonds be- 
tween all sorts of people. You are a very affable lady, maam, 
for a Bishop’s lady. I have known Bishops’ ladies that would 
fairly provoke you to up and cheek them; but nobody would 
ever forget himself and his place with you, maam. 

mrs bridgenorth. Collins: you are a flatter er. You will 
superintend the breakfast yourself as usual, of course, wont 
you? 

collins. Yes, yes, bless you, maam, of course. I always 
do. Them fashionable caterers send down such people as I 
never did set eyes on. Dukes you would take them for. You 
see the relatives shaking hands with them and asking them 
about the family — actually ladies saying "Where have we 
met before?” and all sorts of confusion. Thats my secret in 
business, maam. You can always spot me as the greengrocer. 
It’s a fortune to me in these days, when you cant hardly tell 
who anyone is or isnt. J He.jroes out through the tower, and 
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immediately returns for a moment to announce | The General, 
maam. 

Mrs Bridgenorth rises to receive lur brother-in-law , who 
alters resplendent in full-dress uniform, with many medals and 
orders. General Bridgenorth is a well set up man of fifty , with 
large brave nostrils , an iron month, faithful dog's eyes, and 
much natural simplicity and dignity of character. He is igno- 
rant, stupid , and prejudiced, having been carefully trained to 
be so; and it is not always possible to be patient with him when 
his unquestionably good intentions become actively mischiev- 
ous; but one blames society, not himself, for this. He would be 
no worse a man than Collins, had he enjoyed Collins's social 
opportunities. He comes to the hearth, where Mrs Bridgenorth 
is standing with her back to the fireplace. 

mrs bridgenorth. Good morning, Boxer. [They shake 
hands]. Another niece to give away. This is the lust of them. 

the general [very gloomy J Yes, Alice. Nothing for the 
old warrior uncle to do but give away brides to luckier 
men than himself. Has — [he chokes \ has your sister come 
yet? 

mrs bridgenorth. Why do you always call Lesbia my 
sister? Dont you know that it annoys her more than any of 
the rest of your tricks? 

the general. Tricks! Ha! Well, ] ’ll try to break myself 
of it; but I think she might bear with me in a little thing like 
that. She knows that her name sticks in my throat. Better 
call her your sister than try to call her L — [he almost breab 
down] L — well, call her by her name and make a fool of my- 
self by crying. [He sits down at the near end of the table]. 

mrs bridgenorth [going to him and rallying him] Oh 
come, Boxer! Really, really! We are no longer boys and 
girls. You cant keep up a broken heart all your life. It must 
be nearly twenty years since she refused you. And you know 
that it’s not because she dislikes you, but only that she’s not 
a marrying woman. 

the general. It’s no use. I love her still. And I cant help 
telling her so whenever we meet, though I know it makes 
396 



GETTING MARRIED 
her avoid me. [He all but weeps], 

mrs bridgen orth . What does she say when yon tell her ? 
the general. Only that she wonders when I am going to 
grow out of it. I know now that I shall never grow out of it. 

mrs bridgenorth. Perhaps you would if you married 
her. I believe youre better as you are, Boxer. 

the general. I’m a miserable man. I’m really sorry to 
be a ridiculous old bore, Alice; but when I come to this 
house for a wedding — to these scenes — to — to — recollec- 
tions of the past — always to give the bride to somebody else, 
and never to have my bride given to me— [As rises abruptly ] 
May I go into the garden and smoke it off? 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Do, Boxer. 

Collins returns with the wedding cake, 
mrs bridgenorth. Oh, heres the cake. I believe it’s the 
same one we had for Florence’s wedding. 

the general. I cant bear it [he hurries out through the 
garden door], 

collins [putting the cake on the table] Well, look at that, 
maam! Aint it odd that after all the weddings he’s given 
away at, the General cant stand the sight of a wedding cake 
yet. It always seems to give him the same shock. 

mrs bridgenorth. Well, it’s his last shock. You have 
married the whole family now, Collins. [She takes up The 
Times again and resumes her seat], 

collins. Except your sister, maam. A fine character of 
a lady, maam, is Miss Grantham. I have an ambition to 
arrange her wedding breakfast. 

mrs bridgenorth. She wont marry, Collins. 
collins. Bless you, maam, they all say that. You and 
me said it, I’ll lay. I did, anyhow. 

MRS bridgenorth. No: marriage came natural to me. I 
should have thought it did to you too, 

collins [pensive] No, maam : it didnt come natural. My 
wife had to break me into it. It came natural to her: she’s 
what you might call a regular old hen. Always wants to have 
her family within sight of her. Wouldnt go to bed unless she 
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knew they was all safe at home and the door locked, and the 
lights out. Always wants her luggage in the carriage with 
her. Always goes and makes the engine driver promise her 
to be careful. She's a born wife and mother, maam. Thats 
why my children all ran away from home. 

mrs bridgenorth. Did you ever feel inclined to run 
away, Collins? 

collins. Oh yes maam, yes: very often. But when it 
came to the point I couldnt bear to hurt her feelings. She’s 
a sensitive, affectionate, anxious soul; and she was never 
brought up to know what freedom is to some people. You 
see, family life is all the life she knows: she’s like a bird born 
in a cage, that would die if you let it loose in the woods. 
When I thought how little it was to a man of my easy 
temper to put up with her, and how deep if would hurt her 
to think it was because I didnt care for her, T always put off 
running away til next time; and so in the end 1 never ran 
away at all. I daresay it was good for me to be took such 
care of; but it cut me off from all my old friends something 
dreadful, maam: especially the women, maam. She never 
gave them a chance: she didnt indeed. She never under- 
stood that married people should take holidays from one 
another if they are to keep at all fresh. Not that I ever got 
tired of her, maam; but my! how 1 used to get tired of home 
life sometimes. I used to catch myself envying my brother 
George: I positively did, maam. 

mrs bridgenorth. George was a bachelor then, I sup- 
pose? 

collins. Bless you, no, maam. He married a very fine 
figure of a woman; but she was that changeable and what 
you might call susceptible, you would not believe. She 
didnt seem to have any control over herself when she fell in 
love. She would mope for a couple of days, crying about 
nothing; and then she would up and say— no matter who 
was there to hear her — “I must go to him, George”; and 
away she would go from her home and her husband without 
with-your-leave or by-your-leave. 
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mrs bridgenorth. But do you mean that she did this 
more than once? That she came back? 

collins, Bless you, maam, she done it five times to my 
own knowledge; and then George gave up telling us about 
it, he got so used to it. 

MRS brjdgenorth. But did he always take her back? 
collins. Well, what could he do, maam? Three times 
out of four the men would bring her back the same evening 
and no harm done. Other times theyd run away from her. 
What could any man with a heart do but comfort her when 
she came back crying at the way they dodged her when she 
threw herself at their heads, pretending they was too noble 
to accept the sacrifice she was making. George told her 
again and again that if she’d only stay at home and hold off a 
bit theyd be at her feet all day long. She got sensible at last 
and took his advice. George always liked change of compan y. 

mrs bridgenorth. What an odious woman, Collins! 
Dont you think so? 

collins [judicially ] Well, many ladies with a domestic 
turn thought so and said so, maam. But I will say for Mrs 
George that the variety of experience made her wonderful 
interesting. Thats where the flighty ones score off the steady 
ones, maam. Look at my old woman ! She’s never known 
any man but me; and she cant properly know me, because 
she dont know other men to compare me with. Of course 
she knows her parents in — well, in the way one does know 
one’s parents: not knowing half their lives as you might say, 
or ever thinking that they was ever young; and she knew 
her children as children, and never thought of them as inde- 

E endent human beings til they ran away and nigh broke 
er heart for a week or two. But Mrs George she came to 
know a lot about men of all sorts and ages; for the older she 
got the younger she liked em; and it certainly made her 
interesting, and gave her a lot of sense. I have often taken 
her advice on things when my own poor old woman wouldnt 
have been a bit of use to me. 

mrs bridgenorth. I hope you dont tell your wife that 
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you go elsewhere for advice. 

collins. Lord bless you, maam, I ’m that fond of my old 
Matilda that I never tell her anything at all for fear of hurt- 
ing her feelings. You see, she’s such an out-and-out wife 
and mother that she’s hardly a responsible human being out 
of her house, except when she’s marketing. 

mrs bridgenorth. Does she approve of Mrs George? 

collins, Oh, Mrs George gets round her. Mrs George 
can get round anybody if she wants to. And then Mrs 
George is very particular about religion. And she’s a clair- 
voyant. 

mrs bridgenorth [surprised] A clairvoyant! 

collins [calm] Oh yes, maam, yes. All you have to do is 
to mesmerize her a bit; and off she goes into a trance, and 
says the most wonderful things! not things about herself, 
but as if it was the whole human race giving you a hit of its 
mind. Oh, wonderful, maam, 1 assure you. You couldnt 
think of a game that Mrs George isnt up to. 

Lesbia Grantham comes in through the tower. She is a toll, 
handsome, slender lady in her prime: that is, between 36 and $5, 
She has what is called a well-bred air, dressing very carefully to 
produce that effect without the least regard for the latest fashions, 
sure of herself, very terrifying to the young and shy, fastidious to 
the ends of her long finger-tips, and tolerant and amused rather 
than sympathetic. 

lesbia. Good morning, dear big sister. 

mrs bridgenorth. Good morning, dear little sister. 
[They &<«]. 

lesbia. Good morning, Collins. How well you are look- 
ing! And how young! [She turns the middle chair away from 
the table and sits down], 

collins. Thats only my professional habit at a wedding, 
Miss. You should see me at a political dinner. I look nigh 
seventy. [Looking at his watch] Time's getting along, maam. 
May I send up word from you to Miss Edith to hurry a bit 
with her dressing? 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Do, Collins. 
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Collins goes out through the tower , taking the cake with him. 
lesbia. Dear old Collins ! Has he told yin. any stories 
this morning? 

was bridgenorth. Yes. You were just lat'e for a par- 
ticularly thrilling invention of his. 
lesbia. About Mrs George ? 
mrs bridgenorth. Yes. He says she’s a clairvoyant. 
lesbia. I wonder whether he really invented Mrs 
George, or stole her out of some book. 
mrs bridgenorth. I wonder! 
lesbia. Wheres the Barmecide? 
mrs bridgenorth. In the study, working away at his 
new book. He thinks no more now of having a daughter 
married than of having an egg for breakfast. 

The General, soothed by smoking, comes in from the garden. 
the general [with resolute bonhomie] Ah, Lesbia! How 
do you do? [They shake hands; and he takes the chair on her 
right]. 

Mrs Bridgenorth goes out through the tower. 
lesbia. How are you, Boxer? You look almost as gor- 
geous as the wedding cake. 

the general. I make a point of appearing in uniform 
whenever I take part in any ceremony, as a lesson to the 
subalterns. It is not the custom in Engand; but it ought to 
be. 

lesbia. You look very fine, Boxer. What a frightful lot 
of bravery all these medals must represent ! 

the general. No, Lesbia. They represent despair and 
cowardice. I won all the early ones by trying to get killed. 
You know why. 

lesbia. But you had a charmed life? 
the general. Yes, a charmed life. Bayonets bent on my 
buckles. Bullets passed through me and left no trace: thats 
the worst of modern bullets: Ive never been hit by a dum- 
dum. When I was only a company officer I had at least the 
right to expose myself to death in the field, Now I’m a 
General even that resource is cut off. [Persuasively drawing 

401 



GETTING MARRIED 

his chair nearer to her\ listen to me, Lesbia. For the tenth 
and last time — 

lesbia [ interrupting . ] On Florence’s wedding morning, 
two years ago, you said "For the ninth and last time.” 

the general. We are two years older, Lesbia. I’m fifty; 
you are — 

lesbia. Yes. I know. It’s no use, Boxer. When will you 
be old enough to take no for an answer? 

the general. Never, Lesbia, never. You have never 
given me a real reason for refusing me yet. I once thought it 
was somebody else. There were lots of fellows after you; but 
now theyve all given it up and married. [Bending still nearer 
to her] Lesbia: tell me your secret. Why — 

lesbia [sniffing disgustedly] Oh! Youve been smoking. 
[She rises and goes to the chair on the hearth ] Keep away, you 
wretch. 

the general. But for that pipe, T could not have faced 
you without breaking down. It has soothed me and nerved 
me. 

lesbia [sitting down with The Times hi her hand] Well, it 
has nerved me to tell you why I’m going to be an old maid. 

the general [impulsively approaching her] Dont say 
that, Lesbia. It’s not natural: it’s not right: it’s — 

lesbia [fanning him of}] No: no closer, Boxer, please. 
[He retreats, discouraged]. It may not be natural; but it hap- 
pens all the same. Youll find plenty of women like me, if 
you care to look for them : women with lots of character and 
good looks and money and offers, who wont and dont get 
married. Cant you guess why? 

the general. I can understand when there is another. 
lesbia. Yes; but there isnt another. Besides, do you sup- 
pose I think, at my time of life, that the difference between 
one decent sort of man and another is worth bothering 
about? 

the general. The heart has its preferences, Lesbia. 
One image, and one only, gets indelibly — 

lesbia. Yes. Excuse my interrupting you so often; but 
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your sentiments are so correct that I always know what you 
are going to say before you finish. You see, Boxer, every- 
body is not like you. You are a sentimental noodle: you 
dont see women as they really are. You dont see me as I 
really am. Now I do see men as they really are. I see you as 
you really are. 

the general [murmuring] No: dont say that, Lesbia. 

lesbia. I’m a regular old maid. I’m very particular about 
my belongings. I like to have my own house, and to have it 
to myself. I have a very keen sense of beauty and fitness and 
cleanliness and order. I am proud of my independence and 
jealous for it. I have a sufficiently well-stocked mind to be 
very good company for myself if I have plenty of books and 
music. The one thing I never could stand is a great lout of a 
man smoking all over my house and going to sleep in his 
chair after dinner, and un tidying everything. Ugh ! 

THE GENERAL. But love — 

lesbia. Oh, love! Have you no imagination? Do you 
think 1 have never been in love with wonderful men ? heroes 1 
archangels! princes! sages! even fascinating rascals! and 
had the strangest adventures with them? Do you know 
what it is to look at a mere real man after that? a man with 
his boots in every corner, and the smell of his tobacco in 
every curtain ? 

the general [somewhat dazed] Well but— excuse my 
mentioning it— dont you want children ? 

lesbia. I ought to have children. I should be a good 
mother to children. I believe it would pay the country very 
well to pay me very well to have children. But the country 
tells me that I cant have a child in my house without a man 
in it too; so I tell the country that it will have to do without 
my children. If I am to be a mother, I really cannot have a 
man bothering me to be a wife at the same time. 

the general. My dear Lesbia: you know I dont wish 
to be impertinent; but these are not correct views for an 
English lady to express. 

lesbia. That is why I dont express them, except to 

403 



GETTING MARRIED 

gentlemen who wont take any other answer, The difficulty, 
you see, is that I really am an English lady, and am particu- 
larly proud of being one. 

the general. I’m sure of that, Lesbia: quite sure of it. 

I never meant— 

lesbia [rising impatiently] Oh, my dear Boxer, do please 
try to think of something else than whether you have 
offended me, and whether you are doing the correct thing 
as an English gentleman. You are faultless, and very dull. 
[She shakes her shoulders intolerantly and walks across to the 
other side of the kitchen]. 

the general [moodily] Ha! thats whats the matter with 
me. Not clever. A poor silly soldier man. 

lesbia. The whole matter is very simple. As I say, I am 
an English lady, by which I mean that I have been trained 
to do without what I cant have on honorable terms, no 
matter what it is. 

the general. I really dont understand you, I .esbia. 
lesbia [turning on him] Then why on earth do you want 
to marry a woman you dont understand ? 

the general. I dont know. 1 suppose I love you. 
lesbia. Well, Boxer, you can love me as much as you 
like, provided you look happy about it and dont bore me. 
But you cant marry me; and thats all about it. 

the general. It’s so frightfully difficult to argue the 
matter fairly with you without wounding your delicacy by 
overstepping the bounds of good taste. But surely there are 
calls of nature — 

lesbia. Dont be ridiculous, Boxer. 
the general. Well how am I to express it? Hang it all, 
Lesbia, dont you want a husband? 

lesbia. No. I want children; and I want to devote my- 
self entirely to my children, and not to their father. The law 
will not allow me to do that; so I have made up my mind to 
have neither husband nor children. 

THEGENERAL,But,greatHeavens,thenaturalappetites— 
lesbia. As I said before, an English lady is not the slave 
404 



GETTING MARRIED 

of her appetites. That is what an English gentleman seems 
incapable of understanding. [She sits down at the end of the 
table, near the study door]. 

the general [huffily] Oh well, if you refuse, you refuse. 

I shall not ask you again. I’m sorry I returned to the sub- 
ject. [He retires to the hearth and plants himself there , wounded 
and lofty]. 

lesbia. Dont be cross, Boxer. 
the general. I’m not cross, only wounded, Lesbia. And 
when you talk like that, I dont feel convinced: I only feel 
utterly at a loss. 

lesbia. Well, you know our family rule. When at a loss 
consult the greengrocer. [Opportunely Collins comes in 
through the tower]. Here he is. 

collins. Sorry to be so much in and out, Miss. I thought 
Mrs Bridgenorth was here. The table is ready now for the 
breakfast, if she would like to see it. 

lesbia. If you are satisfied, Collins, I am sure she will be. 
the general. By the way, Collins: I thought theyd 
made you an alderman. 

collins. So they have, General. 
the general. Then wheres your gown? 
collins. I dont wear it in private life. General. 
the general. Why ? Are you ashamed of it? 
collins. No, General. To tell you the truth, I take a 
pride in it. I cant help it. 

the general. Attention, Collins. Come here. [Collins 
comes to him]. Do you see my uniform — all my medals ? 
collins. Yes, General. They strike the eye, as it were. 
the general. They are meant to. Very well. Now you 
know, dont you, that your services to the community as a 
greengrocer are as important and as dignified as mine as a 
soldier? 

collins. I’m sure it’s very honorable of you to say so, 
General. 

the general [ emphatically ] You know also, dont you, 
that any man who can see anything ridiculous, or unmanly, 
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or unbecoming iii your work or in your civic robes is not a 
gentleman, but a jumping, bounding, snorting cad? 

Collins. Well, strictly between ourselves, that is my 
opinion, General. 

the general. Then why not dignify my niece’s wedding 
by wearing your robes ? 

colltns. A bargain’s a bargain, General. Mrs Bridge- 
north sent for the greengrocer, not for the alderman. It’s 
just as unpleasant to get more than you bargain for as to get 
less. 

the general. I'm sure she will agree with me. I attach 
importance to this as an affirmation of solidarity in the 
service of the community. The Bishop’s apron , my uniform, 
your robes: the Church, the Army, and the Municipality. 

coluns [retiring] Very well, General. [He turns dubiously 
to Lesbia on his way to the tower 1. 1 wonder what my wife will 
say, Miss? 

the general. What !ls your wife ashamed of your robes? 
colltns. No, sir, not ashamed of them. But she grudged 
the money for them; and she will be afraid of my sleeves 
getting into the gravy, 

Mrs Bridgenorth, her placidity quite upset , comes in with a 
letter; hurries past Collitts; and comes between Lesbia and the 
General. 

mrs bridgenorth. Lesbia: Boxer: heres a pretty messl 
Collins goes out discreetly. 
the general. Whats the matter? 
mrs bridgenorth. Reginald’s in London, and wants to 
come to the wedding. 

the general [stupended] Well, dash my buttons! 
lesbia. Oh, all right, let him come. 
the general. Let him come! Why, the decree has not 
been made absolute yet. Is he to walk in here to Edith’s 
wedding, reeking from the Divorce Court? 

mrs bridgenorth [vexedly sitting down in the middle 
chair ] It’s too bad. No: I cant forgive him, Lesbia, really. A 
man of Reginald’s age, with a young wife — the best of girls, 
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and as pretty as she can be — to go off with a common 
woman from the streets ! Ugh ! 

lesbia. Youmustmakealiowances. Whatcan youexpect ? 
Reginald was always weak. He was brought up to be weak. 
The family property was all mortgaged when he inherited it. 
He had to struggle along in constant money difficulties, 
hustled by his solicitors, morally bullied by the Barmecide, 
and physically bullied by Boxer, while they two were fight- 
ing their own way and getting well trained. You know very 
well he couldnt afford to marry until the mortgages were 
cleared and he was over fifty. And then of course he made a 
fool of himself marrying a child like Leo. 

THE GENERAL. But to hit her! Absolutely to hit her! He 
knocked her down — knocked her flat down on a flowerbed 
in the presence of his gardener. He! the head of the family! 
the man that stands before the Barmecide and myself as 
Bridgenorth of Bridgenorth ! to beat his wife and go off with 
alow woman and be divorced foritin the face of all England! 
in the face of my uniform and Alfred’s apron! I can never 
forget what I felt: it was only the King’s personal request 
—virtually a command— that stopped me from resigning 
my commission. I’d cut Reginald dead if I met him in the 
street. 

mrs bridgenorth. Besides, Leo’s coming. Theyd meet. 
It’s impossible, Lesbia. 

lesbia. Oh, I forgot that. That settles it. He mustnt 
come. 

the general. Of course he mustnt. You tell him that if 
he enters this house, I’ll leave it; and so will every decent 
man and woman in it. 

collins [return ingfor a moment to announce] Mr Reginald, 
maam. [He withdraws when Reginald enters ]. 

the general [beside himself] Well, dash my buttons ! ! 

Reginalds just the man Lesbia has described. He is hardened 
and tough physically, and hasty and boyish in his manner and 
speech , belonging as he does to the large class of English gentle- 
men of property ( solicitor-managed ) who have never developed 

407 



GUTTING MARRIED 

iutelkctntrfly since their schooldays. lie is a muddled y rekllio m, 
hasty, untidy, forgetful, always lute sort of man, who very evi- 
dently needs the rare of a capable woman, and has never ken 
lucky or attractive enough la get it.. J/l the same, a likeable man, 
from whom nobody apprehends any malice nor expects any 
achievement. In everything but years he is younger than his 
brother the General. 

Reginald [coming forward between the General and Mrs 
Bridgenorth \ Alice: it’s no use. I cant stay away from Edith's 
wedding. Good morning, Lesbia. How are you, Boxer? [ Ht 
offers the General his hand], 

the general [with crushing stiffness] 1 was just telling 
Alice, sir, that if you entered this house, I should leave it. 

Reginald. Well, dont let me detain you, old chap. When 
you start calling people Sir, youre nor particularly good 
company. 

lesbia. Dont you two begin to quarrel. That wont im- 
prove the situation. 

mrs bridgenorth. 1 think you might have waited until 
you got my answer, Rejjy. 

Reginald. It’s so jolly easy to say No in a letter. Wont 
you let me stay ? 

mrs bridgenorth. 1 low can 1 ? Loo’s coming. 

Reginald. Well, she wont mind. 

the general. Wont miml!!!!! 

lesbia, Dont talk nonsense, Rejjy; and be off with you. 

the general [with biting sarcasm] At school you had a 
theory that women liked being knocked down, I remember. 

Reginald. Youre o nice, chivalrous, brotherly sort of 
swine, you are. 

the general. Mr Bridgenorth: are you going to leave 
this house or am 1 ? 

Reginald. You are, I hope, [He emphasizes his intention 
to stay by sitting down], 

the general. Alice: will you allow me to be driven from 
Edith’s wedding by this — 

lesbia [wantingly] Boxer ! 
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the general, — by this Respondent? Is Edith to be 
given away by him ? 

mrs bridgenorth. Certainly not. Reginald: you were 
not asked to come; and I have asked you to go, You know 
how fond I am of Leo; and you know what she would feel if 
she came in and found you here. 

collins [again appearing in the tower] Mrs Reginald, 
maam. 

lesbia fNo, no. Ask her to — [All three 

mrs bridgenorth ■ Oh how unfortunate! clamoring 
the general ' Well, dash my buttons! together]. 
It is too late: Leo is already in the kitchen. Collins goes out, 
mutely abandoning a situation which he deplores but has been 
unable to save. 

Leo is very pretty, very youthful, very restless, and conse- 
quently very charming to people who are touched by youth and 
beauty, as well as to those who regard young women as more or 
less appetizing lollipops, and dont regard old women at all. 
Coldly studied, Leo's restlessness is much less lovable than the 
kittenishness which comes from a rich and fresh vitality. She is a 
born fusser about herself and everybody else for whom she feels 
responsible; and her vanity causes her to exaggerate her respon- 
sibilities officiously. All her fussing is about little things; but she 
often calls them by Mg names, such as Art, the Divine Spark, the 
world, motherhood, good breeding, the Universe, the Creator, or 
anything else that happens to strike her imagination as sounding 
intellectually important. She has more than common imagina- 
tion and no more than common conception and penetration; so 
that she is always on the high horse about words and always in 
the perambulator about things. Considering herself clever, 
thoughtful, and superior to ordinary weaknesses and preju- 
dices, she recklessly attaches herself to clever men on that under- 
standing, with the result that they are first delighted, then exas- 
perated, and finally bored. When marrying Reginald she told 
her friends that there was a great deal in him which needed 
bringing out. If she were a middle-aged man she would be the 
terror of his club. Being a pretty young woman, she is forgiven 
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everything, proving that “ Taut com prendre, c'cst tout pardon- 
net'" is an error, the fact being that the secret of forgiving 
everything is to understand nothing. 

She runs in fussily, full of her own importance, and swoops 
on Lesbia, who is much less disposed to spoil her than Mrs 
Bridgcnorth is. But Leo affects a special intimacy with Lesbia, 
as of two thinkers among the Philistines. 

leo [to Lesbia, kissing het\ Good morning. [ Coming to 
Mrs Bridgenorth] How do, Alice? [Passing on towards the 
hearth] Why so gloomy, General? [ Reginald rises between 
her and the General] Oh, Rejjy! What will the King’s 
Proctor say f 

Reginald. Damn the King’s Proctor! 
leo. Naughty. Well, I suppose I must kiss you; but dost 
any of you tell. [She kisses him. They am hardly believe their 
eyes]. Have you kept all your promises? 

Reginald. Oh, dont begin bothering about those— 
i.eo [insisting] Have? You? Kept? Your? Promises? 
Have you rubbed your bead with the lotion every night. 
Reginald, Yes, yes. Nearly every night. 
leg. Nearly! I know what that means. Have you worn 
your liver pad? 

the general | solemnly] Leo: forgiveness is one of the 
most beautiful traits in a woman’s nature; but there are 
things that should not be forgiven to a man. When a man 
knocks a woman down [Leo gives a little shriek of laughter and 
collapses on a chair next Mrs Bridgenorth, on her left]— 
Reginald [ sardonically ] The man that would raise his 
hand to a woman, save in the way of kindness, is unworthy 
the name of Bridgenorth. [He sits down at the end of the table 
nearest the hearth.] 

the general [much huffed] Oh, well, if Leo does not 
mind, of course I have no more to say. But I think you 
might out of consideration for the family, beat your wife in 
private and not in the presence of the gardener. 

Reginald [out of patience] Whats the good of beating 
your wife unless theres a witness to prove it afterwards? You 
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dotit suppose a man beats his wife for the fun of it, do you? 
How could she have got her divorce if I hadnt beaten her? 
Nice state of things, that! 

the general [gasping Do you mean to tell me that you 
did it in cold blood ? simply to get rid of your wife? 

Reginald. No, I didnt: I did it to get her rid of me. 
What would you do if you were fool enough to marry a 
woman thirty years younger than yourself, and then found 
that she didnt care for you, and was in love with a young 
fellow with a face like a mushroom ? 

leo. He has not. [Bursting into tears ] And you are most 
unkind to say I didnt care for you. Nobody could have been 
fonder of you. 

Reginald. A nice way of shewing your fondness! I had 
to go out and dig that flower bed all over with my own hands 
to soften it. I had to pick all the stones out of it. And then 
she complained that I hadnt done it properly, because she 
got a worm down her neck. I had to go to Brighton with a 
poor creature who took a fancy to me on the way down, and 
got conscientious scruples about committing perjury after 
dinner. I had to put her down in the hotel book as Mrs 
Reginald Bridgenorth: Leo’s name! Do you know what 
that feels like to a decent man ? Do you know what a decent 
man feels about his wife’s name ? How would you like to go 
into a hotel before all the waiters and people with — with 
that on your arm ? Not that it was the poor girl’s fault, of 
course; only she started crying because I couldnt stand her 
touching me; and now she keeps writing to me. And then 
I’m held up in the public court for cruelty and adultery, and 
turned away from Edith’s wedding by Alice, and lectured 
by you ! a bachelor, and a precious green one at that. What 
do you know about it? 

the general. Am I to understand that the whole case 
was one of collusion ? 

Reginald. Of course it was. Half the cases are collusions: 
what are people to do? [The General, passing his hand dazedly 
oner his bewildered brow, sinks into the railed chair]. And what 
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do you take me for, chat you should have the cheek to pre. 
tend to believe all that rot about my knocking Leo aboutattd 
leaving her for— for a - a l Igh ! you should have seen her, 
the general. This is perfectly astonishing to me. Why 
did you do it? Why did Leo allow it? 

Reginald. Youd better ask her. 
leo [ J-//7/ in tears] I’m sure I never thought it would be so 
horrid for Rejjy. I offered honorably to do it myself, and let 
him divorce me; but he wouldnt, And he said himself that it 
was the only way to do it — that it was the law that he should 
do it that way. I never saw that hateful creature until that 
day in Court. If he had only shewn her to me before, I 
should never have allowed it. 

mrs BKiDGENORTH, You did all this for Leo’s sake, 
Rejjy? 

Reginald [with an unbearable sense of injury] I shouldnt 
mind a bit if it were for Leo’s sake. But to have to do it to 
make room for that mushroom-faced serpent- ! 

the general 1 jumping up] "What right had he to be 
made room for? Are you in your senses? What right? 

Reginald, The right of being a young man, suitable to a 
young woman. I had no right tit my age to marry Leo: she 
knew no more about life than a child. 

leo. I knew a great deal more about it than a great baby 
like you. I’m sure I dont know how youll get on with no one 
to take care of you : I often lie awake at night thinking about 
it. And now youve made me thoroughly miserable. 

Reginald. Serve you right! [She weeps]. There: dont 
get into a tantrum, Leo ? 

lesbia. May one ask who is the mushroom-faced ser- 
pent? 

leo. He isnt. 

Reginald. Sinjon Hotchkiss, of course. 
mrs bridgenorth, Sinjon Hotchkiss! Why, he’s com- 
ing to the wedding 1 

Reginald. What! In that case I’m off [he makes for the 
tower], 
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leo [seizing him] No you 

shant. You promised to 
be nice to him. 

the general No, dont go, old chap. 

[all four rush- Not from Edith’s wed- 
ing after him ding. 

Mas bridge- and capturing Oh, do stay, Rejjy. I 
north him on the shall really be hurt if you 

lesbia threshold] desert us. 

Better stay, Reginald. 
You must meet him 
[sooner or later. 

Reginald. A moment ago, when I wanted to stay, you 
were all shoving me out of the house. Now that I want to 
go, you wont let me. 

mrs bridcenorth. I shall send a note to Mr Hotchkiss 
not to come. 

leo [weeping again] Oh, Alice! [ She comes back to her 
chair, heartbroken], 

Reginald [ out of patience] Oh well, let her have her way. 
Let her have her mushroom. Let him come. Let them all 
come. 

He crosses the kitchen to the oak chest and sits sulkily on it. 
Mrs Briigenorth shrugs her shoulders and sits at the table in 
Reginald' sneighborhaodlisteninginplacidhelplessness. Lesbia, 
out of patience with Leo's tears , goes into the garden and sits 
there near the door, snuffing up the open air in her relief from 
the domestic stuffiness of Reginald's affairs. 

leo. It’s so cruel of you to go on pretending that I dont 
care for you, Rejjy. 

Reginald [bitterly] She explained to me that it was only 
that she had exhausted my conversation. 

the general [coming paternally to Leo] My dear girl; all 
the conversation in the world has been exhausted long ago. 
Heaven knows I have exhausted the conversation of the 
British Army these thirty years; but I dont leave it on that 
account. 
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leo. It’s not that Ive exhausted it; hut he will keep on 
repeating it when 1 want to read or go to sleep. And Sinjon 
amuses me. He’s so clever. 

the general [jft/Hg] Ha! The old complaint. You all 
want geniuses to marry. This demand for clever men is 
ridiculous. Somebody must marry the plain, honest, stupid 
fellows. Have you thought of that? 

leo. But there are such lots of stupid women to marry. 
Why do they want to marry us? Besides, Rejjy knows that 
I’m quite fond of him. I like him because he wants me; and 
I like Sinjon because I want him. I feel that I have a duty to 

R ejjy- 

the general. Precisely: you have. 

leo. And, of course, Sinjon has the same duty to me. 

THE GENERAL. Tut, tut! 

leo. Oh, howsilly thela w is !' Why cant I marry them both? 

THE GENERAL [shocked] I.Co! 

leo. Well, 1 love them both. I should like to marry a lot 
of men. I should like to have Rejjy for every day, and Sinjon 
for concerts and theatres and going out in the evenings, and 
some great austere stunt for about once a year at the end of 
the season, and some perfectly blithering idiot of a hoy to be 
quite wicked with. I so seldom feel wicked; and, when I do, 
it’s such a pity to waste it merely because it’s too silly to 
confess to a real grown-up man. 

Reginald. This is the kind of thing, you know— [Help- 
lessly] Well, there it is ! 

the general [decisively] Alice: this is a job for the Bar- 
mecide. He’s a Bishop: it’s his duty to talk to Leo. I can 
stand a good deal; but when it comes to flat polygamy and 
polyandry, we ought to do something. 

mrs bridcenorth [going to the study door ] Do come here 
a moment, Alfred. We’re in a difficulty. 

the bishop [within] Ask Collins. I’m busy. 

MRS bridgenorth. Collins wont do. It’s something very 
serious. Do come just a moment, dear. [When she hears him 
coming she takes a chair at the nearest end of the table]. 
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The Bishop comes out of his study. He is still a slim active 
mem , spare of flesh , and younger by temperament than Ms 
brothers. He has a delicate skin, fine hands, a salient nose with 
chin to match, a short beard which accentuates his sharp chin by 
bristling forward, clever humorous eyes , not without a glint of 
mischief in them, ready bright speech, and the ways of a success- 
ful man who is always interested in himself and generally rather 
•well pleased with himself. When Lesbia hears his voice she 
turns her chair towards him, and presently rises and stands in 
the doorway listening to the conversation. 

the bishop [going to Leo ] Good morning, my dear. 
Hullo! Youve brought Reginald with you. Thats very nice 
of you. Have you reconciled them, Boxer? 

the general. Reconciled them! Why, man, the whole 
divorce was a put-up job. She wants to marry some fellow 
named Hotchkiss. 

Reginald . A fellow with a face like — 
leo. You shant, Rejjy. He has a very fine face. 
mrs bridge north. And now she says she wants to 
marry both of them, and a lot of other people as well. 

leo. I didnt say I wanted to marry them: I only said I 
should like to marry them. 

the bishop. Quite a nice distinction, Leo. 
leo, Just occasionally, you know. 
the bishop [sitting down cosily beside her] Quite so. Some- 
times a poet, sometimes a Bishop, sometimes a fairy prince, 
sometimes somebody quite indescribable, and sometimes 
nobody at all. 

leo. Yes: thats just it. How did you know? 
the bisho p. Oh, I should say most imaginative and culti- 
vated young women feel like that. I wouldnt give a rap for 
one who didnt. Shakespear pointed out long ago that a 
woman wanted a Sunday husband as well as a weekday one. 
But, as usual, he didnt follow up the idea. 
the general [aghast] Am I to understand— 
the bishop [cutting him short] Now, Boxer, am I the 
Bishop or are you? 
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THE GENERAL \ iltlkify \ Yoll. 
the bishop. Then dont ask me are you to understand. 
“Yours not to reason why: yours hut to do and die” — 
the general. Oh, very well : go on. I’m not dever, Only 
a silly soldier man. Ha! Go on. [He throws himself into the 
railed chair, as one prepared for the worst]. 

mrs bridgenorth. Alfred: dont tense Boxer. 
the bishop. If we are going to discuss ethical questions 
we must begin by giving the devil fair play. Boxer never 
does. England never does. We always assume that the devil 
is guilty: and we wont allow him to prove his innocence, be- 
cause it would be against public morals if he succeeded. We 
used to do the same with prisoners accused of high treason. 
And the consequence is that wc overreach ourselves; and 
the devil gets the better of us after all. Perhaps thats what 
most of us intend him to do. 

the general. Alfred: we asked you here to preach to 
1 xu). You are preaching at me instead. I am not conscious of 
having said or done anything that calls for that unsolicited 
attention. 

the bishop. But poor little 1 .co has only told the simple 
truth; whilst you, Boxer, arc striking moral attitudes. 

the general. I suppose thats an epigram. I dont under- 
stand epigrams. I’m only a silly soldier man. Ha! But I can 
put a plain question. Is Leo to be encouraged to be a poly- 
gamist? 

the bishop. Remember the British Empire, Boxer. 
Youre a British General, you know. 

the general. What has that to do with polygamy? 
the bishop. Well, the great majority of our fellow-sub- 
jects are polygamists. I cant as a British Bishop insult them 
by speaking disrespectfully of polygamy. It’s a very interest- 
ing question. Many very interesting men have been poly- 
gamists: Solomon, Mahomet, and our friend the Duke of— 
of— hm! I never can remember his name. 

the general. It would become you better, Alfred, to 
send that silly girl back to her husband and her duty than to 
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talk clever and mock at your religion. “What God hath 
joined together let not man put asunder.” Remember that. 

the bishop. Dont be afraid, Boxer. What God hath 
joined together no man ever shall put asunder: God will 
take care of that. [To Leo] By the way, who was it that 
joined you and Reginald, my dear? 

leo. It was that awful little curate that afterwards drank, 
and travelled first class with a third-class ticket, and then 
tried to go on the stage. But they wouldnt have him. He 
called himself Egerton Fotheringay . 

the bishop. Well, whom Egerton Fotheringay hath 
joined, let Sir Gorell Barnes put asunder by all means. 

the ceneral. I may be a silly soldier man; but I call 
this blasphemy. 

the bishop [gravely] Better for me to take the name of 
Mr Egerton Fotheringay in earnest than for you to take a 
higher name in vain. 

lesbia. Cant you three brothers ever meet without 
quarrelling? 

the bishop [mildly] This is not quarrelling, Lesbia: it’s 
only English family life. Good morning. 

leo. You know, Bishop, it’s very dear of you to take my 
part; but I’m not sure that I’m not a little shocked. 

the bishop. Then I think Ive been a little more success- 
ful than Boxer in getting you into a proper frame of mind. 
the general [snorting] Ha! 

leo. Not a bit; for now I’m going to shock you worse 
than ever. I think Solomon was an old beast. 

the bishop. Precisely what you ought to think of him, 
my dear. Dont apologize. 

the general [more shocked] Well, but hang it! Solomon 
was in the Bible. And, after all, Solomon was Solomon.. 

leo. And I stick to it: I still want to have a lot of inter- 
esting men to know quite intimately — to say everything I 
think of to them, and have them say everything they think 
of to me. 

the bishop. So you shall, my dear, if you are lucky. But 
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you know you necdnt marry I hem all. Think of all the 
buttons you would have to sew on. Besides, nothing is more 
dreadful than a husband who keeps telling you everything 
he thinks, and always wants to know what you think. 

leo {struck by this ] Well, thats very true of Rejjy : in fact, 
thats why I had to divorce him. 

the bishop [condoling J Yes: he repeats himself dread- 
fully, doesn the? 

Reginald. Lookhere, Alfred. If I have my faults, let her 
find them out for herself without your help. 

the bishop. She has found them all out already, 
Reginald. 

led [a little huffily] After all, there are worse men than 
Reginald. I daresay he’s not so clever as you; but still he’s 
not such a fool as you seem to think him 1 

the bishop. Quite right, dear: stand up for your hus- 
band. I hope you will always stand up for all your husbands. 
[He rises and goes to the hearth , where he stands complacently 
with his back to the fireplace , beaming at them all as at a room- 
ful of children]. 

leo. Please dont talk as if I wanted to marry a whole 
regiment. For me there can never be more than two. I shall 
never love anybody but Rejjy and Sinjon. 

Reginald. A man with a face like a — 
leo. I wont have it, Rejjy. It’s disgusting. 
the bishop. You see, my dear, youll exhaust Sinjon’s 
conversation too in a week or so. A m an is like a phonograph 
with half-a-dozen records. You soon get tired of them all; 
and yet you have to sit at table whilst he reels them off to 
every new visitor. In the end you have to be content with his 
common humanity; and when you come down to that, yon 
find out about men what a great English poet of my acquaint- 
ance used to say about women: that they all taste alike. 
Marry whom you please: at the end of a month he’ll be 
Reginald over again. It wasnt worth changing: indeed it 
wasnt. 

leo. Then it’s a mistake to get married. 
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the bishop. It is, my dear; but it’s a much bigger mis- 
take not to get married. 

the general [rising] Ha! You hear that, Lesbia? [He 
joins her at the garden door]. 

lesbia. Thats only an epigram, Boxer. 
the general. Sound sense, Lesbia. When a man talks 
rot, thats epigram : when he talks sense, then I agree with him. 

Reginald [ coming of the oak chest and looking at his 
watch] It’s getting late. Wheres Edith? Hasnt she got into 
her veil and orange blossoms yet? 

mrs bridgenorth. Do go and hurry her, Lesbia. 
lesbia [going out through the tower] Come with me, Leo. 
leo [following Lesbia out] Yes, certainly. 

The Bishop goes over to his wife and sits down , taking her 
hand and kissing it by way of beginning a conversation with her. 

the bishop. Alice: Ive had another letter from the mys- 
terious lady who cant spell. I like that woman’s letters. 
Theres an intensity of passion in them that fascinates me. 

mrs bridgenorth. Do you mean Incognita Appas- 
sionata? 

the bishop. Yes. 

the general [turning abruptly: he has been looking out 
into the garden] Do you mean to say that women write love- 
letters to you? 

the bishop. Of course. 
the general. They never do to me. 
the bishop. The Army doesnt attract women: the 
Church does. 

Reginald. Do you consider it right to let them? They 
may be married women, you know. 

the bishop. They always are. This one is. [To Mrs 
Bridgenorth] Dont you think her letters are quite the best 
love-letters I get ? [To the two men] Poor Alice has to read my 
love-letters aloud to me at breakfast, when theyre worth it. 

mrs bridgenorth. There really is something fascinating 
about Incognita. She never gives her address. Thats a good 
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the general, Mf! No assignations, yon mean? 
the bishop. Oh yes: she began the correspondence bv 
making a very curious but very natural assignation. She 
wants me to meet her in heaven. I hope I shall. 

the general. Well) I must say I hope not, Alfred. 1 
hope not. 

mrs bridgenorth. She says she is happily married, and 
that love is a necessary of life to her, but that she must have 
high above all her lovers — 

the bishop. She has several apparently — 
mrs bridgenorth. — some great man who will never 
know her, never touch her, as she is on earth, but whoa she 
can meet in heaven when she has risen above all the every- 
day vulgarities of earthly love. 

the bishop [rising Excellent. Very good for her; and no 
trouble to me. Everybody ought to have one of these ideal- 
izations, like Dante’s Beatrice. [He clasps his hands behind 
him, and strolls to the hearth and bach, singing). 

Lesbia appears in the tower, rather perturbed. 
lesbia. Alice: will you conic upstairs? Edith is not 
dressed. 

mrs brtdgenorth [rising] Not dressed I Does she know 
what hour it is? 

lesbia. She has locked herself into her room, reading. 
The Bishop's song ceases: he stops dead in his stroll. 
the general. Reading! 
the bishop. What is she reading? 
lesbia. Some pamphlet that came by the eleven o’clock 
post. She wont come out. She wont open the door. And she 
says she doesn’t know whether she’s going to be married or 
not til she’s finished the pamphlet. Did you ever hear such a 
thing? Do come and speak to her. 

mrs bridgenorth. Alfred: you had better go. 
the bishop. Try Collins. 

lesbia. Weve tried Collins already. He got all that Ive 
told you out of her through the keyhole. Come, Alice [Sht 
vanishes. Mrs Bridgenorth hurries ajter her). 
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the bishop. This means a delay. I shall go back to my 
work [he makes for the study door]. 

Reginald. What are you working at now? 
the bishop [stopping] A chapter in my history of mar- 
riage. I’m just at the Roman business, you know. 

the general [coming from the garden door to the chair 
Mrs Bridgenorth has just left , and sitting down] Not more 
Ritualism, I hope, Alfred? 

the bishop. Oh no. I mean ancient Rome. [He seats him- 
self on the edge of the table ] . I ve just come to the period when 
the propertied classes refused to get married and went in 
for marriage settlements instead. A few of the oldest families 
stuck to the marriage tradition so as to keep up the supply 
of vestal virgins, who had to be legitimate; but nobody else 
dreamt of getting married. It’s all very interesting, because 
we’re coming to that here in England; except that as we 
dont require any vestal virgins, nobody will get married at 
all, except the poor, perhaps. 

the general. You take it devilishly coolly. Reginald: 
do you think the Barmecide’s quite sane? 

Reginald. No worst than ever he was. 
the general [to the Bishop] Do you mean to say you 
believe such a thing will ever happen in England as that 
respectable people will give up being married? 

the bishop. In England especially they will. In other 
countries the introduction of reasonable divorce laws will 
save the situation; but in England we always let an institu- 
tion strain itself until it breaks. Ive told our last four Prime 
Ministers that if they didnt make our marriage laws reason- 
able there would be a strike against marriage, and that it 
would begin among the propertied classes, where no Gov- 
ernment would dare to interfere with it. 

Reginald. What did they say to that? 
the bishop. The usual thing. Quite agreed with me, but 
were sure that they were the only sensible men in the world 
and that the least hint 6f marriage reform would lose them 
the next election. And then lost it all the same: on cordite, 
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on drink, oil Chinese labor in South Africa, on all sorts of 
trumpery, 

Reginald [lurching across the kitchen towards the hearth 
with his hands in his pockets\ It’s no use: they wont listen to 
our sort. [Turning on them \ Of course they have to make yon 
a Bishop and Boxer a General, because, after all, their blessed 
rabble of snobs and cads and half-starved shopkeepers cant 
do government work; and the bounders and week-enders 
are too la 2 y and vulgar. Theyd simply rot without us; but 
what do they ever do for us? what attention do they ever 
pay to what we say and what we want? I take it that we 
Bridgenorths are a pretty typical English family of the sort 
that has always set things straight and stuck up for the 
right to think and believe according to our conscience. But 
nowadays we are expected to dress and cat as the week-end 
bounders do, and to think and believe as the converted can- 
nibals of Central Africa do, and to lie down and let every 
snob and every cad and every halfpenny journalist walk 
over us. Why, theres not a newspaper in England today 
that represents what 1 call solid Britlgcuorth opinion and 
tradition. Half of them read as if they were published at the 
nearest mothers’ meeting, and the other half at the nearest 
motor garage. Do you call these chaps gentlemen? Do yon 
call them Englishmen? I dont. [He throws himself disgustedly 
into the nearest chair). 

the general [excited by Reginald's eloquence] Do you Bee 
my uniform? What did Collins say? It strikes the eye. It 
was meant to. I put it on expressly to give the modern army 
bounder a smack in the eye. Somebody has to set a right ex- 
ample by beginning. Well, let it be a Bridgenorth. I believe 
in family blood and tradition, by George. 

the bishop [musing I wonder who will begin the stand 
against marriage. It must come some day. I was married my- 
self before I’d thought about it; and even if I had thought 
about it I was too much in love with Alice to let anything 
stand in the way. But, you know, Ive seen one of our daugh- 
ters after another— Ethel, Jane, Fanny, and Christina and 
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Florence — go out at that door in their veils and orange 
blossoms; and Ive always wondered whether theyd have 
gone quietly if theyd known what they were doing. Ive a 
horrible misgiving about that pamphlet. All progress means 
war with Society. Heaven forbid that Edith should be one 
of the combatants! 

St John Hotchkiss comes into the tower ushered by Collins. 
He is a very smart young gentleman of twenty-nine or there- 
abouts, correct in dress to the last thread of his collar , but too 
much pre-occupied with his ideas to be embarrassed by any 
concern as to his appearance. He talks about himself with ener- 
getic gaiety. He talks to other people with a sweet forbearance 
{implying a kindly consideration for their stupidity) which in- 
furiates those whom he does not succeed in amusing. They either 
lose their tempers with him or try in vain to snub him. 
collins [ announcing ] Mr Hotchkiss. [lie withdraws], 
hotchkiss [clapping Reginald gaily on the shoulder as he 
passes him ] Tootle loo, Rejjy. 

REGINALD [curtly, without rising or turning his head] 
Morning. 

hotchkiss, Good morning, Bishop. 
the bishop [coming off the table]. What on earth are you 
doing here, Sinjon? You belong to the bridegroom’s party: 
youve no business here until after the ceremony. 

hotchkiss. Yes, I know: thats just it. May I have a 
word with you in private? Rejjy or any of the family wont 
matter; but — [he glances at the General, who has risen rather 
stiffly, as he strongly disapproves of the part played by Hotch- 
kiss in Reginald's domestic affairs). 

the bishop. All right, Sinjon. This is our brother, 
General Bridgenorth. [He goes to the hearth and posts himself 
there, with his hands clasped behind him). 

hotchkiss. Oh, good! [He turns to the General, and takes 
out a card-case]. As you are in the service, allow me to intro- 
duce myself. Read my card, please. [He presents his card to 
the astonished General]. 

the general [reading] “Mr St John Hotchkiss, the Cele- 
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brated Coward, late Lieutenant in the 165th Fusiliers.” 

Reginald [with a chuckle ] He was sent back from South 
Africa because he funked an order to attack, and spoiled his 
commanding officer’s plan. 

the general [very gravely ] I remember the case now. I 
had forgotten the name. I’ll not refuse your acquaintance, 
Mr Hotchkiss; partly because youre my brother’s guest, 
and partly because Ive seen too much active service not to 
know that every man’s nerve plays him false at one time or 
another, and that some very honorable men should never go 
into action at all, because theyre not built that way. But if I 
were you I should not use that visiting card. No doubt it’s 
an honorable trait in your character that you dont wish any 
man to give you his hand in ignorance of your disgrace; but 
you had better allow us to forget. We wish to forget. It isnt 
your disgrace alone: it’s a disgrace to the army and to all of 
us. Pardon my plain speaking. 

Hotchkiss [sunnily] My dear General, I dont know what 
fear mcan9 in the military sense of the word. Ivc fought 
seven duels with the sabre in Italy and Austria, and one 
with pistols in France, without turning a hair. There was no 
other way in which I could vindicate my motives in refusing 
to make that attack at Smutsfontein. 1 dont pretend to be a 
brave man. I’m afraid of wasps. I’m afraid of cats. In spite 
of the voice of reason, I’m afraid of ghosts; and twice Ive 
fled across Europe from false alarms of cholera. But afraid 
to fight I am not. [He turns gaily to Reginald and slaps him 
on the shoulder]. Eh, Rejjy? [Reginald grunts]. 

the general. Then why did you not do your duty at 
Smutsfontein? 

hotchkiss. I did my duty — my higher duty. If I had 
made that attack, my commanding officer’s plan would have 
been successful, and he would have been promoted. Now I 
happen to think that the British Army should be commanded 
by gentlemen, and by gentlemen alone. This man was not a 
gentleman. I sacrificed my military career— I faced disgrace 
and social ostracism — rather than give that man his chance. 
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the general [generously indignant] Your commanding 
officer, sir, was my friend Major Biliiter. 

hotchkiss. Precisely. What a name! 

the general. And pray, sir, on what ground do you dare 
allege that Major Biliiter is not a gentleman? 

hotchkiss. By an infallible sign: one of those trifles that 
stamp a man. He eats rice pudding with a spoon. 

the general [very angry ] Confound you, I eat rice pud- 
ding with a spoon. Now! 

hotchkiss. Oh, so do I, frequently. But there are ways 
of doing these things. Billiter’s way was unmistakable. 

the general. Well, HI tell you something now. When 
I thought you were only a coward, I pitied you, and would 
have done what I could to help you back to your place in 
Society— 

hotchkiss [ interrupting him] Thank you : I havnt lost it. 
My motives have been fully appreciated. I was made an 
honorary member of two of the smartest clubs in London 
when the truth came out. 

the general. Well, sir, those clubs consist of snobs; and 
you are a jumping, bounding, prancing, snorting snob 
yourself. 

the bishop [amused but hospitably remonstrant ] My dear 
Boxer! 

hotchkiss [ delighted] How kind of you to say so, 
General! Youre quite right: lama snob. Why not? The 
whole strength of England lies in the fact that the enormous 
majority of the English people are snobs. They insult 
poverty. They despise vulgarity. They love nobility. They 
admire exclusiveness. They will not obey a man risen from 
the ranks. They never trust one of their own class. I agree 
with them. I share their instincts. In my undergraduate days 
I was a Republican— a Socialist. I tried hard to feel toward a 
common man as I do towards a duke. I couldnt. Neither can 
you. Well, why should we be ashamed of this aspiration to- 
wards what is above us ? Why dont I say that an honest man s 
the noblest work of God ? Because I dont think so. If he’s not 
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a gentleman, I dont care whether he’s honest or not: I 
shouldnt let his son marry my daughter. And thats the test, 
mind. Thats the test. You feel as I do. You are a snob in fact: 
I am a snob, not only in fact, but on principle. I shall go 
down in history, n<jt as the first snob, but as the first avowed 
champion of English snobbery, and its first martyr in the 
army. The navy boasts two such martyrs in Captains Kirby 
and Wade, who were shot for refusing to fight under Ad- 
miral Benbow, a promoted cabin boy. I have always envied 
them their glory. 

the general. As a British General, sir, I have to inform 
you that if any officer under my command violated the 
sacred equality of our profession by putting a single jot of 
his duty or his risk on the shoulders of the humblest drum- 
mer boy, I’d shoot him with my own hand. 

hotchkiss. That sentiment is not your equality, Gen- 
eral, but your superiority. Ask the Bishop. [He seats himself 
on the edge of the table], 

the bishop. I cant support you, Sinjon. My profession 
also compels me to turn my back on snobbery. You see, I 
have to do such a terribly democratic thing to every child 
that is brought to me. Without distinction of class I have to 
confer on it a rank so high and awful that all the grades in 
Debrett and Burke seem like the medals they give children 
in Infant Schools in comparison. I’m not allowed to make 
any class distinction. They are all soldiers and servants, not 
officers and masters. 

hotchkiss. Ah, youre quoting the Baptism service. 
Thats not a bit real, you know. If I may say so, you would 
both feel so much more at peace with yourselves if you 
would acknowledge and confess your real convictions. You 
know you dont really think a Bishop the equal of a curate, 
or a lieutenant in a line regiment the equal of a general. 

the bishop. Of course I do, I was a curate myself. 

the general. And I was a lieutenant in a line regiment. 

Reginald. And I was nothing. But we’re all our own and 
one another’s equals, arnt we? So perhaps when youve quite 
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done talking about yourselves, we shall get to whatever busi- 
ness Sinjon came about, 

hotchkiss [coming of the table hastily ] Oh ! true, my dear 
fellow. I beg a thousand pardons. It’s about the wedding ! 

THE GENERA l. What about the wedding ? 

hotchkiss. Well, we cant get our man up to the scratch. 
Cecil has locked himself in his room and wont see or speak 
to anyone. I went up to his room and banged at the door. I 
told him I should look through the keyhole if he didnt an- 
swer. I looked through the keyhole. He was sitting on his 
bed, reading a book. [Reginald rises in consternation. The Gen- 
eral recoils]. I told him not to be an ass, and so forth. He said 
he was not going to budge until he had finished the book. I 
asked him did he know what time it was, and whether he 
happened to recollect that he had a rather important ap- 
pointment to marry Edith. He said the sooner I stopped 
interrupting him, the sooner he’d be ready. Then he stuffed 
his fingers in his ears; turned over on his elbows; and buried 
himself in his beastly book. I couldnt get another word out 
of him; so I thought I’d better come here and warn you. 

Reginald. This looks to me like a practical joke. Theyve 
arranged it between them. 

the bishop. No. Edith has no sense of humor. And Ive 
never seen a man in a jocular mood on his wedding morning. 

Collins appears in the tower, ushering in the bridegroom, a 
young gentleman with good looks of the serious kind, somewhat 
careworn by an exacting conscience, and just now distracted by 
insoluble problems of conduct. 

collins [announcing] Mr Cecil Sykes. [He retires]. 

hotchkiss. Look here, Cecil: this is all wrong. Youve 
no business here until after the wedding. Hang it, man! 
youre the bridegroom. 

sykes [coming to the Bishop, and addressinghim with dogged 
desperation] Ive come here to say this. When I proposed to 
Edith I was in utter ignorance of what I was letting myself 
in for legally. Having given my word, I will stand to it. You 
have me at your mercy: marry me if you insist. But take 
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notice that I protest. [He sits down distractedly in the railed 
chair]. 

the general [Both What the devil do you mean by 
highly this ? What the — 

Reginald incensed] Confound your impertinence, 
what do you — 

hotchkiss. [Easy, Rejjy. Easy, old man. Steady, 
steady, steady. [. Reginald subsides into 
his chair. Hotchkiss sits on his right, ap- 
peasing him], 

the bishop. No, please, Rej. Control yourself, Boxer, 
I beg you. 

the general. I tell you I cant control myself. Ive been 
controlling myself for the last half-hour until I feel like 
bursting. [He sits down furiously at the end of the table next 
the study]. 

sykes [pointing to the simmering Reginald and the boiling 
General j Thats just it, Bishop. Edith is her uncles’ niece. 
She cant control herself any more than they can. And she’s a 
Bishop’s daughter. That means that she’s engaged in social 
work of all sorts: organizing shop assistants and sweated 
work girls and all that. When her blood boils about it (and it 
boils at least once a week) she doesnt care what she says. 

regin ald. Well : you knew that wh en you proposed to her. 

sykes. Yes; but I didnt know that when we were married 
I should be legally responsible if she libelled anybody, 
though all her property is protected against me as if I were 
the lowest thief and cadger. This morning somebody sent 
me Belfort Bax's essays on Men’s Wrongs; and they have 
been a perfect eye-opener to me. Bishop: I’m not thinking 
of myself: I would face anything for Edith. But my mother 
and sisters are wholly dependent on my property. I’d rather 
have to cut off an inch from my right arm than a hundred a 
year from my mother’s income. I owe everything to her 
care of me. 

Edith , in dressing-jacket and petticoat, comes in through the 
tower, swiftly and determinedly, pamphlet in hand, principles 
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up in arms , more of a bishop than her father , yet as much a 
gentlewoman as her mother. She is the typical spoilt child of a 
clerical household: almost as terrible a product as the typical 
spoilt child of a Bohemian household: that is, all her childish 
affectations of conscientious scruple and religious impulse ham 
been applauded and deferred to until she has become an ethical 
snob of the first water. Her father's sense of humor and her 
mother' s placid balance have done something to save her human- 
ity; but her impetuous temper and energetic will, unrestrained by 
any touch of humor or scepticism , carry everything before them. 
Imperious and dogmatic, she takes command of the party at once. 

edith [standing behind Cecils chair] Cecil: I heard your 
voice. I must speak to you very particularly. Papa : go away. 
Go away everybody. 

the bishop [crossing to the study door] I think there can 
be no doubt that Edith wishes us to retire. Come. [He stands 
in the doorway, waiting for them to follow]. 

sykes. Thats it, you see. It’s just this outspokenness that 
makes my position hard, much as I admire her for it. 
edith. Do you want me to flatter and be untruthful? 
sykes, No, not exactly that. 

edith. Does anybody want me to flatter and be un- 
truthful? 

hotchkiss. Well, since you ask me, I do. Surely it’s the 
very first qualification for tolerable social intercourse. 

the general [markedly] I hope you will always tell me 
the truth, my darling, at all events. 

edith [complacently coming to the fireplace] You can de- 
pend on me for that, Uncle Boxer. 

hotchkiss. Are you sure you have any adequate idea of 
what the truth about a military man really is? 

Reginald [aggressively] Whats the truth about you, I 
wonder? 

hotchkiss. Oh, quite unfit for publication in its entirety. 
If Miss Bridgenorth begins telling it, I shall have to leave 
the room. 

Reginald. I’m not at all surprised to hear it. [Rising] But 
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whats it got to do with our business here today? Is it yo 0 
tliats going to be married or is it Kdifh ? 

HOTi’HKiss. I’m so sorry, i get so interested in myself 
that l thrust myself into the front of every discussion in the 
most insufferable way. {Reginald, with tin exclamation ofdis. 
gust, crosses the kitchen towards the study door]. But, my dear 
Rejjy, are you quite sure that Miss Bridgenorth is going to 
be married ? A r e you, Miss Bridgenorth ? 

Before Edith has time to answer her mother returns with 
Leo and Leshia. 

leo. Yes, here she is, of course. I told you I heard her 
dash downstairs. [She comes to the end of the table next the 
fireplace]. 

mrs bridgenorth [transfixed in the middle of the kitchen ] 
And Cecil!! 

leshia. And Sinjon ! 

the bishop, Edi th wishes to speak to Cecil. [Mrs Bridge- 
north comes to him. Leshia goes into the garden, as before]. Let 
us go into my study. 

leo. But she must come ami dress, look at the hour! 

mrs BRiooivNoRTH. Como, Leo dear. [Leo follows her re- 
luctantly, They are about to go into the study with the Bishop. 

hotchkiss. Do you know, Miss Bridgenorth, I should 
most awfully like to hear what you have to say to poor Cecil. 

Reginald [scandalized] Well! 

edith. Who is poor Cecil, pray? 

hotchkiss. One always calls a man that on his wedding 
morning: I dont know why. I’m his best man, you know. 
Dont you think it gives me a certain right to be present in 
Cecil’s interest? 

the general [gravely] There is such a thing as delicacy 
Mr Hotchkiss. 

hotchkiss. There is such a thing as curiosity, General. 

the general [ furious] Delicacy is thrown away here, 
Alfred, Edith: you had better take Sykes into the study. 

The group at the study door breaks up. The General flings 
himself into the last chair on the long side of the table , near the 
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garden door. Leo sits at the end, next him, and Mrs Bridgenorth 
next Leo. Reginald returns to the oak chest, to be near Leo; and 
the Bishop goes to his wife and stands by her. 

hotchkiss [to EditQ Of course I’ll go if you wish me to. 
But Cecil’s objection to go through with it was so entirely on 
public grounds — 

edith [with quick suspicion ] His objection? 
sykes. Sinjon: you have no right to say that. I expressly 
said that I’m ready to go through with it. 

edith. Cecil: do you mean to say that you have been 
raising difficulties about our marriage? 

sykes. Iraise nodifficulty. But I do beg you to be careful 
what you say about people. You must remember, my dear, 
that when we are married I shall be responsible for every- 
thing you say. Only last week you said on a public platform 
that Slattox and Chinnery were scoundrels. They could have 
got a thousand pounds damages apiece from me for that if 
we’d been married at the time. 

edith [austerely] I never said anything of the sort. I 
never stoop to mere vituperation: what would my girls say 
of me if I did? I chose my words most carefully. I said they 
were tyrants, liars, and thieves; and so they are. Slattox is 
even worse. 

hotchkiss. I’m afraid that would be at least five thou- 
sand pounds. 

sykes. If it were only myself, I shouldnt care. But my 
mother and sisters! Ive no right to sacrifice them. 

edith. You neednt be alarmed. I’m not going to be 
married. 

all the rest. Not! 

sykes [in constem ation] Edith lAreyouthrowingmeover? 
edith. How can I ? you have been beforehand with me. 
sykes. On my honor, no. All I said was that I didnt know 
the law when I asked you to be my wife. 

edith. And you wouldnt have asked me if you had. Is 
that it? 

sykes. No. I should have asked you for my sake to be a 
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little more careful — not to ruin me uselessly. 
edith. You think the truth useless? 
hotchkiss. Much worse than useless, I assure you. 
Frequently most mischievous. 

edith. Sinjon: hold your tongue. You are a chatterbox 
and a fool! 

MRS BRIDGENORTH 1 f . , ,, fEdith ! 

the bishop J ^ oc 6 * |My love! 
hotchkiss [mildly] I shall not take an action, Cecil. 
edith [to Hotchkiss] Sorry; but you are old enough to 
know better. [To the others] And now since there is to be no 
wedding, we had better get back to our work. Mamma: will 
you tell Collins to cut up the wedding cake into thirty-three 
pieces for the club girls. My not being married is no reason 
why they should be disappointed. [<57i« turns to go]. 

hotchkiss [gallantly] Jf youll allow me to take Cecil’s 
place, Miss Bridgenorth — 
leo. Sinjon ! 

hotchkiss. Oh, I forgot. T beg your pardon. [To Edith, 
apologetically] A prior engagement. 

edith. What! You and Leo! I thought so. Well, hadnt 
you two better get married at once? I dont approve of long 
engagements. The breakfast’s ready: the cake’s ready: 
everything’s ready. I’ll lend Leo my veil and things. 

the bishop. I’m afraid they must wait until the decree is 
made absolute, my dear. And the license is not transferable. 

edith. Oh well, it cant be helped. Is there anything else 
before I go off to the Club ? 

sykes. You dont seem much disappointed, Edith. I cant 
help saying that much. 

edith. And you cant help looking enormously relieved, 
Cecil. We shant be any worse friends, shall we? 

sykes [ distractedly ] Of course not. Still — I’m perfeedy 
ready — at least— if it were not for my mother — Oh, I dont 
know what to do. Ive been so fond of you; and when the 
worry of the wedding was over I should have been so fond of 
you again — 
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edith [petting him ] Come, come! dont make a scene, 
dear. Youre quite right. I dont think a woman doing public 
work ought to get married unless her husband feels about it 
as she does. I dont blame you at all for throwing me over. 

Reginald [bouncing ojf the chest, and passing behind the 
General to the other end oj the table] No: dash it! I’m not 
going to stand this. Why is the man always to be put in the 
wrong? Be honest, Edith. Why werent you dressed? Were 
you going to throw him over? If you were, take your fair 
share of the blame; and dont put it all on him. 

hotchkiss [sweetly] Would it not be better — 

Reginald [violently] Now look here, Hotchkiss. Who 
asked you to cut in? Is your name Edith? Am I your uncle? 

hotchkiss. I wish you were: I should like to have an 
uncle Reginald. 

Reginald. Yah! Sykes: are you ready to marry Edith or 
are you not? 

sykes. Ive already said that I’m quite ready. A promise 
is a promise. 

Reginald. We dont want to know whether a promise is a 
promise or not. Cant you answer yes or no without spoiling 
it and setting Hotchkiss here grinning like a Cheshire cat? 
If she puts on her veil and goes to Church, will you marry her ? 

sykes. Certainly. Yes. 

Reginald. Thats all right. Now, Edie, put on your veil 
and off with you to Church. The bridegroom’s waiting. [He 
sits down at the table]. 

edith. Is it understood that Slattox and Chinnery are 
liars and thieves, and that I hope by next Wednesday to 
have in my hands conclusive evidence that Slattox is some- 
thing much worse? 

sykes. I made no conditions as to that when I proposed 
to you; and now I cant go back. I hope Providence will spare 
my poor mother. I say again I’m ready to marry you. 

edith. Then I think you shew great weakness of char- 
acter; and instead of taking advantage of it I shall set you a 
better example. I want to know is this true. [She produces a 
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pamphlet and takes it to the Bishop; then sits down between 
Hotchkiss and her mother ]. 

the iushoh [ reading the title ] Do you know what you 

ARE GOING TO DO ? By A WOMAN WHO HAS DONE IT. May I ask, 

my dear, what she did? 

edith. She got married. When she had three children — 
the eldest only four years old — her husband committed a 
murder, and then attempted to commit suicide, but only 
succeeded in disfiguring himself. Instead of hanging him, 
they sent him to penal servitude for life, for the sake, they 
said, of his wife and infant children. And she could not get a 
divorce from that horrible murderer. They would not even 
keep him imprisoned for life. For twenty years she had to 
live singly, bringing up her children by her own work, and 
knowing that just when they were grown up and beginning 
life, this dreadful creature would be let out to disgrace them 
all, and prevent the two girls getting decently married, and 
drive the son out of the country perhaps. Is that really the 
law? Am I to understand that if Cecil commits a murder, or 
forges, or steals, or becomes an athicst, I cant get divorced 
from him ? 

the bishop. Yes, my dear. That is so. You must take 
him for better for worse. 

edith. Then I most certainly refuse to enter into any 
such wicked contract. What sort of servants? what sort of 
friends? what sort of Prime Ministers should we have if we 
took them for better for worse for all their lives? We should 
simply encourage them in every sort of wickedness. Surely 
my husband’s conduct is of more importance to me than 
Mr Balfour’s or Mr Asquith’s. If I had known the law I 
would never have consented. I dont believe any woman 
would if she realized what she was doing. 

sykes, But I’m not going to commit murder. 

edith. How do you know? Ive sometimes wanted to 
murder Slattox. Have you never wanted to murder some- 
body, Uncle Rejjy? 

Reginald \at Hotchkiss , with intense expression] Yes. 
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leo. Rejjy! 

Reginald. I said yes; and I mean yes. There was one 
night, Hotchkiss, when I jolly nearly shot you and Leo and 
finished up with- myself; and thats the truth. 

leo [ suddenly whimpering Oh Rejjy [she runs to him and 
kisses him]. 

Reginald [ wrathjully ] Be off, [She returns weeping to her 
seat]. 

mrs bridgenorth [ petting Leo , hut speaking to the com- 
pany at large] But isnt all this great nonsense? What likeli- 
hood is there of any of us committing a crime? 

Hotchkiss. Oh yes, I assure you. I went into the matter 
once very carefully; and I found that things I have actually 
done— things that everybody does, I imagine— would ex- 
pose me, if I were found out and prosecuted, to ten years 
penal servitude, two years hard labor, and theloss of all civil 
rights. Not counting that I’m a private trustee, and, like all 
private trustees, a fraudulent one. Otherwise, the widow for 
whom I am trustee would starve occasionally, and the chil- 
dren get no education. And I’m probably as honest a man as 
any here. 

the general [ outraged] Do you imply that I have been 
guilty of conduct that would expose me to penal servitude? 

hotchkiss. I should think it quite likely. But of course 
I dont know. 

mrs bridgenorth. But bless me ! marriage is not a ques- 
tion of law, is it? Have you children no affection for one 
another? Surely thats enough? 

hotchkiss. If it’s enough, why get married? 
mrs bridgenorth. Stuff, Sinjon! Of course people must 
get married. [Uneasily] Alfred: why dont you say some- 
thing ? Surely youre not going to let this go on ? 

the general. Ive been waiting for the last twenty min- 
utes, Alfred, in amazement! in stupefaction! to hear you put 
a stop to all this. We look to you : it’s your place, your office, 
your duty. Exert your authority at once. 

the bishop. You must give the devil fair play, Boxer. 
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Until you have heard and weighed his case you have no 
right to condemn him. I’m sorry you have been kept wait- 
ing twenty minutes; but I myself have waited twenty years 
for this to happen. Ive often wrestled with the temptation to 
pray that it might not happen in my own household. Per- 
haps it was a presentiment that it might become a part of our 
old Bridgenorth burden that made me warn our Govern- 
ments so earnestly that unless the law of marriage were first 
made human, it could never become divine. 

mrs bridgenorth. Oh, do be sensible about this. People 
must get married. What would you have said if Cecil’s 
parents had not been married? 

the bishop. They were not, my dear. 

HOTCHKISS. (Hallo ! 

Reginald. What d’ ye mean ? 

THE GENERAL. Eh? 

leo. Not married! 

mrs bridgenorth. [What! 
sykes [rising in emmement] What on earth do you mean, 
Bishop? My parents were married. 

hotchkiss. You cant remember, Cecil. 
sykes. Well, I never asked my mother to shew me her 
marriage lines, if thats what you mean. What man ever has? 
I never suspected — 1 never knew- Are you joking? Or 
have we all gone mad? 

the bishop. Dont be alarmed, Cecil. Let me explain. 
Your parents were not Anglicans. You were not, I think, 
Anglican yourself, until your second year at Oxford. They 
were Positivists. They went through the Positivist ceremony 
at Newton Hall in Fetter Lane after entering into the civil 
contract before the Registrar of the West Strand District. I 
ask you, as an Anglican Catholic, was that a marriage? 

sykes [overwhelmed] Great Heavens, no! a thousand 
times, no. I never thought of that. I’m a child of sin. [He 
collapses into the railed chair 1. 

the bishop. Oh, come, come! You are no more a child of 
sin than any Jew, or Mahometan, or Nonconformist, or any- 
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one else born outside the Church. But you see how it affects 
my view of the situation. To me there is only one marriage 
that is holy: the Church’s sacrament of marriage. Outside 
that, I can recognize no distinction between one civil con- 
tract and another. There was a time when all marriages were 
made in Heaven. But because the Church was unwise and 
would not make its ordinances reasonable, its power over 
men and women was taken away from it; and marriages 
gave place to contracts at a registry office. And now that our 
Governments refuse to make these contracts reasonable, 
those whom we in our blindness drove out of the Church 
will be driven out of the registry office; and we shall have the 
history of Ancient Rome repeated. We shall be joined by 
our solicitors for seven, fourteen, or twenty-one years — or 
perhaps months. Deeds of partnership will replace the old 
vows. 

the general. Would you, a Bishop, approve of such 
partnerships? * 

the bishop. Do you think that I, a Bishop, approve of 
the Deceased Wife’s Sister Act? That did not prevent its . 
becoming law. 

the general. But when the Government sounded you 
as to whether youd marry a man to his deceased wife’s sister 
you very naturally and properly told them youd see them 
damned first. 

the bishop [ horrified] No, no, really, Boxer! You must 
not — 

the general [impatiently] Oh, of course I dont mean 
that you used those words, But that was the meaning and 
the spirit of it. 

the bishop. Not the spirit, Boxer, I protest. But never 
mind that. The point is that State marriage is already di- 
vorced from Church marriage. The relations between Leo 
and Rejjy and Sinjon are perfectly legal; but do you expect 
me, as a Bishop, to approve of them ? 

the general. I dont defend Reginald. He shou'd have 
kicked you out of the house, Mr Hotchkiss. 
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Reginald [r/r/Mj] I low could I kick him out of the house? 
He’s stronger than me: he could have kicked me out if it 
came to that. He did kick me out: what else was it hut kick- 
ing out, to take my wife's affections from me and establish 
himself in my place? [He comes to the hearth ]. 

hotchkiss, 1 protest, Reginald, I said all that a man 
could to prevent the smash. 

Reginald. Oh, I know you did : I dont blame you: people 
dont do these things to one another: they happen and they 
cant be helped. What was I to do? I was old: she was young, 

I was dull: he was brilliant. J had a face like a walnut: he had 
a face like a mushroom. I was as glad to have him in the 
house as she was : he amused me. And we were a couple of 
fools: he gave us good advice — told us what to do when we 
didnt know. She found out that I wasnt any use to her and 
he was; so she nabbed him and gave me the chuck. 

leo. If you dont stop talking in that disgraceful way 
about our married life, I’ll leave the room and never speak 
to you again. 

Reginald. Youre not going to speak to me again, any- 
how, are you? Do you suppose I’m going to visit you when 
you marry him? 

hotchkiss. I hope so. Surely youre not going to be vin- 
dictive, Rejjy. Besides, youll have all the advantages I for- 
merly enjoyed. Youll be the visitor, the relief, the new face, 
the fresh news, the hopeless attachment: I shall only be the 
husband. 

Reginald [savagely] Will you tell me this, any of you? 
how is it that we always get talking about Hotchkiss when 
our business is about Edith? [He fumes up the kitchen to the 
tower and back to his chair]. 

mrs bridgenorth. Will somebody tell me how the world 
is to get on if nobody is to get married ? 

sykes. Will somebody tell me what an honorable man 
and a sincere Anglican is to propose to a woman whom he 
loves and who loves him and wont marry him ? 

leo. Will somebody tell me how I’m to arrange to take 
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care of Rejjy when I’m married to Sinjon. Rejjy must not be 
allowed to marry anyone else, especially that odious nasty 
creature that told all those wicked lies about him in Court. 

hotchkiss. Let us draw up the first English partnership 
deed. 

leo. For shame, Sinjon ! 

the bishop. Somebody must begin, my dear. Ive a very 
strong suspicion that when it is drawn up it will be so much 
worse than the existing law that you will all prefer getting 
married. We shall therefore be doing the greatest possible 
service to morality by just trying how the new system would 
work. 

lesbia [ suddenly reminding them of her forgotten presence 
as she stands thoughtfully in the garden doorway ] Ive been 
thinking. 

the bishop [to Hotchkiss] Nothing like making people 
think: is there, Sinjon? 

lesbia [coming to the table , on the General’s left] A woman 
has no right to refuse motherhood. That is clear, after the 
statistics given in The Times by Mr Sidney Webb. 

the general. Mr Webb has nothing to do with it. It is 
the Voice of Nature. 

lesbia. But if she is an English lady it is her right and 
her duty to stand out for honorable conditions. If we can 
agree on the conditions, I am willing to enter into an alli- 
ance with Boxer. 

The General staggers to his feet , momentarily stupent and 
speechless. 

edith [rising] And I with Cecil. 

leo [rising] And I with Rejjy and St John. 

the general [aghast] An alliance! Do you mean a— 
a — a — 

Reginald. She only means bigamy, as I understand her. 

the general. Alfred: how long more are you going to 
stand there and countenance this lunacy? Is it a horrible 
dream or am I awake? In the name of common sense and 
sanity, let us get back to real life- 
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Collins comes in through the tower, in alderman’s robes, The 
ladies who are standing sit down hastily , and look as uncon- 
cerned as possible. 

collins. Sorry to hurry you, my lord; but the Church 
has been full this hour past; and the organist has played all 
the wedding music in Lohengrin three times over. 

the general. The very man we want. Alfred: I’m not 
equiil to this crisis. You are not equal to it. The Army has 
failed. The Church has failed. T shall put aside all idle social 
distinctions and appeal to the Municipality. 

mrs bridgenorth. Do, Boxer. He is sure to get us out of 
this difficulty. 

Collins, a little puzzled, comes forward affably to Hotchkiss's 
left. 

hotchkiss f rising, impressed by the aldmuanic gown] Ive 
not had the pleasure. Will you introduce me? 

collins [confidentially] All right, sir. Only the green- 
grocer, sir, in charge of the wedding breakfast. Mr Aider- 
man Collins, sir, when I’m in my gown. 

hotchkiss [staggered] Very pleased indeed [he sits down 
again}. 

the bishop. Personally l value the counsel of my old 
friend, Mr Alderman Collins, very highly. If Edith and 
Cecil will allow him — 

edith. Collins has known me from my childhood: I’m 
sure he will agree with me. 

collins. Yes, miss: you may depend on me for that. 
Might I ask what the difficulty is ? 

edith. Simply this. Do you expect me to get married in 
the existing state of the law? 

sykes [ rising and coming to Collins’s elbow) I put it to 
you as a sensible man: is it any worse for her than for me? 

Reginald [, leaving his place and thrusting himself between 
Collins and Sykes, who returns to his chair] Thats not the point, 
Let this be understood, Mr Collins. Tt’s not the man who is 
backing out: it’s the woman. [He posts himself on the hearth ]. 

lesbia. We do not admit that, Collins. The women are 
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perfectly ready to make a reasonable arrangement. 

leo. With both men. 

the general. The case is now before you, Mr Collins. 
And I put it to you as one man to another: did you ever hear 
such crazy nonsense? 

mrs bridgenorth. The world must go on, mustnt it, 
Collins? 

collins [snatching at this, the first intelligible proposition 
he has heard] Oh, the world will go on, maam: dont you be 
afraid of that. It aint so easy to stop it as the earnest kind of 
people think. 

edith. I knew you would agree with me, Collins. Thank 
you. 

hotchkiss. Have you the least idea of what they are 
talking about, Mr Alderman ? 

collins. Oh, thats all right, sir. The particulars dont 
matter. I never read the report of a Committee: after all, 
what can they say that you don t know ? You pick it up as they 
go on talking. [He goes to the comer of the table and speaks across 
it to the company]. Well, my Lord and MissEdithand Madam 
and Gentlemen, it’s like this, Marriage is tolerable enough 
in its way if youre easygoing and dont expect too much from 
it. But it doesnt bear thinking about. The great thing is to 
get the young people tied up before they know what theyre 
letting themselves in for. Theres Miss Lesbia now. She 
waited til she started thinking about it; and then it was all 
over. If you once start arguing, Miss Edith and Mr Sykes, 
youll never get married. Go and get married first: youll have 
plenty of arguing afterwards, miss, believe me. 

hotchkiss. Your warning comes too late. Theyve started 
arguing already. 

the general. But you dont take in the full— well, I dont 
wish to exaggerate; but the only word I can find is the full 
horror of the situation. These ladies not only refuse our 
honorable offers, but as I understand it — and I’m sure I beg 
your pardon most heartily, Lesbia, if I’m wrong, as I hope I 
am — they actually call on us to enter into — I’m sorry to use 
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the expression; but what can 1 say ? into alliances with 
them under contracts to be drawn up by our confounded 
solicitors. 

collins. Dear me, General: thats something new when 
the parties belong to the same class. 

the msHo p. Not new, Collins. The Romans did it. 
collins. Yes: they would, them Romans. When youie 
in Rome do as the Romans do, is an old saying. But we’re 
not in Rome at present, my lord. 

the bishop. We have got into many of their ways. What 
do you think of the contract system, Collins? 

collins. Well, my lord, when theres a question of a con- 
tract, I always say, shew it to me on paper. If it’s to be talk, ' 
let it be talk; but if it’s to be a contract, down with it in black 
and white; and then we shall know what we’re about. 

hotciikiss. Quite right, Mr Alderman. Ixet us draft it at 
once. May ] go into the study for writing materials, Bishop? 
the bishop. Do, Sinjon. 

Hotchkiss goes into the library. 
collins. If I might point out a difficulty, my lord— 
the bishop. Certainly. \He goes to the fourth chair from 
the General’s left, but before sitting dotm, courteously points to 
the chair at the end of the table next the hearth]. Wont you sit 
down, Mr Alderman ? [Collins, very appreciative of the Bishop's 
distinguished consideration, sits down. The Bishop then takes 
his seat], 

collins. We are at present six men to four ladies. Thats 
not fair. 

Reginald. Not fair to the men, you mean. 
leo. Oh! Rejjy has said something clever! Can I be mis- 
taken in him? 

Hotchkiss comes back with a blotter and some paper. He 
takes the vacant place in the middle of the table between Lesbia 
and the Bishop. 

collins. I tell you the truth, my lord and ladies and 
gentlemen : I dont trust my judgment on this subject. Theres 
a certain lady that I always consult on delicate points like 
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this. She has a very exceptional experience, and a wonderful 
temperament and instinct in affairs of the heart. 

HOTCHiuss. Excuse me, Mr Alderman: I’m a snob, and 
I warn you that theres no use consulting anyone who will not 
advise us frankly on class lines. Marriage is good enough for 
the lower classes: they have facilities for desertion that are 
denied to us. What is the social position of this lady? 

collins. The highest in the borough, sir. She is the 
Mayoress. But you need not stand in awe of her, sir. She is 
my sister-in-law. [To the Bishop] Ive often spoken of her to 
yourlady,mylord.[To Mrs Bridgenorth] Mrs George, maanu 
mrs bridgenorth [startled] Do you mean to say, Collins, 
that Mrs George is areal person ? 

collins [equally startled ] Didn t you believe in her, maam ? 
mrs bridgenorth. Never for a moment. 
the bishop. We always thought that Mrs George was 
too good to be true. I still dont believe in her, Collins. You 
must produce her if you are to convince me. 

collins [overwhelmed] Well, I’m so taken aback by this 
that — Well I never! ! ! Why! she’s at the church at this 
moment, waiting to see the wedding. 

the bishop. Then produce her. [Collins shakes his head]. 
Come, Collins! confess. Theres no such person. 

collins. There is, my lord: there is, I assure you. You 
ask George. It’s true I cant produce her; but you can, my 
lord. 

the bishop. I ! 

collins. Yes, my lord, you. For some reason that I never 
could make out, she has forbidden me to talk about you, or 
to let her meet you. I ve asked her to come here of a wedding 
morning to help with the flowers or the like; and she has al- 
ways refused. But if you order her to come as her Bishop, 
she’ll come. She has some very strange fancies, has Mrs 
George. Send your ring to her, my lord — the official ring 
— send it by some very stylish gentleman — perhaps Mr 
Hotchkiss here would be good enough to take it — and she’ll 
come. 
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the nisiioi 1 [taking of Ms ring and handing it to Hotchkiss] 
Oblige me by undertaking the mission. 

Hotchkiss. But how am 1 to know the lady? 
coi.uns. She has gone to the church in state, sir, and will 
be attended by a Beadle with a mace. He will point her out 
to you; and he will take the front seat of the carriage on the 
way back. 

hotchkiss. No, by heavens 1 Forgive me, Bishop; but 
you are asking too much. 1 ran away from the Boers because 
I was a snob. I run away from the Beadle for the same reason. 

I absolutely decline the mission. 

the general [rising impressively ] Be good enough to 
give me that ring, Mr Hotchkiss. 

hotchkiss. With pleasure. [He hands it to him]. 
the general. I shall have great pleasure, Mr Alderman, 
in waiting on the Mayoress with the Bishop's orders; and I 
shall be proud to return with municipal honors. [He stalks 
out gallantly, Collins rising for a moment to how to him with 
marked dignity \. 

reginalo. Boxer is rather a fine old josser in his way. 
hotchkiss. His uniform gives him an unfair advantage. 
He will take all the attention olF the Beadle. 

collins. I think it 1 would be as well, my lord, to go on 
with the contract while we’re waiting. The truth is, we shall 
none of us have much of a look-in when Mrs George comes; 
so we had better finish the writing part of the business be- 
fore she arrives. 

hotchkiss. I think I have the preliminaries down all 
right. [Reading] ‘Memorandum of Agreement made this 
day of blank blank between blank blank of blank blank in the 
County of blank, Esquire, hereinafter called the Gendeman, 
of the one part, and blank blank of blank in the County of 
blank, hereinafter called the Lady, of the other part, whereby 
it is declared and agreed as follows.’ 

leo [rising] You might remember your manners, Sinjon. 
The lady comes first. [£Ae goes behind him and stoops to look 
at the draft over his shoulder]. 
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hotchkiss. To be sure. I beg your pardon. [He altei's the 
draft], 

leo. And you have got only one lady and one gentleman. 
There ought to be two gentlemen. 

collins. Oh, thats a mere matter of form, maam. Any 
number of ladies or gentlemen can be put in. 

leo. Not any number of ladies. Only one lady. Besides, 
that creature wasnt a lady. 

Reginald. You shut your head, Leo. This is a general 
sort of contract for everybody: it’s not your contract. 
leo. Then what use is it to me? 
hotchkiss. You will get some hints from it for your own 
contract. 

edith. I hope there will be no hinting. Let us have the 
plain straightforward truth and nothing but the truth. 

collins. Yes, yes, miss: it will be all right. Theres no- 
thing underhand, I assure you. It’s a model agreement, as 
it were. 

edith [unconvinced] I hope so. 

hotchkiss. What is the first clause in an agreement, 
usually ? You know, Mr Alderman. 

collins [at a loss] Well, sir, the Town Clerk always sees 
to that. Ive got out of the habit of thinking for myself in 
these little matters. Perhaps his lordship knows. 

the bishop. I’m sorry to say I dont. But Soames will 
know. Alice: where is Soames ? 

hotchkiss. He’s in there [pointing to the study], 
the bishop [to his wife] Coax him to join us, my love. 
[Mrs Bridgenorth goes into the study], Soames is my chaplain, 
Mr Collins. The great difficulty about Bishops in the Church 
of England to-day is that the affairs of the diocese make it 
necessary that a Bishop should be before everything a man 
of business, capable of sticking to his desk for sixteen hours 
a day. But the result of having Bishops of this sort is that the 
spiritual interests of the Church, and its influence on the 
souls and imaginations of the people, very soon begin to go 
rapidly to the devil- 
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editii [shocked] l’apa! 

the bishop. I am speaking technically, not in Boxer’s 
manner. Indeed the Bishops themselves went so far in that 
direction that they gained a reputation for being spiritually 
the stupidest men in the country and commercially the 
sharpest. I found a way out of this difficulty. Soames was 
my solicitor, I found that Soames, though a very capable 
man of business, had a romantic secret history. His father 
was an eminent Nonconformist divine who habitually spoke 
of the Church of England as The Seal-let Woman. Soames 
became secretly converted to Anglicanism at the age of fif- 
teen. He longed to take holy orders, but didnt dare to, be- 
cause his father had a weak heart and habitually threatened 
to drop dead if anybody hurt his feelings. You may have 
noticed that people with weak hearts are the tyrants of Eng- 
lish family life. So poor Soames had to become a solicitor. 
When his father died— by a curious stroke of poetic justice 
he died of scarlet fever, and was found to have had a per- 
fectly sound heart - l ordained Soames and made him my 
chaplain. He is now quite happy, 1 le is a celibate; fasts 
strictly on Fridays and throughout Lent; wears a cassock 
and biretta; and has more legal business to do than ever he 
had in his old office in Ely Place. And he sets me free for the 
spiritual and scholarly pursuits proper to a Bishop. 

mrs bridcenouth [coming back from the study withaknit- 
ting basket) Here he is, [She resumes her seat , and knits]. 

Soames comes in in cassock and biretta. He salutes the com- 
pany by blessing them with two fingers. 

hotchkiss. Take my place, Mr Soames. [He gives up his 
chair to him , and retires to the oak chest, on which he seats 
himself]. 

the bishop. No longer Mr Soames, Sinjon. Father 
Anthony. 

soames [taking his seat] I was christened Oliver Crom- 
well Soames. My father had no right to do it. I have taken 
the name of Anthony. When you become parents, young 
gendemen, be very careful not to label a helpless child with 
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views which it may come to hold in abhorrence. 

the bishop. Has Alice explained to you the nature of 
the documents we are drafting? 
soames. She has indeed. 
lesbia. That sounds as if you disapproved. 
soames. It is not for me to approve or disapprove. I do the 
work that comes to my hand from my ecclesiastical superior. 

the bishop. Dont be uncharitable, Anthony. You must 
give us your best advice, 

soames. My advice to you all is to do your duty by taking 
the Christian vows of celibacy and poverty. The Church 
was founded to put an end to marriage and to put an end to 
property. 

mrs bridgenorth. But how could the world go on, 
Anthony? 

soames. Do your duty and see. Doing your duty is y o u r 
business : keeping the world going is in higher hands. 
lesbia. Anthony: youre impossible. 
soames [taking up his pen] You wont take my advice. I 
didnt expect you would. Well, I await your instructions. 

Reginald. We got stuck on the first clause. What should 
we begin with? 

soames. It is usual to begin with the term of the contract. 
edith. What does that mean ? 
soames. The term of years for which it is to hold good. 
leo. But this is a marriage contract. 
soames. Is the marriage to be for a year, a week, or a day? 
Reginald. Come, I say, Anthony ! Youre worse than any 
ofus.Aday! 

soames. Off the path is off the path, An inch or a mile: 
what does it matter? 

leo. If the marriage is not to be for ever, I’ll have no- 
thing to do with it, I call it immoral to have a marriage for a 
term of years. If the people dont like it they can get divorced. 

Reginald. It ought to be for just as long as the two people 
like. Thats what I say. 

collins. They may not agree on the point, sir. Its often 
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fast with one and loose with the other. 

lesbia. I should say for as longas the man behaves himself. 
the bishop. Suppose the woman doesnt behave herself? 
mrs er.idoenou.th. The woman may have lost all her 
chances of a good marriage with anybody else. She should 
not be cast adrift. 

Reginald. So may the man ! What about his home? 
leo. The wife ought to keep an eye on him, and see that 
he is comfortable and takes care of himself properly. The 
other man wont want her all the time. 
lesbia. There may not be another man. 
leo. Then why on earth should she leave him? 
lesbia. Because she wants to. 
leo. Oh, if people are going to be let do what they want 
to, then I call it simple immorality. [She goes indignantly to 
the oak chest, mid perches herself on it close beside Hotchkiss ]. 

Reginald [watching them sourly ] Y ou do it yourself, dont 
you? 

leo. Oh, thats quite different. Dont make foolish witti- 
cisms, Rejjy. 

the bishop. Wc dont seem to be getting on. What do you 
say, Mr Alderman? 

collins. Well my lord, you see people do persist in talk- 
ing as if marriages was all of one sort. But theres almost as 
many different sorts of marriages as theres different sorts of 
people. Theres the young things that marry for love, not 
knowing what theyre doing, and the old things that marry 
for money and comfort and companionship. Theres the peo- 
ple that marry for children. Theres the people that dont in- 
tend to have children and that arnt fit to have them. Theres 
the people that marry because theyre so much run after by 
the other sex that they have to put a stop to it somehow. 
Theres the people that want to try a new experience, and 
the people that want to have done with experiences. How 
are you to please them all? Why, youll want half a dozen 
different sorts of contract, 

the bishop. Well, if so, let us draw them all up. Let us 
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face it. 

Reginald. Why should we be held together whether we 
like it or not ? Thats the question thats at the bottom of it all. 
mrs bridgenorth. Because of the children, Rejjy. 
collins, But even then, maam, why should we be held 
together when thats all over — when the girls are married and 
the boys out in the world and in business for themselves? 
When thats done with, the real work of the marriage is done 
with. If the two like to stay together, let them stay together. 
But if not, let them part, as old people in the workhouses do. 
Theyve had enough of one another. Theyve found one 
another out. Why should they be tied together to sit there 
grudging and hating and spiting one another like so many 
do ? Put it twenty years from the birth of the youngest child. 
soames. How if there be no children? 
collins. Let em take one another on liking. 

MRS BRIDGENORTH. Collins! 

leo. You wicked old man! 
the bishop Remonstrating My dear, my dear ! 
lesbia. And what is a woman to live on, pray, when she 
is no longer liked, as you call it ? 

soames [with sardonic formality ] It is proposed that the 
term of the agreement be twenty years from the birth of the 
youngest child when there are children. Any amendment? 

leo. I protest. It must be for life. It would not be a mar- 
riage at all if it were not for life. 

soames. Mrs Reginald Bridgenorth proposes life. Any 
seconder? 

leo. Dont be soulless, Anthony. 
lesbia. I have a very important amendment. If there are 
any children, the man must be cleared completely out of the 
house for two years on each occasion. At such times he is 
superfluous, importunate, and ridiculous. 
collins. But where is he to go, miss? 
lesbia. He can go where he likes as long as he does not 
bother the mother. 

Reginald, And is she to be left lonely — 
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lesbia. Lonely ! With her child. The poor woman would 
he only too glad to have a moment to herself. Dont be ab- 
surd, Rejjy. 

Reginald. The father is to be a wandering wretched out- 
cast, living at his club, and seeing nobody but his friends’ 
wives ! 

lesbia [ironically] Poor fellow! 
hotchkiss. The friends’ wives are perhaps the solution 
of the problem. You see, their husbands will also be outcasts; 
and the poor ladies will occasionally pine for male society. 

lesbia. There is no reason why a mother should not have 
male society. What she clearly should not have is a husband. 
soames. Anything else, Miss Gran tham ? 
lesbia. Yes: I must have my own separate house, or my 
own separate part of a house. Boxer smokes: I cant endure 
tobacco. Boxer believes that an open window means death 
from cold and exposure to the night air: I must have fresh 
air always. We can be friends; hut we cant live together; 
and that must be put in the agreement. 

anm i. Ive no objection to smoking; and as to opening 
the windows, Cecil will of course have to do what is best for 
his health. 

the bishop. Who is to be the judge of that, my dear? 
You or he? 

edith. Neither of us. We must do what the doctor orders. 
Reginald. Doctors be — ! 
leo [admonitorily] Rejjy! 

Reginald [to Soames] You take my tip, Anthony. Put a 
clause into that agreement that the doctor is to have no say 
in the job. It’s bad enough for the two people to be married 
to one another without their both being married to the 
doctor as well. 

lesbia. That reminds me of something very important. 
Boxer believes in vaccination: I do not. There must be a 
clause that I am to decide on such questions as I think best. 

leo [to the Bishop] Baptism is nearly as important as vac- 
cination: isnt it? 
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the bishop. It used to be considered so, my dear. 
leo. Well, Sinjon scoffs at it: he says that godfathers are 
ridiculous, I must be allowed to decide. 

Reginald. Theyll be his children as well as yours, you 
know. 

leo. Dont be indelicate, Rejjy. 
edith. You are forgetting the very important matter of 
money. 

collins. Ah! MoneylNow we’re coming to it! 
edith. When I’m married I shall have practically no 
money except what I shall earn. 

the bishop. I’m sorry, Cecil. A Bishop’s daughter is a 
poor man’s daughter. 

sykes. Butsurely you dont imagine thatl’m going to let 
Edith work when we're married. I’m not a rich man; but Ive 
enough to spare her that; and when my mother dies — 
edith. What nonsense! Of course I shall work when I’m 
married. I shall keep your house. 
sykes. Oh, that! 

Reginald. You call that work? 
edith. Dont you? Leo used to do it for nothing; so no 
doubt you thought it wasnt work at all. Does your present 
housekeeper do it for nothing? 

Reginald. But it will be part of your duty as a wife. 
edith. Not under this contract. I’ll not have it so. If I'm 
to keep the house, I shall expect Cecil to pay me at least as 
well as he would pay a hired housekeeper. I’ll not go begging 
to him every time I want a new dress or a cab fare, as 
many women have to do, 

sykes. You know very well I would grudge you nothing, 
Edie. 

edith. Then dont grudge me my self-respect and inde- 
pendence. I insist on it in fairness to you, Cecil, because in 
this way there will be a fund belonging solely to me; and if 
Slattox takes an action against you for anything I say, you 
can pay the damages and stop the interest out of my salary. 
soames. You forget that under this contract he will not 
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be liable, because you will not be his wife in law. 
edith. Nonsense ! Of course l shall be his wife. 
collins | his curiosity roused] Is Slattox taking an action 
against you, miss? Slattox is on the Council with me. Could 
I settle it? 

edith. Me has no t taken an action ; but Cecil says he will. 
collins. What for, miss, if I may ask? 
edith. Slattox is a liar and a thief; and it is my duty to 
expose him. 

collins. You surprise me, miss. Of course Slattox is in 
a manner of speaking a liar. If I may say so without offence, 
we’re all liars, if it was only to spare one another’s feelings. 
But l shouldnt call Slattox a thief. He’s not all that he 
should be, perhaps; but he pays his way. 

edith. If that is only your nice way of saying that Slattox 
is entirely unfit to have two hundred girls in his power as 
absolute slaves, then I shall say that about him at the very 
next public meeting 1 address. 1 le steals their wages under 
pretence of fining them. He steals their food under pretence 
of buying it for them. Ho lies when he denies having done it. 
And he does other things, as you evidently know, Collins. 
Therefore 1 give you notice that 1 shall expose him before 
all England without the least regard to the consequences to 
myself. 

sykes. Or to me? 

edith. I take equal risks. Suppose you felt it to be your 
duty to shoot Slattox, what would become of me and the 
children? I’m sure I dont want anybody to be shot: not 
even Slattox; but if the public never will take any notice of 
even the most crying evil until somebody is shot, what are 
people to do but shoot somebody? 

soames [inexorably] I’m waiting for my instructions as 
to the term of the agreement. 

Reginald [impatiently, leaving the hearth and ping behind 
Soames ] It’s no good talking all over the shop like this. We 
shall be here all day. I propose that the agreement holds 
good until the parties are divorced. 
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soames. They can t be divorced. They will not be married. 

Reginald. But if they cant be divorced, then this will be 
worse than marriage. 

mrs bridgenorth. Of course it will. Do stop this'non- 
sense. Why, who are the children to belong to? 

lesbia. We have already settled that they are to belong 
to the mother. 

Reginald, No: I’m dashed if you have. I’ll fight for the 
ownership of my own children tooth and nail; and so will a 
good many other fellows, I can tell you. 

edith. It seems to me that they should be divided be- 
tween the parents. If Cecil wishes any of the children to be 
his exclusively, he should pay me a certain sum for the risk 
and trouble of bringing them into the world: say a thousand 
pounds apiece. The interest on this could go towards the 
support of the child as long as we live together. But the 
principal would be my property. In that way, if Cecil took 
the child away from me, I should at least be paid for what 
it had cost me. 

mrs bridgenorth \putting down her knitting in amaze- 
ment] Edith ! Who ever heard of such a thing! ! 

edith. Well, how else do you propose to settle it ? 

the bishop. There is such a thing as a favorite child. 
What about the youngest child— the Benjamin— the child 
of its parents’ matured strength and charity, always better 
treated and better loved than the unfortunate eldest children 
of their youthful ignorance and wilfulness? Which parent 
is to own the youngest child, payment or no payment? 

collins. Theres a third party, my lord. Theres the child 
itself. My wife is so fond of her children that they cant call 
their lives their own. They all run away from home to 
escape from her. A child hasnt a grown-up person’s appe- 
tite for affection. A little of it goes a long way with them; 
and they like a good imitation of it better than the real 
thing, as every nurse knows. 

soames. Are you sure that any of us, young or old, like 
the real thing as well as we like an artistic imitation of it? Is 
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not the real thing accursed ? Are not the host beloved always 
the good actors rather than the true sufferers? Is not love 
always falsified in novels and plays to make it endurable? I 
have noticed in myself a great delight in pictures of the Saints 
and of Our Lady; but when I fall under that most terrible 
curse of the priest’s lot, the curse of Joseph pursued by the 
wife of Potiphar, I am invariably repelled and terrified, 
Hotchkiss. Are you now speaking as a saint. Father 
Anthony, or as a solicitor? 

soames. There is no difference. There is not one Chris- 
tian rule for solicitors and another for saints. Their hearts 
are alike; and their way of salvation is along the same road. 

the bishop. But “few there be that find it.” Can you 
find it for us, Anthony? 

soames. It lies broad before you. It is the way to destruc- 
tion that is narrow and tortuous. Marriage is an abomina- 
tion which the Church was founded to cast out and replace 
by the communion of saints. 1 learnt that from every mar- 
riage settlement I drew up as a solicitor no less than from 
inspired revelation. You have set yourselves here to put your 
sin before you in black and white; and you cant agree upon 
or endure one article of it. 

sykes. It’s certainly rather odd that the whole thing 
seems to fall to pieces the moment you touch it. 

the bishop. You see, when you give the devil fair play 
he loses his case. He has not been able to produce even the 
first clause of a working agreement; so I’m afraid we cant 
wait for him any longer. 

lesbia. Then the community will have to do without 
my children. 

edith. And Cecil will have to do without me. 
leo [getting of the chest] And I positively will not marry 
Sinjon if he is not clever enough to make some provision for 
my looking after Rejjy. [She leaves Hotchkiss , and goes hack 
to her chair at the end of the table behind Mrs Bridgenorth] 
mrs bridgenorth. And the world will come to an end 
with this generation, 1 suppose. 
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collins. Cant nothing be done, my lord ? 
the bishop, You can make divorce reasonable and de- 
cent: that is all. 

lesbia. Thank you for nothing. If you will only make 
marriage reasonable and decent, you can do as you like 
about divorce. I have not stated my deepest objection to 
marriage; and I dont intend to. There are certain rights I 
will not give any person over me. 

Reginald. Well, I think it jolly hard that a man should 
support his wife for years, and lose the chance of getting a 
really good wife, and then have her refuse to be a wife to him. 

lesbia. I’m not going to discuss it with you, Rejjy. If 
your sense of personal honor doesnt make you understand,, 
nothing will, 

soames [implacably] I’m still awaiting my instructions. 
They look at one another, each waiting for one of the others 
to suggest something. Silence. 

Reginald [ blankly ] I suppose, after all, marriage is better 
than — well, than the usual alternative. 

soames [turningfiercelyon him] Whatrighthave you tosay 
so? You know that the sins that are wasting and maddening 
this unhappy nation are those committed in wedlock. 

collins. Well, the single ones cant afford to indulge 
their affections the same as married people. 

soames. Away with it all, I say. You have your Master’s 
commandments. Obey them. 

hotchkiss [rising and leaning on the back of the chair left 
vacant by the General ] I really must point out to you, Father 
Anthony, that the early Christian rules of life were not made 
to last, because the early Christians did not believe that the 
world itself was going to last. Now we know that we shall 
have to go through with it. We have found that there are 
millions of years behind us; and we know that there are 
millions before us. Mrs Bridgenorth’s question remains un- 
answered. How is the world to go on ? You say th at that is not 
our business— that it is the business of Providence. But the 
modern Christian view is that we are here to do the business 
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of Providence and nothing else. 'I'he question is, how? Am 
I not to use my reason to find out why? Isnf that what my 
reason is for? Well, all my reason tells me at present is that 
you are an impracticable lunatic. 
soames. Does that help? 

HOTCHKISS. No. 

soames. Then pray for light. 
hotchkiss. No: I am a snob, not a beggar. [He sits down 
in the General's chair]. 

collins. We dont seem to be getting on, do we? Miss 
Edith: you and Mr Sykes had better go off to church and 
settle the right and wrong of it afterwards. Itll ease your 
minds, believe me: I speak from experience. You will burn 
your boats, as one might say. 

soames. We should never burn our boats. It is death in 
life. 

collins. Well, Father, f will say for you that you have 
views of your own and are not afraid to out with them. But 
some of us sire of a more cheerful disposition. On the 
Borough Council now, you would be in a minority of one. 
You must take human nature as it is. 

soames. Upon what compulsion must 1 ? I’ll take divine 
nature as it is. I’ll not hold a candle to the devil. 

the bishop. Thats a very unchristian way of treating 
the devil. 

Reginald. Well, wc dont seem to be getting any further, 
do we? 

the bishop. Will you give it up and get married, Edith? 
edith. No. What I propose seems to me quite reason- 
able. 

the bishop. And you, Lesbia? 
lesbia. Never. 

mrs bridgenorth. Never is a long word, Lesbia. Dont 
say it. 

lesbia [with d flash of temper] Dont pity me, Alice, please. 
As I said before, I am an English lady, quite prepared to do 
without anything I cant have on honorable conditions. 
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soames [after a silence expressive of utter deadlock ] I am 
still awaiting my instructions. 

Reginald. Well, we dont seem to be getting along, do we ? 

leo [out of patience \ You said that before, Rejjy. Do n o t 
repeat yourself. 

Reginald. Oh, bother! [He goes to the garden door and 
looks out gloomily]. 

soames [rising with the paper in his hands ] Psha! [He 
tears it in pieces]. So much for your contract ! 

the voice of the beadle. By your leave there, gentle- 
men. Make way for the Mayoress. Way for the worshipful 
the Mayoress, my lords and gentlemen. [He comes in through 
the tower, in cocked hat and gold-braided overcoat, bearing the 
borough mace, and posts himself at the entrance ]. By your 
leave, gentlemen, way for the worshipful the Mayoress. 

collins [moving back towards the wall] Mrs George, my 
lord. 

Mrs George is every incha Mayoress in point of slylishdress- 
ing; and she does it very well indeed. There is nothingquiet about 
Mrs George: she is not afraid of colors, and knows how to make 
the most of them. Not at all a lady in Lesbia's use of the term as a 
class label, she proclaims herself to the first glance as the trium- 
phant, pampered, wilful, intensely alive woman who has always 
been rich among poor people. In a historical museum she would 
explain Edward the Fourth’s taste for shopkeepers’ wives. Her 
age which is certainly 40, and might be 50, is carried off by her 
vitality, her resilient figure, and her confident carriage. So far, a 
remarkably well-preserved woman. But her beauty is wrecked, 
like an ageless landscape ravaged by long and fierce war. Her 
eyes are alive , arresting, and haunting; and there is still a turn 
of delicate beauty and pride in her indomitable chin; but her 
cheeks are wasted and lined , her mouth ivrithen and piteous. The 
whole face is a battle-field of the passions, quite deplorable until 
she speaks, when an alert sense of fun rejuvenates her in a 
moment, and makes her company irresistible. 

Allrise except Soames, who sits down. Leo joins Reginald at 
the garden door. Mrs Bridgenorth hurries to the tower to receive 
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/nr guest, ami gets as far as Soamrs’s chair when Mrs George ap. 
pears. I lo/chkiss, apparently recognizing her, recoils in consttr- 
nation tothe study door at thi'jin thest corner of the room from her. 

MRS oeorge [coming straight to the Bishop with the ring in 
her hand 1 Here is your ring, my lord; and here am I. It’s 
your doing, remember: not mine. 
the bishop. Good of you to come. 
mrs bridgenorth. How do you do, Mrs Collins? 

Mrs oeorge [going to her past the Bishop , and gazing in- 
tently at her ] Are you his wife ? 

mrs bridgenorth. The Bishop’s wife? Yes. 
mrs georce. What a destiny! And you look like any 
other woman! 

mrs bridgenorth [ introducing Leshia ] My sister, Miss 
Grantham. 

mrs GEORGE. So strangely mixed up with the story of the 
General's life? 

the bishop. You know the slory of his life, then? 
mrs oeorge. Not all. We reached the house before he 
brought it up to the present day. But enough to know the 
part played in it by Miss Grantham. 

_mks bridgenorth [ introducing Leo ] Mrs Reginald 
Bridgenorth. 

reginai.d. The late Mrs Reginald Bridgenorth. 
leo. Hold your tongue, Rejjy. At least have the decency 
to wait until the decree is made absolute. 

mrs george [fo Leo] Well, youve more time to get mar- 
ried again than he has, havnt you? 

mrs bridgenorth [introducing Hotchkiss] Mr St John 
Hotchkiss. 

Hotchkiss , still far aloof by the study door , bows. 

Mrs oeorge. What! That! [She makes a half tour of the 
kitchen and ends right in front of him]. Young man: do you re- 
member coming into my shop and telling me that my hus- 
band’s coals were out of place in your cellar, as Nature 
evidently intended them for the roof? 

hotchkiss. I remember that deplorable impertinence 
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with shame and confusion. You were kind enough to 
answer that Mr Collins was looking out for a clever young 
man to write advertisements, and that I could take the job 
if I liked. 

mrs george. It’s still open. [She turns to Edith], 
mrs bridgenorth. My daughter Edith, [d’/je comes to- 
wards the study door to make the introduction ]. 

mrs george. The bride! [Looking at Edith's dressing- 
jacket] Youre not going to get married like that, are you? 

the bishop [coming round the table to Edith’s left ] Thats 
just what we are discussing. Will you be so good as to join us 
and allow us the benefit of your wisdom and experience? 

mrs george. Do you want the Beadle as well? He’s a 
married man. 

They all turn involuntarily and contemplate the Beadle , 
who sustains their gaze with dignity. 

the bishop. We think there are already too many men 
to be quite fair to the women. 

MRS GEORGE. Right, my lord. [She goes back to the tower 
and addresses the Beadle] Take away that bauble, Joseph. 
Wait for me wherever you find yourself most comfortable 
in the neighbourhood. [The Beadle withdraws. She notices 
Collins for the first time]. Hullo, Bill : youve got em all on too. 
Go and hunt up a drink for Joseph: theres a dear. [Collins 
goes out. She looks at Soames’s cassock and biretta ]. What! 
Another uniform ! Are you the sexton? [He rises]. 
the bishop. My chaplain, Father Anthony. 
mrs george. Oh Lord! [To Soames, coaxingly] You dont 
mind, do you? 

soames. I mind nothing but my duties, 
the bishop. You know everybody now, I think. 
mrs george [turning to the railed chair] Who's this? 
the bishop. Oh, I beg your pardon, Cecil. Mr Sykes. 
The bridegroom. 

mrs george [j to Jy/hj] Adorned for thesacrlfice, arnt you ? 
SYKES. It seems doubtful whether there is going to be 
any sacrifice. 
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mrs guorue, Well, I want to talk to the women first. 
Shall we go upstairs and look at the presents and dresses? 

MRS bruhiENor'i h. If you wish, certainly. 

Reginald. But the men want to hear what you have to 
say too. 

mrs george. I’ll talk to them afterwards: one by one. 

Hotchkiss [to himself] Great heavens! 

mrs bridgenorth. This way, Mrs Collins. [She leads the 
way out through the tower , followed by Mrs George , Leslie, 
Leo, and Edith\. 

the bishop. Shall we try to get through the last batch of 
letters whilst they are away, Soumes? 

soames. Yes, certainly, f To Hotchkiss , who is in his my] 
Excuse me. 

The Bisho p and Soames go into the study, disturbing Hotch- 
kiss, who, plunged in a strange reverie, has forgotten where he 

is. Awakened by Soames, he stares distractedly; then, with 
sudden resolution , goes swiftly to the middle of the kitchen. 

Hotchkiss. Cecil. Rcjjy. [Startled by his urgency , they 
hurry to him]. I’m frightfully sorry to desert on this day; but 
I must holt. This time it really is pure cowardice. 1 cant help 

it. 

Reginald. What are you afraid of? 

hotchkiss. I dont know. Listen to me. I was a young 
fool living by myself in London. I ordered my first ton of 
coals from that woman’s husband. At that time I did not 
know that it is not true economy to buy the lowest priced 
article: I thought all coals were alike, and tried the thirteen 
shilling kind because it seemed cheap. It proved unexpec- 
tedly inferior to the family Sillcstone; and in the irritation 
into which the first scuttle threw me, I called at the shop 
and made an idiot of myself as she described. 

sykes. Well, suppose you did! Laugh at it, man. 

hotchHiss. At that, yes. But there was something worse. 
Judge of my horror when, calling on the coal merchant to 
make a trifling complaint at finding my grate acting as a 
battery of quick-firing guns, and being confronted by his 
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vulgar wife, I felt in her presence an extraordinary sensa- 
tion of unrest, of emotion, of unsatisfied need. I'll not dis- 
gust you with details of the madness and folly that followed 
that meeting. But it went as far as this : that I actually found 
myself prowling past the shop at night under a sort of des- 
perate necessity to be near some place where she had been. 
A hideous temptation to kiss the doorstep because her foot 
had pressed it made me realize how mad I was. I tore mysel f 
away from London by a supreme effort; but I was on the 
point of returning like a needle to the lodestone when the 
outbreak of the war saved me. On the field of battle the in- 
fatuation wore off. The Billiter affair made a new man of me : 
I felt that I had left the follies and puerilities of the old days 
behind me for ever, But half-an-hour ago — when the Bishop 
sent off that ring — a sudden grip at the base of my heart 
filled me with a nameless terror — me, the fearless! I recog- 
nized its cause when she walked into the room. Cecil: this 
woman is a harpy, a siren, a mermaid, a vampire. There is 
only one chance for me: flight, instant precipitate flight. 
Make my excuses. Forget me. Farewell. [He makes for the 
door and is confronted by Mrs George entering. Too late: I’m 
lost. [He turns back and throws himself desperately into the 
chair nearest the study door: that being the furthest away from 
her]. 

mrs george [coming to the hearth and addressing Regi- 
nald] Mr Bridgenorth : will you oblige me by leaving me 
with this young man. I want to talk to him like a mother, 
on your business. 

Reginald. Do, maam. He needs it badly. Come along, 
Sykes. [He goes into the study], 

sykes [looks irresolutely at Hotchkiss ] — ? 
hotchkiss. Too late : you cant save me now, Cecil. Go. 
Sykes goes into the study. Mrs George strolls across to 
Hotchkiss and contemplates him curiously. 

hotchkiss. Useless to prolong this agony. [Rising] Fataj 
woman — if woman you are indeed and not a fiend in human 
form — 
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MRS george. Is this out of a book? Or is it your usual 
society small talk? 

hotchkiss [recklessly] Jibes are useless: the force that is 
sweeping me away will not spare you, I must know the 
worst at once. What was your father? 

mrs george. A licensed victualler who married his bar- 
maid. You would call him a publican, most likely. 

hotchkiss. Then you are a woman totally beneath me. 
Do you deny it ? Do you set up any sort of pretence to be my 
equal in rank, in age, or in culture ? 

mrs george. Have you eaten anything that has dis- 
agreed with you? 

hotchkiss [mthmngly] Inferior! 

MRS george. Thank you. Anything else? 
hotchkiss. This. I love you. My intentions are not 
honorable. [She shews no dismay]. Scream. Ring the bell. 
Have me turned out of the house. 

mrs george [with sudden depth of feeling] Oh, if you 
could restore to this wasted exhausted heart one ray of the 
passion that once welled at the glance — at the touch of a 
lover! It’s you who would scream then, young man. Do you 
see this face, once fresh and rosy like your own, now scarred 
and riven by a hundred burnt-out fires ? 

hotchkiss [wildly] Slate fires. Thirteen shillings a ton. 
Fires that shoot out destructive meteors, blinding and burn- 
ing, sending men into the streets to make fools of them- 
selves. 

mrs george. You seem to have got it pretty bad, Sinjon. 
hotchkiss. Dont dare call me Sinjon. 
mrs george. My name is Zenobia Alexandria. You 
may call me Polly for short. 

hotchkiss. Your name is Ashtoreth — Durga— there is 
no name yet invented malign enough for you. 

mrs george [sitting down comfortably ] Come! Do you 
really think youre better suited to that young saucebox than 
her husband? You enjoyed her company when you were 
only the friend of the family — when there was the husband 
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there to shew off against and to take all the responsibility. 
Are you sure youil enjoy it as much when you are the hus- 
band? She isnt clever you know. She’s only silly-clever. 

hotchkiss [uneasily leaning against the table and holding 
on to it to control his nervous movements ] Need you tell me? 
fiend that you are! 

MRS George. You amused the husband, didnt you? 
hotchkiss. He has more real sense of humor than she. 
He’s better bred. That was not my fault. 

MRS george. My husband has a sense of humor too. 
hotchkiss. The coal merchant?— I mean the slate 
merchant. 

mrs george [appreciatively] He would just love to hear 
you talk. He’s been dull lately for want of a change of com- 
pany and a bit of fresh fun. 

hotchkiss [flinging a chair opposite her and sitting down 
with an overdone attempt at studied insolence ] And pray what 
is your wretched husband’s vulgar conviviality to me ? 
mrs georoe. You love me? 
hotchkiss. I loathe you. 
mrs georce. It’s the same thing. 
hotchkiss. Then I’m lost. 

mrs george. You may come and see me if you promise 
to amuse George. 

hotchkiss. I’ll insult him, sneer at him, wipe my boots 
on him. 

mrs george. No you wont, dear boy. Youil be a perfect 
gentleman. 

hotchkiss [beaten; appealing to her mercy ] Zenobia— 
mrs george. Polly, please. 
hotchkiss. Mrs Collins — 

MRS GEORGE. Sir? 

hotchkiss. Something stronger than my reason and 
common sense is holding my hands and tearing me along. I 
make no attempt to deny that it can drag me where you 
please and make me do what you like. But at least let me 
know your soul as you seem to know mine. Do you love this 
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absurd coal merchant. 

MRS georoe, Call him George. 
hotchkiss. Do you love your Jorjy Porjy? 

MRS george. Oh, I dont know that I love him. He’s my 
husband, you know. But if 1 got anxious about George’s 
health, and I thought it would nourish him, I would fry you 
with onions for his breakfast and think nothing of it. George 
and I are good friends. George belongs to me. Other men 
may come and go; but George goes on for ever. 

hotchkiss. Yes: a husband soon becomes nothing but 
a habit. Listen: I suppose this detestable fascination you 
have for me is love. 

mrs george. Any sort of feeling for a woman is called 
love nowadays. 

hotchkiss. Do you love me? 
mrs george [ promptly ] My love is not quite so cheap an 
article as that, my lad. I wouldnt cross the street to have 
another look at you-— not yet. I’m not starving for love like 
the robins in winter, as the good ladies youre accustomed to 
are. Youll have to be very clever, and very good, and very 
real, if you arc to interest me. If George takes a fancy to you, 
and you amuse him enough, I’ll just tolerate you coming in 
and out occasionally for — well, say a month. If you can make 
a friend of me in that time so much the better for you. If you 
can touch my poor dying heart even for an instant, I’ll bless 
you, and never forget you. You may try — if George takes to 
you. 

hotchkiss. I'm to come on liking for the month? 
mrs george. On condition that you drop Mrs Reginald. 
hotchkiss. But she wont drop me. Do you suppose I 
ever wanted to marry her? I was a homeless bachelor; and I 
felt quite happy at their house as their friend. Leo was an 
amusing little devil; but I liked Reginald much more than I 
liked her. She didnt understand, One day she came to me and 
told me that the inevitable had happened. I had tact enough 
not to ask her what the inevitable was; and I gathered pre- 
sently that she had told Reginald that their marriage was a 
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mistake and that she loved me and could no longer see me 
breaking my heart for her in suffering silence. What could I 
say? What could I do? What can I say now? What can I do 
now? 

mrs george. Tell her that the habit of falling in love with 
other men’s wives is growing on you; and that I’m your 
latest. 

hotchkiss. What ! Throw her over when she has thrown 
Reginald over for me! 

mrs george [rising You wont then? Very well. Sorry we 
shant meet again : I should have liked to see more of you for 
George’s sake. Good-bye [she moves away from him toxvards 
the hearth ]. 

hotchkiss [appealing Zenobia — 
mrs george. I thought I had made a difficult conquest. 
Now I see you are only one of those poor petticoat-hunting 
creatures that any woman can pick up. Not for me, thank 
you. [ Inexorable , she turns towards the tower to go], 
hotchkiss [following] Dont be an ass, Polly. 
mrs george [stopping] Thats better. 
hotchkiss. Cant you see that I maynt throw Leo over 
just because I should be only too glad to. It would be dis- 
honorable. 

mrs george. Will you be happy if you marry her? 
hotchkiss. No, great heavens, NO! 
mrs george. Will she be happy when she finds you out? 
hotchkiss. She's incapable of happiness. But she’s not 
incapable of the pleasure of holding a man against his will. 

mrs george. Right, young man. You will tell her, please, 
that you love me: before everybody, mind, the very next 
time you see her. 
hotchkiss, But— 

mrs george. Those are my orders, Sinjon. I cant have 
you marry another woman until George is tired of you. 

hotchkiss. Oh, if only I didnt selfishly want to obey 
you! 

The General comes in from the garden. Mrs George goes half 
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way to the garden door to speak to him . Hotchkiss posts himself on 
the hearth. 

mrs oeorge. Where have you been all this time? 
the general. I’m afraid my nerves were a little upset by 
our conversation. I just went into the garden and had a 
smoke. I’m all right now [he strolls down to the study door anil 
presently takes a chair at that end of the big table]. 

mrs ceorge. A smoke! Why) you said she couldnt bear 
it. 

the general. Good heavens ! I forgot ! It’s such anatural 
thing to do, somehow. 

Lesbia comes in through the tower. 
mrs george. He’s been smoking again. 
lesbia. So my nose tells me. [She goes to the end of the table 
nearest the hearth , and sits down], 

the general. Lesbia: I’m very sorry. But if I gave it up, 

I should become so melancholy and irritable that you would 
be the first to implore me to take to it again. 

mrs oeorge. Thats true. Women drive their husbands 
into all sorts of wickedness to keep them in good humor. 
Sinjon: be off with you: this doesnt concern you. 

lesbia. Please dont disturb yourself, Sinjon. Boxer’s 
broken heart has been worn on his sleeve too long for any 
pretence of privacy. 

the general. You are cruel, Lesbia: devilishly cruel. 1 
[He sits down, wounded], 

lesbia. You are vulgar, Boxer. 
hotchkiss. In what way? I ask, as an expert in vul- 
garity. 

lesbia. In two ways. First, he talks as if the only thing 
of any importance in life was which particular woman he 
shall marry. Second, he has no self-control. 

the general. Women are not all the same tome, Lesbia. 
mrs george. Why should they be, pray? Women are all 
different: it’s the men who are all the same. Besides, what 
does Miss Grantham know about either men or women? 
She’s got too much self-control. 
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lesbia. [ widening her eyes and lifting her chin haughtily ] 
And pray how does that prevent me from knowing as much 
about men and women as people who have no self-control? 

mrs george. Because it frightens people into behaving 
themselves before you; and then how can you tell what they 
really are? Look at me! I was a spoilt child. My brothers 
and sisters were well brought up, like all children of respect- 
able publicans. So should I have been if I hadnt been the 
youngest: ten years younger than my youngest brother. My 
parents were tired of doing their duty by their children by 
that time; and they spoilt me for all they were worth. I never 
knew what it was to want money or anything that money 
could buy. When I wanted my own way, I had nothing to do 
but scream for it til I got it. When I was annoyed I didnt 
control myself: I scratched and called names. Did you ever, 
after you were grown up, pull a grown-up woman’s hair? 
Did you ever bite a grown-up man? Did you ever call both 
of them every name you could lay your tongue to ? 
lesbia [shivering with disgust] No. 
mrs george. Well, I did, I know what a woman is like 
when her hair’s pulled. I know what a man is like when he’s 
bit. I know what theyre both like when you tell them what 
you really fed about them. And thats how I know more of 
the world than you. 

lesbia. The Chinese know what a man is like when he is 
cut into a thousand pieces, or boiled in oil. That sort of 
knowledge is of no use to me. I’m afraid we shall never get 
on with one another, Mrs George. I live like a fencer, always 
on guard. I like to be confronted with people who are always 
on guard. I hate sloppy people, slovenly people, people who 
cant sit up straight, sentimental people! 

mrs george. Oh, sentimental your grandmother! You 
dont learn to hold your own in the world by standing on 
guard, but by attacking, and getting well hammered your- 
self. 

lesbia. I’m not a prize-fighter, Mrs Collins. If I cant get 
a thing without the indignity of fighting for it, I do without it. 
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Mils george, Do you ? Does it strike you that if we were 
all as clever as you at doing without, there wouldnt be much 
to live for, would there? 

the general. Pin afraid, 1 .esbia, the things you do with- 
out are the things you dont want. 

lesbia [surprised at his to ;'/] Thats not bad for the silly 
soldier man. Yes, Boxer: the truth is, I dont want you 
enough to make the very unreasonable sacrifices required by 
marriage. And yet that is exactly why I ought to be married. 
Just because I have the qualities my country wants most I 
shall go barren to my grave; whilst the women who have 
neither the strength to resist marriage nor the intelligence 
to understand its infinite dishonor will make the England of 
the future. [She rises and walks towards the study], 

the general [as she is about to pass him] Well, I shall not 
ask you again, Lesbia. 

lesbia. Thank you, Boxer. [She passes on to the study door] 
M as gkorgh. Yourc quite done with him, are you? 
lesbia. As far as m nrriage is concerned, yes. The field is 
clear for you, Mrs. George. [She goes into the study]. 

The General buries his face in his hands. Mrs George comes 
round the table to him. 

mrs georgi; f sympathetically \ She’s a nice woman, that. 
And a sort of beauty about her too, different from anyone 
else. 

the general [overwhelmed] Oh Mrs Collins, thank you, 
thank you a thousand times. [He rises effusively], You have 
thawed the long- frozen springs [he kisses her hand], forgive 
me; and thank you: bless you— [he again takes refuge in the 
garden, choked with emotion j. 

mrs george [looking after him triumphantly] Just caught 
the dear old warrior on the bounce, eh ? 
hotchriss. Unfaithful to me already! 
mrs george. I’m not your property, young man: dont 
you think it. [She goes over to him and faces him]. You under- 
stand that? [ife suddenly snatches her into his arms and kisses 
her]. Oh! You dare do that again, you young blackguard; 
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and I’ll jab one of these chairs in your face [she seizes one and 
holds it in readiness ]. Now you shall not see me for another 
month. 

hotchkiss [ deliberately ] I shall pay my first visit to your 
husband this afternoon. 

mrs oeorge. Youll see what he’ll say to you when I tell 
him what you ve just done. 

hotchkiss. What can he say? What dare he say? 

mrs oeorge. Suppose he kicks you out of the house? 

hotchkiss. How can he? I’ve fought seven duels with 
sabres. I’ve muscles of iron. Nothing hurts me: nut even 
broken bones. Fighting is absolutely uninteresting to me 
because it doesn’t frighten me or amuse me; and I always 
win. Your husband is in all these respects an average man, 
probably. He will be horribly afraid of me; and if under the 
stimulus of your presence, and for your sake, and because it 
is the right thing to do among vulgar people, he were to 
attack me, I should simply defeat him and humiliate him 
[he gradually gets his hand on the chair and takes it from her , as 
his words go home phrase by phrase] . Sooner than expose him 
to that, you would suffer a thousand stolen kisses, wouldnt 
you? 

mrs george [in utter consternation ] You young viper! 

hotchkiss. Ha! ha! You are in my power. That is one of 
the oversights of your code of honor for husbands : the man 
who can bully them can insult their wives with impunity. 
Tell him if you dare. If I choose to take ten kisses, how will 
you prevent me? 

mrs george. You come within reach of me and I’ll not 
leave a hair on your head. 

hotchkiss [catching her mists dexterously] Ive got your 
hands. 

mrs george. Youve not got my teeth. Let go; or I’ll bite. 
I will, I tell you. Let go. 

hotchkiss. Bite away: I shall taste quite as nice as 
George. 

mrs george. You beast. Let me go. Do you call yourself 
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a gentleman, to use your brute strength against a woman? 

Hotchkiss. You are stronger than me in every way but 
this. Do you think I will give up my one advantage? Promise 
youll receive me when I call this afternoon. 

mrs george. After what ynuvc just done? Not if it was 
to save my life. 

Hotchkiss. I’ll amuse George. 
mrs george. He wont be in. 
hotchkiss [taken aback] Do you mean that we should be 
alone ? 

MRS georoe [. matching away her hands triumphantly as 
his grasp relaxes] AhalThats cooled you, has It? 

hotchkiss [anxiously] When will George be at home? 
mrs george. It wont matter to you whether he’s at home 
or not. The door will be slammed in your face whenever you 
call. 

hotchkiss. No servant in London is strong enough to 
close a door that I mean to keep open. You cant escape me. 
If you persist, I’ll go into the coal trade; make George’s 
acquaintance on the coal exchange; and coax him to take 
me home with him to make your acquaintance. 

mrs qeorge, Wc have no use for you, young man; 
neither George nor I [she sails away from him andsitsdownat 
the end of the table near the study door]. 

hotchkiss [following her and taking the next chair round 
the corner of the table] Yes you have. George cant fight for 
you; I can. 

mrs george [turning to face him] You bully. You low 
bully. 

hotchkiss. You have courage and fascination: I have 
courage and a pair of fists. We’re both bullies, Polly. 

mrs george. You have a mischievous tongue. Thats 
enough to keep you out of my house. 

hotchkiss. It must be rather a house of cards. A word 
from me to George— just the right word, said in the right 
way — and down comes your house. 

mrs george. Thats why I’ll die sooner than let you into it. 
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hotchkiss. Then as surely as you live, I enter the coal 
trade tomorrow. George’s taste for amusing company will 
deliver him into my hands. Before a month passes your 
home will be at my mercy. 

mrs george [rising, at bay ] Do you think I’ll let myself 
be driven into a trap like this? 

hotchkiss. You are in it already. Marriage is a trap. 
You are married. Any man who has the power to spoil your 
marriage has the power to spoil your life. I have that power 
over you. 

mrs george [desperate] You mean it? 
hotchkiss. I do. 

MRS george [resolutely] Well, spoilmy marriage and be — 
hotchkiss [ springing up] Polly! 
mrs george. Sooner than be your slave I’d face any 
unhappiness. 

hotchkiss. What! Even for George? 
mrs GEORGE. There must be honor between me and 
George, happiness or no happiness. Do your worst. 

hotchkiss [ admiring her] Are you really game, Polly? 
Dare you defy me? 

mrs george. If you ask me another question I shant be 
able to keep my hands off you [she dashes distractedly past 
him to the other end of the table , her fingers crisping]. 

hotchkiss. That settles it. Polly: I adore you: we were 
born for one another. As I happen to be a gentleman, I’ll 
never do anything to annoy or injure you except that I re- 
serve the right to give you a black eye if you bite me; but 
youll never get rid of me now to the end of your life. 

mrs george. I shall get rid of you if the beadle has to 
brain you with the mace for it [she makes for the tower]. 

hotchkiss [running between the table and the oak chest 
and across to the tower to cut her off] You shant. 
mrs george [ panting ] Shant I though? 
hotchkiss. No you shant. I have one card left to play 
that youve forgotten. Why were you so unlike yourself 
when you spoke to the Bishop? 
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mrs george [agitated beyond measure | Stop. Not that. 
You shall respect that if you respect nothing else. I forbid 
you. [lie kneels at her feet]. What are you doing? Get up; 
dont be a fool. 

hotchktss. Polly: I ask you on my knees to let me make 
George’s acquaintance in his home this afternoon; and I 
shall remain on my knees til the Bishop comes in and sees 
us. What will he think of you then ? 

mrs george [beside herself] Wheres the poker? 

She rushes to the fireplace; seizes the poker; and makes for 
Hotchkiss, who flies to the study door. The Bishop enters just 
then and finds himself between them , nmrowly escaping a blow 
from the poker. 

the bishop. Dont hit him, Mrs Collins. He is my guest. 

Mrs George throws down the poker; collapses into the nearest 
chair; and bursts into tears. The Bishop goes to her and pats her 
consolingly on the shoulder. She shudders all through at his touch. 

the bishop. Como! you are in the house of your friends, 
Can we help you? 

mrs GEORGE [to Hotchkiss, pointing to the study] Go in 
there, you. Youre not wanted here. 

hotchkiss. You understand, Bishop, that Mrs Collins 
is not to blame for this scene. I’m afraid tve been rather 
irritating. 

the bishop. I can quite believe it, Sinjon. 

Hotchkiss goes into the study. 

the bishop [turning to Mrs George with great kindness of 
manner] I’m sorry you have been worried [he sits down on her 
left]. Never mind him. A little pluck, a little gaiety of heart , 1 
a little prayer; and youll be laughing at him. 

mrs george. Never fear. I have all that. It was as much 
my fault as his; and I should have put him in his place with 
a clip of that poker on the side of his head if you hadnt 
come in. 

the bishop. You might have put him in his coffin that 
way, Mrs Collins. And I should have been very sorry; be- 
cause we are all fond of Sinjon. 
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mrs oeorge. Yes: it's your duty to rebuke me. But do 
you think I dont know? 

the bishop. I dont rebuke you. Who am I that I should 
rebuke you? Besides, I know there are discussions in which 
the poker is the only possible argument. 

mrs oeorge. My lord: be earnest with me. I’m a very 
funny woman, I daresay; but I come from the same work- 
shop as you. I heard you say that yourself years ago. 

the bishop. Quite so; but then I’m a very funny Bishop. 
Since we are both funny people, let us not forget that humor 
is a divine attribute. 

mrs george. I know nothing about divine attributes or 
whatever you call them; but I can feel when I am being be- 
litded. It was from you that I learnt first to respect myself. 
It was through you that I came to be able to walk safely 
through many wild and wilful paths. Dont go back on your 
own teaching. 

the bishop. I’m not a teacher: only a fellow-traveller of 
whom you asked the way. I pointed ahead— ahead of my- 
self as well as of you. 

mrs george [rising and standing over him almost threaten- 
ingly] As I’m a living woman this day, if I find you out to be 
a fraud, I’ll kill myself. 

the bishop. What! Kill yourself for finding out some- 
thing! For becoming a wiser and therefore a better woman ! 
What a bad reason! 

mrs george. I have sometimes thought of killing you, 
and then killing myself. 

the bishop. Why on earth should you kill yourself— not 
to mention me? 

MRS GEORGE. So that we might keep our assignation m 

Heaven. _ 

the bishop [rising and facing her , breathless J Mrs Collins . 

You are Incognita Appassionata! 

MRS GEORGE. You read my letters, then? [With a sigh of 
grateful relief, she sits down quietly , and says ] Thank you. 

the bishop [ remorsefully ] And I have broken the spell by 
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making you come here [sitting down again]. Can you ever 
forgive me ? 

mrs «eorge. You couldnt know that it was only the coal 
merchant’s wife, could you ? 

the bishop. Why do you say only the coal merchant’s 
wife? 

mrs george. Many people would laugh at it. 
the bishop. Poor people ! It’s so hard to know the right 
place to laugh, isnt it ? 

mrs george. I didnt mean to make you think the letters 
were from a fine lady. I wrote on cheap paper; and I never 
could spell. 

the bishop. Neither could I. So that told me nothing, 
mrs george. One thing I should like you to know. 
the bishop. Yes? 

mrs george. We didnt cheat your friend. They were as 
good as we could do at thirteen shillings a ton. 

the bishop. Thats important. Thank you for telling me. 
mrs georoe. I have something else to say; but will you 
please ask somebody to come and stay here while we talk? 
[He rises and turns to the study door\. Not a woman, if you 
dont mind. [He nods understanding^ mid passes on). Not a 
man either. 

the bishop [stopping] Not a man and not a woman! We 
have no children left, Mrs Collins. They are all grown up 
and married. 

mrs george. That other clergyman would do. 
the bishop. What ! The sexton ? 
mrs george. Yes. He didnt mind my calling him that, 
did he? It was only my ignorance. 

the bishop. Not at all. [He opens the study door and calls ] 
Soames! Anthony! [To Mrs George ] Call him Father: he 
likes it. [Soames appears at the study door). Mrs Collins 
wishes you to join us, Anthony. 

Soames looks puzzled. 

mrs george. You dont mind, Dad, do you 1 [As this greet- 
ing visibly gives him a shock that hardly bears out the Bishop's 
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adatce, she says anxiously] That was what you told me to call 
him,wasntit? 

soames. I am called Father Anthony, Mrs Collins. But 
it does not matter what you call me. [He comes in , and walks 
past her to the hearth]. 

the bishop. Mrs Collins has something to say to me that 
she wants you to hear. 
soames. I am listening. 

the bishop [going back to his seat next her] Now. 
mrs ceorge. My lord: you should never have married. 
soames. This woman is inspired. Listen to her, my lord. 
the bishop [taken aback by the directness of the attack ) I 
married because I was so much in love with Alice that all the 
difficulties and doubts and dangers of marriage seemed to 
me the merest moonshine. 

mrs oeorge. Yes: it’s mean to let poor young things in 
for so much while theyre in that state. Would you marry 
now that you know better if you were a widower ? 
the bishop. I’m old now. It wouldnt matter. 

MRS GEORGE. But would you if it did matter ? 

THE BISHOP. I think I should marry again lest anyone 
should imagine I had found marriage unhappy with Alice. 

soames [sternly] Are you fonder of your wife than of 
your salvation ? 

the bishop. Oh, very much. When you meet a man who 
is very particular about his salvation, look out for a woman 
who is very particular about her character; and marry them 
to one another: theyll make a perfect pair. I advise you to 
fall in love, Anthony. 
soames [ with horror] I ! ! 

the bishop, Yes, you! think of what it would do for you. 
For her sake you would come to care unselfishly and dili- 
gently for money instead of being selfishly and lazily indif- 
ferent to it. For her sake you would come to care in the same 
way for preferment. For her sake you would come to care for 
your health, your appearance, the good opinion of your 
fellow creatures, and all the really important things that 
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make men work and strive instead of mooning a n d nursinf 
tlteir salvation. 8 

soames. In one word, for the sake of one deadly sin I 
should come to care for all the others. 

the bishop. Saint Anthony! Tempt him, Mrs Collins' 
tempt him. 

mrs george [rising and looking strangely before her] Take 
care, my lord : you still have the power to make m<; obey your 
commands. And do you, Mr Sexton, beware of an emctv 
heart. 

the bishop. Yes. Nature abhors a vacuum, Anthony, I 
would not dare go about with an empty heart; why, the 
first girl I met would fly into it by mere atmospheric pres- 
sure. Alice keeps them out now. Mrs Collins knows. 

mrs george f a faint convulsion passing like <i mve m 
her 1 1 know more than either of you. One of you has not yet 
exhausted his first love: the other has not yet reached it, 
But I — I — [she reels and is again convulsed ). 

rtmr iirsm.ii> {saving- /hr fmfatl'rugj Writes the matter? 
Are you ill, Mrs Collins? [I/e gets her back into her c hah\. 
Soames : thcres a glass of water in the study— qui(;k. [Soames 
hurries to the study door]. 

mrs george. No. [Soames stops]. Dont call. Dont bring 
anyone. Cant you hear anything? 

the bishop. Nothing unusual. [He sits by he r> watching, 
her with intense surprise and interest]. 

MRS GEORGE. No music? 

soames. No. [He steals to the end of the table att^ sits on her 
right, equally interested ]. 

mrs george. Do you see nothing — not a great fight? 
the bishop. We are still walking in darkness. 
mrs george. Put your hand on my foreheacj; the hand 
with the ring. [He docs so. Her eyes close], 

soames [inspired to prophesy] There was a certain woman, 
the wife of a coal merchant, which had been a gre a t sinner— 
The Bishop, startled , takes his hand away. Mrs George’s 
eyes open vividly as she interrupts Soames. 
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mrs oeorge. You prophesy falsely, Anthony: never in 
all my life have I done anything that was not ordained for 
me. [ More quietly] Ive been myself. Ive not been afraid of 
myself. And at last I have escaped from myself, and am be- 
come a voice for them that are afraid to speak, and a cry for 
the hearts that break in silence. 

soames [whispering] Is she inspired? 
the bishop. Marvellous, Hush. 
mrs george. I have earned the right to speak. I have 
dared: I have gone through: I have not fallen withered in 
the fire : I have come at last out beyond, to the back of God- 
speed. 

the bishop. And what do you see there, at the back of 
Godspeed? 

soames [hungrily] Give us your message. 
mrs george [ with intensely sad reproach ] When you loved 
me I gave you the whole sun and stars to play with. I gave 
you eternity in a single moment, strength of the mountains 
in one clasp of your arms, and the volume of all the seas in 
one impulse of your souls. A moment only; but was it not 
enough? Were you not paid then for all the rest of your 
struggle on earth ? Must I mend your clothes and sweep your 
floors as well? Was it not enough? I paid the price without 
bargaining: I bore the children without flinching: was that 
a reason for heaping fresh burdens on me ? I carried the child 
in my arms: must I carry the father too? When I opened the 
gates of paradise, were you blind? was it nothing to you? 
When all the stars sang in your ears and all the winds swept 
you into the heart of heaven, were you deaf? were you dull ? 
was I no more to you than a bone to a dog? Was it not enough ? 
We spent eternity together; and you ask me for a little life- 
time more. We possessed all the universe together; and you 
ask me to give you my scanty wages as well. I have given 
you the greatest of all things; and you ask me to give you 
little things. I gave you your own soul: you asfc me for my 
body as a plaything. Was it not enough? Was it not enough? 
soames. Do you understand this, my lord? 
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the bishop. I have that advantage over you, Anthony, 
thanks to Alice. [He takes Mrs George's hand J. Your hand is 
very cold. Can you come down to earth? Do you remember 
who I am, and who you are? 

mrs george. It was enough for me. I did not ask to meet 
you — to touch you— [the Bishop quickly releases her hand I. 
When you spoke to my soul years ago from your pulpit, you 
opened the doors of my salvation tome; and now they stand 
open for ever. It was enough. I have asked you for nothing 
since: I ask you for nothing now. I have lived: it is enough. 
I have had my wages; and I am ready for my work. I thank 
you and bless you and leave you. Y ou are happier in that than 
I am ; for when I do for men what you did for me, I have no 
thanks, and no blessing: I am their prey; and there is no 
rest from their loving and no mercy from their loathing. 
the n [shop. You must take us as we arc, Mrs Collins, 
so ames. No. Take us as we are capable of becoming. 
mrs george. Take me as I am: T ask no more. turns 
her head to the study door and cries] Yes : come in, come in. 
Hotchkiss comes sojtly in jrom the study. 
hotchkxss. Will you be so kind as to tell me whether I 
am dreaming? In there I have heard Mrs Collins saying the 
strangest things, and not a syllable from you two. 
soames. My lord: is this possession by the devil? 
the bishop. Or the ecstasy of a saint ? 
hotchkiss. Or the convulsion of the pythoness on the 
tripod? 

the bishop, May not the three be one? 

MRS george [troubled] You are paining and tiring me 
with idle questions. You are dragging me back to myself. 
You are tormenting me with your evil dreams of saints and 
devils and — what was it? — [striving to fathom it] the python- 
ess— the pythoness— [giving it up] I dont understand. I 
am a woman; a human creature like yourselves. Will you 
not take me 'as I am? 

soames. Yes; hut shall we take you and burn you? 
the bishop. Or take you and canonize you? 
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hotchkiss \gatly] Or take you as a matter of course? 
[Swiftly to the Bishop ] We must get her out of this: it’s dan- 
gerous. [Aloud to her] May I suggest that you shall be 
Anthony’s devil and the Bishop’s saint and my adored 
Polly? [Slipping behind her,he picks up herhandfrom her lap 
and kisses it over her shoulder ]. 

mrs george [waking] What was that? Who kissed my 
hand? [To the Bishop, eagerly ] Was it you? [He shakes his 
head. She is mortified]. I beg your pardon. 

the bishop. Not at all. I’m not repudiating that honor. 
Allow me [he kisses her hand]. 

mrs george. Thank you for that. It was not the sexton, 
was it? 

soames. I! 

hotchkiss. It was I, Polly, your ever faithful. 
mrs georce [turning and seeing him] Let me catch you 
doing it again: thats all. How do you come there? I sent you 
away, [i With great energy, becoming quite herself again] What 
the goodness gracious has been happening? 

hotchkiss. As far as I can make out, you have been 
having a very charming and eloquent sort of fit. 

mrs george [ delighted] What! My second sight! [To the 
Bishop] Oh, how I have prayed that it might come to me if 
ever I met you! And now it has come. How stunning! You 
may believe every word I said: I cant remember it now; but 
it was something that was just bursting to be said; and so 
it laid hold of me and said itself. Thats how it is, you see. 

Edith and Cecil Sykes come in through the tower. She has her 
JuU on. Leo follows. They have evidently been out together. Sykes, 
with an unnatural air, half foolish, half rakish, as if he had lost 
all his self-respect and were determined not to let it prey on his 
spirits, throws himself into a chair at the end of the table near the 
hearth and thrusts his hands into his pockets, like Hogarth's 
Rake, without waiting for Edith to sit down. She sits in the 
railed chair. Leo takes the chair nearest the tower on the long 
side of the table, brooding, with closed Ups. 
the bishop. Have you been out, my dear? 
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and a nice mess l found everything in. Your clothes are in a 
disgraceful state. Your liver-pad has been made into a 
kettle-holder. Y'oure no more fit to lie left to yourself than a 
one-year-old baby. 

Reginald. Oh, I cant be bothered looking after things 
like that. I'm all right. 

leo, Youre not: youre a disgrace. You never consider 
that youre a disgrace to me: you think only of yourself. You 
must come home with me and be taken proper care of: my 
conscience will not allow me to let you live like a pig. [She 
arranges his necktie]. You must stay with me until I marry 
Sinjon; and then we can adopt you or something. 

Reginald [breaking loose from her and stumping of past 
Hotchkiss towards the hearth j No, I’m dashed if I’ll be adopted 
by Sinjon. You can adopt him if you like. 

hotchkiss [rising] I suggest that that would really be 
the better plan, l.co. Ivc a confession to make to you, I’m 
not the man you took me for. Your objection to Rejjy was 
that he had low tastes. 

Reginald [turning] Was it? by George! 
leo. I said slovenly habits, f never thought he Itadreally 
low tastes until I saw that woman in court. How he could 
have chosen such a creature and let her write to him after — 
Reginald. Is this fair? I never-- 
hotchkiss. Of course you didnt, Rejjy. Dont be silly, 
Leo. It’s I who really have low tastes. 
leo. You! 

hotchkiss. Ive fallen in love with a coal merchant’s wife. 
I adore her. I would rather have one of her boot-laces than 
a lock of your hair. [He folds his arms and stands like a rock]. 

Reginald. You damned scoundrel, how dare you throw 
my wife over like that before my face? [He seems on the 
point of assaulting Hotchkiss when Leo gets between them and 
draws Reginald away towards the study door]. 

leo. Dont take any notice of him, Rejjy. Go at once and 
get that odious decree demolished or annulled or whatever 
it is. Tell Sir Gorell Barnes that I have changed my mind. 
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[To Hotchkiss ] I might have known that you were too clever 
to be really a gentleman. [She takes Reginald away to the oak 
chest and seats him there. He chuckles. Hotchkiss resumes kis 
seat , brooding}. 

the bishop. All the problems appear to be solving them- 
selves. 

lesbia. Except mine. 

the general. But, my dear Lesbia, you see what has 
happened here today. [Coming a little nearer and bending his 
face towards hers ] Now I put it to you, does it not shew you 
the folly of not marrying? 

lesbia. No: I cant say it does. And [rising] you have 
been smoking again. 

the general. You drive me to it, Lesbia. I cant help it. 

lesbia [ standing behind her chair with her hands on the 
back of it and looking radiant] Well, I wont scold you today. 
I feel in particularly good humor just now. 

the general. May I ask why, Lesbia? 

lesbia [drawing a large breath] To think that after all the 
dangers of the morning I am still unmarried! still independ- 
ent! still my own mistress! still a glorious strong-minded 
old maid of old England ! 

Soames silently springs up and makes a long stretch from 
his end of the table to shake her hand across it. 

the general. Do you find any real happiness in being 
your own mistress? Would it not be more generous — would 
you not be happier as someone else’s mistress — 

lesbia. Boxer ! 

the general [ rising , horrified] No, no, you must know, 
my dear Lesbia, that I was not using the word in its im- 
proper sense. I am sometimes unfortunate in my choice of 
expressions; but you know what I mean. I feel sure you 
would be happier as my wife. 
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and a nice mess I found everything in. Your clothes are in a 
disgraceful state. Your liver-pad has been made into a 
kettle-holder. Youre no more fit to be left to yourself than a 
one-year-old baby. 

Reginald. Oh, I cant be bothered looking after things 
like that. I’m all right. 

leo. Youre not: youre a disgrace. You never consider 
that youre a disgrace to me: you think only of yourself. You 
must come home with me and be taken proper care of: my 
conscience will not allow me to let you live like a pig. [Sk 
arranges his necktie]. You must stay with me until I marry 
Sinjon ; and then we can adopt you or something. 

Reginald [ breaking loose from her and stumping of past 
Hotchkiss towards the hearth ] No, I’m dashed if I’ll be adopted 
by Sinjon. You can adopt him if you like. 

hotchkiss I suggest that that would really be 

the better plan, T.eo. Ive a confession to make to you. I'm 
not the man you took me for. Your objection to Rejjy was 
that he had low tastes. 

Reginald [turning] Was it ? by George! 
leo. I said slovenly habits. 1 never thoughthehadreally 
low tastes until J saw that woman in court. How he could 
have chosen such a creature and let her write to him after— 
Reginald. Is this fair? 1 never— 
hotchkiss. Of course you didnt, Rejjy. Dont be silly, 
Leo. It’s I who really have low tastes. 
leo. You! 

hotchkiss, Ive fallen in love with a coal merchant’s wife. 
I adore her. I would rather have one of her boot-laces than 
a lock of your hair. [He folds his arms and stands like a rock]. 

Reginald. You damned scoundrel, how dare you throw 
my wife over like that before my face? [He seems on the 
point of assaulting Hotchkiss when Leo gets between them and 
draws Reginald away towards the study door]. 

leo. Dont take any notice of him, Rejjy. Go at once and 
get that odious decree demolished or annulled or whatever 
it is. Tell Sir Gorell Barnes that I have changed my mind. 
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[To Hotchkiss] I might have known that you were too clever 
to be really a gentleman. [ She takes Reginald away to the oak 
chest and seats him there. He chuckles. Hotchkiss resumes his 
seat , brooding]. 

the bishop. All the problems appear to be solving them- 
selves. 

lesbia. Except mine. 

the general. But, my dear Lesbia, you see what has 
happened here today. [ Coming a little nearer and bending his 
face towards hers ] Now I put it to you, does it not shew you 
the folly of not marrying ? 

lesbia. No: I cant say it does. And [miwg] you have 
been smoking again. 

the general. You drive me to it, Lesbia. I cant help it. 
lesbia [standing behind her chair with her hands on the 
back of it and looking radiant] Well, I wont scold you today. 
I feel in particularly good humor just now. 
the ceneral. May I ask why, Lesbia? 
lesbia [drawing a large breath] To think that after all the 
dangers of the morning I am still unmarried! still independ- 
ent! still my own mistress! still a glorious strong-minded 
old maid of old England! 

Soames silently springs up and makes a long stretch from 
his end of the table to shake her hand across it. 

the general. Do you find any real happiness in being 
your own mistress? Would it not be more generous— would 
you not be happier as someone else’s mistress— 
lesbia. Boxer! 

the general [rising, horrified] No, no, you mus t know, 
my dear Lesbia, that I was not using the word in its im- 
proper sense. I am sometimes unfortunate in my choice of 
expressions; but you know what I mean, I feel sure you 
would be happier as my wife. 

lesbia, I daresay I should, in a frowsty sort of way. But 
I prefer my dignity and my independence. I’m afraid I 
think this rage for happiness rather vulgar. 

the general. Oh, very well, Lesbia. I shall not ask you 
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again. [He sits down huffily], 

lesbia. You will, Boxer; but it will be no use. [She aka 
sits down again and puts her hand almost affectionately on Am], 
Some day I hope to make a friend of you ; and then we shall 
get on very nicely. 

the general [ starting up again] Ha! I think you are 
hard, Lesbia. I shall make a fool of myself if I remain here. 
Alice: I shall go into the garden for a while. 

Collins [ appearing in the tower ] I think everything is in 
order now, maam. 

the general [ going to him] Oh, by the way, could you 
oblige me — [the rest of the sentence is lost in a whisper], 
collins. Certainly, General. [He takes out a tobacco pouch 
and hands it to the General , who takes it and goes into the garden], 
lesbia. I don t believe theres a man in England who really 
and truly loves his wife as much as he loves his pipe. 

the bishop. By the way, what has happened to the 
wedding party ? 

sykes. I dnnt know. There wasnt a soul in the church 
when wc were married except the pew opener and the curate 
who did the job. 

edith. They had all gone home. 
mrs bridgenorth. But the bridesmaids? 
collins. Me and the beadle have been all over the place 
in a couple of taxies, maam; and weve collected them all. 
They were a good deal disappointed on account of their 
dresses, and thought it all rather irregular ; but theyve agreed 
to come to the breakfast. The truth is, theyre wild with curi- 
osity to know how it all happened. The organist held on 
until the organ was nigh worn out, and himself worse than 
the organ. He asked me particularly to tell you, my lord, 
that he held back Mendelssohn til the very last; but when 
that was gone he thought he might as well go too. So he 
played God Save The King and cleared out the church. He’s 
coming to the breakfast to explain. 

leo. Please remember, Collins, that there is no truth 
whatever in the rumor that I am separated from my husband, 
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or that there is, or ever has been, anything between me and 
Mr Hotchkiss. 

collins. Bless you, maam! one could always see that. 
[To Mrs Bridge-north] Will you receive here or in the hall, 
maam? 

MRS bridgenorth. In the hall. Alfred: you and Boxer 
must go there and be ready to keep the first arrivals talking 
til we come. We have to dress Edith. Come, Lesbia: come, 
Leo: we must all help. Now, Edith. [ Lesbia , Leo, and Edith 
go out through the tower], Collins: we shall want you when 
Miss Edith’s dressed to look over her veil and things and 
see that theyre all right. 

collins. Yes, maam. Anything you would like men- 
tioned about Miss Lesbia, maam ? 

mrs bridgenorth. No. She wont have the General. I 
think you may take that as final. 

collins. What a pity, maam! A fine lady wasted, maam. 
[They shake their heads sadly; and Mrs Bridgenorth goes out 
through the tower], 

the bishop. I’m going to the hall, Collins, to receive. 
Rejjy: go and tell Boxer; and come both of you to help with 
the small talk. Come, Cecil. [He goes out through the tower, 
followed by Sykes], 

Reginald [to Hotchkiss] Youve always talked a precious 
lot about behaving like a gentleman. Well, if you think 
youve behaved’ like a gentleman to Leo, youre mistaken. 
And I shall have to take her part, remember that. 

hotchkiss. I understand. Your doors are closed to me. 

recinald [quickly] Oh no. Dont be hasty. I think! should 
like you to drop in after a while, you know. She gets so cross 
and upset when theres nobody to liven up the house a bit. 

hotchkiss. I’ll do my best. 

Reginald [relieved] Righto, You dont mind, old chap, 
do you? 

hotchkiss. It's Fate. Ive touched coal: and my hands 
are black; but theyre clean. So long, Rejjy. [They shake 
hands; and Reginald goes into the garden to collect Boxer], 
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collins. Excuse me, sir; but Jo you stay to breakfast! 
Your name is on one of the covers; and I should like to 
change it if youre not remaining. 

Hotchkiss, How do I know? Is my destiny any longer 
in my own hands? Go: ask she who must be obeyed. 

collins [awestruck] Has Mrs George taken a fancy to 
you, sir ? 

hotchkiss. Would she had! Worse, man, worse: Ive 
taken a fancy to Mrs George. 

collins. Dont despair, sir: if George likes your conver- 
sation youll find their house a very pleasant one: livelier 
than Mr Reginald’s was, I daresay. 
hotchkiss [calling Polly. 

collins [promptly] Oh, if it’s come to Polly already, sir, 

I should say you were all right. 

Mrs George appears at the door of the study. 
hotchkiss. Your brother-in-law wishes to know whether 
I’m to stay for the wedding breakfast. Tell him. 

mks oeorqe. He stays, Bill, if he chooses to behave him- 
self. 

hotchkiss [to Col/itis] May 1 , as a friend of the family, 
have the privilege of calling you Bill? 

collins. With pleasure, sir, I’m sure, sir. 
hotchkiss. My own pet name in the bosom of my 
family is Sonny. 

mrs George. Why didnt you tell me that before? Sonny 
is just the name I wanted for you. [She pats his cheek famili- 
arly: he rises abruptly and goes to the hearth , where he throws 
himself moodily into the railed chair]. Bill: I’m not going into 
the hall until there are enough people there to make a 
proper little court for me. Send the Beadle for me when you 
think it looks good enough. 

collins. Right, maam. [He goes out through the tower], 
Mrs George , left alone with Hotchkiss and Soames , suddenly 
puts her hands on Soames 1 s shoulders and bends over hint], 
mrs george. The Bishop said I was to tempt you, An- 
thony, 

486 



GETTING MARRIED 
soames [ without looking round] Woman : go away. 
mrs george. Anthony: 

“When other lips and other hearts 
Their tale of love shall tell 
Hotchkiss [ sardonically ] 

In language whose excess imparts 
The power they feel so well. 

MRS GEORGE. 

Though hollow hearts may wear a mask 
Twould break your own to see, 

In such a moment I but ask 
That youll remember me.” 

And you will, Anthony, I shall put my spell on you. 

soames. Do you think that a man who has sung the Mag- 
nificat and adored the Queen of Heaven has any ears for 
such trash as that or any eyes for such trash as you— saving 
your poor little soul’s presence. Go home to your duties, 
woman. 

mrs george [ highly approving his fortitude] Anthony: I 
adopt you as my father. Thats the talk! Give me a man whose 
whole life doesnt hang on some scrubby woman in the next 
street; and I’ll never let him go [ she slaps him heartily on the 
hack]. 

soames. Thats enough. You have another man to talk to. 
I’m busy. 

mrs george [leaving Soames and goinga step or two nearer 
Hotchkiss] Why amt you like him, Sonny? Why do you hang 
on to a scrubby woman in the next street? 

hotchkiss [ thoughtfully \ I must apologize to Billiter. 
mrs george. Who is Billiter? 

hotchkiss. A man who eats rice pudding with a spoon. 
Ive been eating rice pudding with a spoon ever since l saw 
you first. [He rises]. We all eat our rice pudding with a 
spoon, dont we, Soames? 

soames. We are members of one another. There is no 
need to refer to me. In the first place, I’m busy: in the 
second, youll find it all in the Church Catechism, which con- 
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collins. Excuse me, sir; but do you stay to breakfast? 
Your name is on one of the covers; and I should like to 
change it if youre not remaining. 

hotchkiss. How do I know? Is my destiny any longer 
in my own hands? Go: ask she who must be obeyed. 

collins [awestruck] Has Mrs George taken a fancy to 
you, sir? 

hotchkiss. Would she had! Worse, man, worse: Ive 
taken a fancy to Mrs George. 

collins. Dont despair, sir: if George likes your conver- 
sation youll find their house a very pleasant one: livelier 
than Mr Reginald’s was, I daresay. 
hotchkiss [calling] Polly. 

collins [promptly] Oh, if it’s come to Polly already, sir, 
I should say you were all right. 

Mrs George appears at the door of the study. 

- hotchkiss. Your brother-in-law wishes to know whether 
I’m to stay for the wedding breakfast. Tell him. 

mrs george. He stays, Bill, if he chooses to behave him- 
self. 

hotchkiss [to Collins] May I, as a friend of the family, 
have the privilege of calling you Bill ? 

collins. With pleasure, sir, I’m sure, sir. 
hotchkiss. My own pet name in the bosom of my 
family is Sonny. 

mrs george. Why didnt you tell me that before? Sonny 
is just the name I wanted for you. [She pats his cheek famili- 
arly: he rises abruptly and goes to the hearth , where he throws 
himself moodily into the railed chair]. Bill: I’m not going into 
the hall until there are enough people there to make a 
proper little court for me, Send the Beadle for me when you 
think it looks good enough. 

collins. Right, maam. [He goes out through the tower]. 
Mrs George , left alone with Hotchkiss and Soames, suddenly 
puts her hands on Soames’ s shoulders and bends over him], 
mrs george. The Bishop said I was to tempt you, An- 
thony, 
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soames [without looking round] Woman: go away. 
mrs oeorge. Anthony: 

“When other lips and other hearts 
Their tale of love shall tell 
hotchkiss [ sardonically ] 

In language whose excess imparts 
The power they feel so well. 

MRS GEORGE. 

Though hollow hearts may wear a mask 
Twould break your own to see, 

In such a moment I but ask 
That youll remember me.” 

And you will, Anthony. I shall put my spell on you. 

soames. Do you think that a man who has sung the Mag- 
nificat and adored the Queen of Heaven has any ears for 
such trash as that or any eyes for such trash as you — saving 
your poor little soul’s presence. Go home to your duties, 
woman. 

mrs george [highly approving his fortitude] Anthony: I 
adopt you as my father, Thats the talk 1 Give me a man whose 
whole life doesnt hang on some scrubby woman in the next 
street; and I'll never let him go [she slaps him heartily on the 
had]. 

soames. Thats enough. You have another man to talk to. 
I’m busy. 

mrs george [leaving Soames and going a step or two nearer 
Hotchkiss ] Why amt you like him, Sonny? Why do you hang 
on to a scrubby woman in the next street ? 

hotchkiss [thoughtfully] I must apologize to Billiter. 
mrs george. Who is Billiter ? 
hotchkiss. A man who eats rice pudding with a spoon. 
Ive been eating rice pudding with a spoon ever since l saw 
you first. [He rises]. We all eat our rice pudding with a 
spoon, dont we, Soames ? 

soames. We are members of one another. There is no 
need to refer to me. In the first place, I’m busy: in the 
second, youll find it all in the Church Catechism, which con- 
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tains most of the new discoveries with which the age is burst- 
ing. Of course you should apologize to Billiter. He is your 
equal. He will go to the same heaven if he behaves himself 
and to the same hell if he doesnt. 

MRS george [sitting down ] And so will my husband the 
coal merchant. 

hotchkiss. If I were your husband’s superior here I 
should be his superior in heaven or hell: equality lies deeper 
than that. The coal merchant and I are in love with the same 
woman. That settles the question for me for ever. [He 
prowls across the kitchen to the garden door , deep in thought], 

soames. Psha! 

mrs george. You dont believe in women, do you, 
Anthony? He might as well say that he and George both 
like fried fish. 

hotchkiss. I do not like fried fish. Dont be low, 
Polly. 

soames. Woman: do not presume to accuse me of un- 
belief. And do you, Hotchkiss, not despise this woman’s 
soul because she speaks of fried fish. Some of the victims of 
the Miraculous Draught of Fishes were fried. And I eat 
fried fish every Friday and like it. You are as ingrained a 
snob as ever. 

hotchkiss [impatiently] My dear Anthony. I find you 
merely ridiculous as a preacher, because you keep referring 
me to places and documents and alleged occurrences in 
which, as a matter of fact, I dont believe. I dont believe in 
anything but my own will and my own pride and honor. 
Your fishes and your catechisms and all the rest of it make 
a charming poem which you call your faith. It fits you to 
perfection; but it doesnt fit me. I happen, like Napoleon, to 
prefer Mahometanism. [Mrs George, associating Mahomet- 
anism with polygamy, looks at him with quick suspicion ]. I 
believe the whole British Empire will adopt a reformed 
Mahometanism before the end of the century. The char- 
acter of Mahomet is congenial to me. I admire him, and 
share his views of life to a considerable extent. That beats 
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you, you see, Soames. Religion is a great force: the only real 
motive force in the world; but what you fellows dont under- 
stand is that you must get at a man through his own religion 
and not through yours. Instead of facing that fact, you per- 
sist in trying to convert all men to your own little sect, so 
that you can use it against them afterwards. You are all 
missionaries and proselytizers trying to uproot the native 
religion from your neighbor’s flowerbeds and plant your 
own in its place. You would rather let a child perish in 
ignorance than have it taught by a rival sectary. You talk 
to me of the quintessential equality of coal merchants and 
British officers; and yet you cant see the quintessential 
equality of all the religions. Who are you, anyhow, that you 
should know better than Mahomet or Confucius or any of 
the other Johnnies who have been on this job since the 
world existed? 

MRS georoe [admiring his eloquence ] George will like 
you, Sonny. You should hear him talking about the Church. 

soames. Very well, then; go to your doom, both of you. 
There is only one religion for me: that which my soul knows 
to be true; but even irreligion has one tenet; and that is the 
sacredness of marriage. You two are on the verge of deadly 
sin. Do you deny that? 

hotchkiss. You forget, Anthony; the marriage itself is 
the deadly sin according to you. 

soames. The question is not now what I believe, but what 
you believe. Take the vows with me; and give up that 
woman if you have the strength and the light. But if you are 
still in the grip of this world, at least respect its institutions. 
Do you believe in marriage or do you not? 

hotchkiss. My soul is utterly free from any such super- 
stition. I solemnly declare that between this woman, as you 
impolitely call her, and me, I see no barrier that my con- 
science bids me respect. I loathe the whole marriage 
morality of the middle classes with all my instincts. If I were 
an eighteenth century marquis I could not feel more free 
with regard to a Parisian citizen’s wife than I do with regard 
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to Polly. I despise all this domestic purity business as the 
lowest depth of narrow, selfish, sensual, wife-grabbing 
vulgarity. 

mrs george [rising promptly] Oh, indeed. Then youre 
not coming home with me, young man. I’m sorry; for it’s re- 
freshing to have met once in my life a man who wasnt 
frightened by my wedding ring; but I’m looking out for a 
friend and not for a French marquis; so youre not coming 
home with me. 

hotchkiss [inexorably] Yes, I am. 

MRS GEORGE. No. 

hotchkiss. Yes. Think again. You know your set pretty 
well, I suppose, your petty tradesmen’s set. You know all its 
scandals and hypocrisies, its jealousies and squabbles, its 
hundreds of divorce cases that never come into court, as 
well as its tens that do. 

mrs george. We’re not angels. I know a few scandals; 
but most of us are too dull to be anything but good. 

hotchkiss. Then you must have noticed that just as all 
murderers, judging by their edifying remarks on the 
scaffold, seem to be devout Christians, so all libertines, both 
male and female, are invariably people overflowing with 
domestic sentimentality and professions of respect for the 
conventions they violate in secret. 

mrs george. Well, you dont expect them to give them- 
selves away, do you? 

hotchkiss. They are people of sentiment, not of honor. 
Now, I’m not a man of sentiment, but a man of honor. I 
know well what will happen to me when once I cross the 
threshold of your husband’s house and break bread with 
him. This marriage bond which I despise will bind me as it 
never seems to bind the people who believe in it, and whose 
chief amusement is to go to the theatres where it is laughed 
at. Soames: youre a Communist, arnt you? 

soames. I am a Christian. That obliges me to be a Com- 
munist. 

hotchkiss. And you believe that many of our landed 
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estates were stolen from the Church by Henry the eighth? 

soames. I do not merely believe that: I know it as a 
lawyer. 

hotchkiss. Would you steal a turnip from one of the 
landlords of those stolen lands ? 

soames [fencing with the question ] They have no right to 
their lands. 

hotchkiss. Thats not what I ask you. Would you steal a 
turnip from one of the fields they have no right to ? 
soames. I do not like turnips. 
hotchkiss. As you are a lawyer answer me. 
soames. I admit that I should probably not do so. I 
should perhaps be wrong not to steal the turnip: I cant de- 
fend my reluctance to do so; but I think I should not do so. 
I know I should not do so, 

hotchkiss. Neither shall I be able to steal George’s 
wife. I have stretched out my hand for that forbidden fruit 
before; and I know that my hand will always come back 
empty. To disbelieve in marriage is easy: to love a married 
woman is easy; but to betray a comrade, to be disloyal to a 
host, to break the covenant of bread and salt, is impossible. 
You may take me home with you, Polly: you have nothing 
to fear. 

mrs george. And nothing to hope? 
hotchkiss. Since you put it in that more than kind way, 
Polly, absolutely nothing. 

mrs george. Hm! Like most men, you think you know 
everything a woman wants, dont you? But the thing one 
wants most has nothing to do with marriage at all. Perhaps 
Anthony here has a glimmering of it. Eh, Anthony? 
soames. Christian fellowship? 
mrs george. You call it that, do you? 
soames. What do you call it? 
collins [ appearing in the tower with the Beadle ] Now, 
Polly, the hall’s full; and theyre waiting for you. 

the beadle. Make way there, gentlemen, please. Way 
for the worshipful the Mayoress. If you please, my lords and 
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gentlemen. By your leave, ladies and gentlemen: way for 
the Mayoress, 

Mrs George takes Hotchkiss's arm, and goes out , preceded 
by the Beadle. 

Soames resumes his writing tranquilly. 
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ACT I 

I N the garden restaurant of a hotel at Remagen on the Rhine , 
on a fine afternoon in August in the eighteen-eighties. Look- 
ing down the Rhine towards Bonn , the gate leading from the 
garden to the riverside is seen on the right. The hotel is on the left. 
It has a wooden annexe with an entrance marked Table d’Hdte. 
A waiter is in attendance. 

A couple of English tourists come out of the hotel. The younger. 
Dr Harry Irench, is about 24, stoutly built \ thick in the neck , 
dose-cropped and black in the hair, with undignified medical- 
student manners, frank, hasty, rather boyish. The other, Mr 
William de Burgh Cokane, is probably over sp, possibly 50: an 
ill-nourished, scanty-haired gentleman, with affected manners: 
fidgety, touchy, unconstitutionally ridiculousinuncompassion- 
ate eyes. 

cokane [on the threshold of the hotel, calling peremptorily 
to the waiter \ Two beers for us out here. [ The waiter goes for 
the beer. Cokane comes into the garden]. We have secured the 
room with the best view in the hotel, Harry, thanks to my 
tact. We’ll leave in the morning, and do Mainz and Frank- 
furt. There is a very graceful female statue in the private 
house of a nobleman in Frankfurt. Also a zoo. Next day, 
Nuremberg! finest collection of instruments of torture in 
the world. 

trench. All right. You look out the trains, will you? 
[He takes a Continental Bradshaw from his pocket, and tosses it 
on one of the tables]. 

cokane [baulking himself in the act of sitting down] Pah! 
the seat is all dusty. These foreigners are deplorably unclean 
in their habits. 

trench [ buoyantly ] Never mind: it dont matter, old 
chappie. Buck up, Billy, buck up. Enjoy yourself. [He 
throws Cokane into the chair, and sits down opposite him, taking 
out his pipe, and singing noisily] 

Pour out the Rhine wine: let it flow 
Like a free and bounding river- 
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cokane [scandalized] In the name of common decency, 
Harry, will you remember that you are a Gentleman, and 
not a coster on Hamstead Heath on Bank Holiday ? Would 
you dream of behaving like this in London ? 

trench, Oh, rot! Ive come abroad to enjoy myself. So 
would you if youd just passed an examination after four years 
in the medical school and walking the hospital, [He again 
bursts into song], 

cokane [rising] Trench: either you travel as a gentleman, 
or you travel alone. This is what makes Englishmen un- 
popular on the Continent. It may not matter before the 
natives; but the people who came on board the steamer at 
Bonn are English. I have been uneasy all the afternoon about 
what they must think of us. Look at our appearance. 
trench. Whats wrong with our appearance? 
cokane. Neglige, my dear fellow, neglige. On the 
steamboat a little negligi was quite en r&gle; but here, in 
this hotel, some of them are sure to dress for dinner; and you 
have nothing but that Norfolk j acket. How are they to know 
that you are well connected if you do not shew it by your 
costume? 

trench. Pooh! the steamboat people were the scum of 
the earth : Americans and all sorts. They may go hang them- 
selves, Billy. I shall not bother about them. [He strikes a 
match , and proceeds to light his pipe]. 

cokane. Do drop calling me Billy in public, Trench. 
My name is Cokane. I am sure they were persons of conse- 
quence: you were struck with the distinguished appearance 
of the father yourself. 

trench [sobered at once] What! those people? [He blows 
out the match and puts up his pipe], 

cokane [following up his advantage triumphantly ] Here, 
Harry, here: at this hotel. I recognized the father’s um- 
brella in the hall. 

trench [with a touch of genuine shame] I suppose I ought 
to have brought a change. But a lot of luggage is such a 
nuisance; and [rising abruptly ] at all events we can go and 
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have a wash. [He turns to go into the hotel, but stops in consterna- 
tion, seeing some -people coming up to the riverside gate], Oh , 1 
say! Here they are. 

A lady and gentleman, followed by a porter with some light 
parcels, not luggage, but shop purchases, come into the garden. 
They are apparently father and daughter. The gentleman is 50, 
tall, well preserved, and of upright carriage. His incisive, domi- 
neeringutteranceandimposingstyle,withhisstrongaquilinemse 
and resolute clean-shaven mouth, give him an air of importance. 
He wears a light grey frock-coat with silk linings, a white hat, 
and a field-glass slung in anew leather case. A self-made man, 
formidable to servants, not easily accessibleto anyone. His daugh- 
ter is a well-dressed, well-fed, good-looking, strongminded young 
woman, presentably ladylike, but still her father’s daughter. 
Nevertheless fresh and attractive, and none the worse for being 
vital and energetic rather than delicate and refined. 

co kane [quickly taking the arm of Trench, who is staring as 
if transfixed ] Recollect yourself, Harry: presence of mind, 
presence of mind! [He strolls with him towards the hotel. The 
waiter comes out with the beer]. Kellner: ceci-la est notre 
table. Est ce que vous comprenez Franfais? 
waiter. Yes, zare. Oil right, zare. 
the gentleman [to his porter] Place those things on that 
table. [The porter does not understand], 

waiter [interposing] Zese zhentellmen are using zis table, 
zare. Vould you mind — 

the gentleman [ severely ] You should have told me so 
before. [To Cokane, with fierce condescension] I regret the mis- 
take, sir. 

cokane. Dont mention it, my dear sir: dont mention it. 
Retain the place, I beg. 

the gentleman [coldly turning his back on him] Thank 
you. [To the porter] Place them on that table. [The porter 
makes no movement until the gentleman points to the parcels and 
peremptorily raps on another table, nearer the gate]. 

porter. Ja wohl, gnad’g’ Herr. [He puts down the 
parcels], 
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the gentleman [taking out a handful of money] Waiter. 
waiter [awestruck] Yes, zare. 
the gentleman. Tea. For two. Out here. 
waiter. Yes, zare. [He goes into the hotel]. 

The gentleman selects a small coin from his handful of money , 
and gives it to the porter , who receives it with a submissive touch 
to his cap, and goes out, not daring to speak. His daughter sits 
down and opens a parcel of photographs . The gentleman takes 
out a Baedeker; places a chair for himself; and then, before sitting 
down, looks truculently at Cokane, as if waiting for him to take 
himself of . Cokane, not at all abashed, resumes his place at the 
other table with an air of modest good breeding, and calls to 
Trench, who is prowling irresolutely in the background. 

cokane. Trench, my dear fellow: your beer is waiting 
for you. [He drinks]. 

trench 1 glad of the excuse to come back to his chair] Thank 
you, Cokane. [He also drinks], 

cokane. By the way, Harry, I have often meant to ask 
you: is Lady Roxdale your mother’s sister or your father’s? 

This shot tells immediately. The gentleman is perceptibly 
interested. 

trench. My mother’s, of course. What put that into 
your head? 

cokane. Nothing. I was just thinking — hm! She will 
expect you to marry, Harry: a doctor ought to marry. 
trench. What has she got to do with it? 
cokane. A great deal, dear boy. She looks forward to 
floating your wife in society in London. 
trench. What rot! 

cokane. Ah, you are young, dear boy: you dont know 
the importance of these things: apparently idle ceremonial 
trifles, really the springs and wheels of a great aristocratic 
system. [The waiter comes back with the tea things, which he 
brings to the gentleman’ s table. Cokane rises and addresses the 
gentleman]. My dear sir, excuse my addressing you; but I 
cannot help feeling that you prefer this table, and that we 
are in your way. 
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THE gentleman [graciously] Thank you, Blanche; this 
gentleman very kindly offers us his table, if you would pre- 
fer it. 

blanche. Oh, thanks: it makes no difference. 

THE gentleman [to Cokane ] We are fellow travellers, I 
believe, sir. 

cokane. Fellow travellers and fellow countrymen. Ah, 
we rarely feel the charm of our own tongue until it reaches 
our ears under a foreign sky. You have no doubt noticed 
that? 

the gentleman [a little puzzled ] Hm 1 From a romantic 
point of view, possibly, very possibly. As a matter of fact, 
the sound of English makes me feel at home; and I dislike 
feeling at home when I am abroad. It is not precisely what 
one goes to the expense for. [He looks at Trench]. I think 
this gentleman travelled with us also. 

cokane [acting as master of the ceremonies] My valued 
friend, Dr Trench. [The gentleman and Trench rise]. Trench, 
my dear fellow, allow me to introduce you to— er— ? [He 
looks inquiringly at the gentleman, waiting for the name], 
the gentleman. Permit me to shaie your hand, Dr 
Trench. My name is Sartorius; and I have the honor of being 
known to Lady Roxdale, who is, I believe, a near relative of 
yours. Blanche. [She looks up]. DrTrench. [ They bow]. 

trench. Perhaps I should introduce my friend Cokane 
to you, Mr Sartorius: Mr William de Burgh Cokane. [Co- 
tee makes an elaborate bow. Sartorius accepts it with dignity. 
The waiter meanwhile returns with the tea things.]. 
sartorius [to the waiter] Two more cups. 
waiter. Yes, zare. [He goes into the hotel]. 
blanche. Do you take sugar, Mr Cokane? 
cokane. Thank you. [To Sartorius ] This is really too 
kind, Harry: bring your chair round. 

sartorius. You are very welcome. [Trench brings his 
chair to the tea table; and they all sit round it. The waiter returns 
with two more cups]. 

waiter. Table d’hote at alf pass zeex, zhentellmenn. 
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Somesing else now, zare ? 

sartorius, No. You can go. [The waiter goes]. 
cokane [very agreeably] Do you contemplate a long stay 
here, Miss Sartorius? 

blanche. We were thinking of going on to Rolandseck. 
Is it as nice as this place? 

cokane. Harry: the Baedeker. [Trench produces it from 
the other pocket]. Thank you. [He consults the index for Roland- 
seck]. 

blanche. Sugar, Dr Trench? 
trench. Thanks. [She hands him the cup, and looks mean - 
ingly at him for an instant. He looks down hastily, and glances 
apprehensively at Sartorius , who is preoccupied with the bread 
and butter ]. 

cokane. Rolandseck appears to be an extremely interest- 
ing place. [He reads] “It is one of the most beautiful and 
frequented spots on the river, and is surrounded with numer- 
ous villas and pleasant gardens, chiefly belonging to wealthy 
merchants from the Lower Rhine, and extending along the 
wooded slopes at the back of the village.” 

blanche. That sounds civilized and comfortable. I vote 
we go there. 

sartorius. Quite like our place at Surbiton, my dear. 
blanche. Quite. 

cokane. You have a place down the river? Ah, I envy 
you. 

sartorius. No: I have merely taken a furnished villa at 
Surbiton for the summer. I live in Bedford Square. I am a 
vestryman, and must reside in the parish. 
blanche. Another cup, Mr Cokane? 
cokane. Thank you, no. [To Sartorius] I presume you 
have been round this little place. Not much to see here, ex- 
cept the Apollinaris Church. 

sartorius [ scandalized] The what! 
cokane. The Apollinaris Church. 
sartorius. A strange name to give a church. Very con- 
tinental, I must say. 
joo 
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cokane. Ah, yes, yes, yes. That is where our neighbors 
fall short sometimes, Mr Sartorius. Taste! taste is what 
they occasionally fail in. But in this instance they are not to 
blame. The water is called after the church, not the church 
after the water. 

sartorius [as if this were an extenuating circumstance, but 
not a complete excuse ] I am glad to hear it. Is the church a 
celebrated one? 

cokane. Baedeker stars it. 

sartorius [respectfully] Oh, in that case I should like to 
see it. 

cokane [reading] “—erected in 1839 by Zwirner, the 
late eminent architect of the cathedral of Cologne, at the 
expense of Count Furstenberg-Stammheim.” 

sartorius [much impressed ] We must certainly see that, 
Mr Cokane. I had no idea that the architect of Cologne 
cathedral lived so recently. 

blanche. Dont let us bother about any more churches, 
papa: theyre all the same. I’m tired to death of them. 

sartorius. Well, my dear, if you think it sensible to take 
a long and expensive journey to see what there is to be seen, 
and then go away without seeing it — 

blanche. Not this afternoon, papa, please. 
sartorius. Mydear:Ishouldlikeyoutoseeeverything. 

It is part of your education— 

blanche [rising, with a petulant sigh] Oh, my education! 
Very well, very well: I suppose I must go through with it. 
Are you coming, Dr Trench? [With a grimace] I’m sure the 
Johannis Church will be a treat for you. 

cokane [laughing softly and archly] Ah, excellent, excel- 
lent: very good indeed. [Seriously] But do you know, Miss 
Sartorius, there actually are Johannis churches here— 
several of them — as well as Apollinaris ones ? 

s/cKTORivs[sententiously,takingouthisfield-glassandlead- 
ing the way to the gate] There is many a true word spoken in 
jest, Mr Cokane. 

cokane [accompanying him] How true! How true! 
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They go out together , ruminating profoundly. Blanche makes 
no movement to follow them. She watches until they are safely 
out of sight, and then posts herself before Trench, looking at him 
with an enigmatic smile, which he returns with a half sheepish, 
half conceited grin. 

blanche. Well! So you have done it at last. 
trench. Yes. At least Cokane’s done it. I told you he’d 
manage it. He’s rather an ass in some ways; but he has tre- 
mendous tact. 

blanche [contemptuously] Tact! Thats not tact: thats in- 
quisitiveness. Inquisitive people always have a lot of prac- 
tice in getting into conversation with strangers. Why didnt 
you speak to my father yourself on the boat ? You were ready 
enough to speak to me without any introduction. 
trench. I didnt particularly want to talk to him. 
blanche. It didnt occur to you, I suppose, that you put 
me in a false position by that. 

trench. Oh, I dont see that, exactly. Besides, your 
father isnt an easy man to tackle. Of course, now that I know 
him, I see that he’s pleasant enough; but then youve got to 
know him first, havnt you ? 

blanche [ impatiently ] Everybody is afraid of papa: I’m 
sure I dont know why. [She sits down again, pouting a little], 
trench [tenderly] However, it’s all right now: isnt it? 
[He sits near her]. 

blanche [ sharply] I dont know. How should I ? You had 
no right to speak to me that day on board the steamer. You 
thought I was alone, because [with false pathos ] I had no 
mother with me. 

trench [protesting] Oh, I say! Come! It was you who 
spoke to me. Of course I was only too glad of the chance; 
but on my word I shouldnt have moved an eyelid if you 
hadnt given me a lead. 

blanche. I only asked you the name of a castle. There 
was nothing unlady like in that. 

trench. Of course not. Why shouldnt you? [ With re- 
newed tenderness] But it’s all right now: isnt it? 
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blanche [softly, looking subtly at him] Is it ? 
trench [ suddenly becoming shy] I— I suppose so. By the 
way, what about the Apollinaris Church? Your father ex- 
pects us to follow him, doesnt he? 

blanche [with suppressed resentment] Dont let me detain 
you if you wish to see it. 
trench. Wont you come? 
blanche. No. [ She turns kerf ace away moodily ], 

TRENCH [alarmed] I say. youre not offended, are you? 
[She looks round at him for a moment with a reproachful film on 
her eyes], Blanche. [She bristles instantly ; overdoes it; and 
frightens him]. I beg your pardon for calling you by your 
name; but I — er — [<57if corrects her mistake by softening her 
expression eloquently. He responds with a gush ] You dont 
mind, do you ? I felt sure you wouldnt, somehow. Well, look 
here. I have no idea how you will receive this: it must seem 
horribly abrupt; but the circumstances do not admit of— 
the fact is, my utter want of tact — [he flounders more and more, 
unable to see that she can hardly contain her eagerness ]. Now, 
ifitwereCokane — 

blanche [impatiently] Cokane! 
trench [terrified] No, not Cokane. Though I assure you 
I was only going to say about him that— 

blanche. That he will be back presently with papa. 
trench [stupidly] Yes: they cant be very long now. I 
hope I’m not detaining you. 

blanche. I thought you were detaining me because you 
had something to say. 

trench [totally unnerved \ Not at all. At least, nothing 
very particular. That is, I’m afraid you wouldnt think it 
very particular, Another time, perhaps— 

blanche. What other time? How do you know that we 
shall ever meet again? [ Desperately ] Tell me now. I want 
you to tell me now. 

trench. Well, I was thinking that if we could make up 
our minds to— or not to— at least— er— [His nervousness 
deprives him of the power of speech]. 
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blanche [giving him up as hopeless] I dont think theres 
much danger of your making up your mind) Dr Trench. 

trench [ stammering ] I only thought — [He stops and 
looks at her piteously. She hesitates a moment , and then puts her 
hands into his with calculated impulsiveness. He snatches her 
into his arms with a cry of relief] Dear Blanche! I thought I 
should never have said it. I believe I should have stood stut- 
tering here all day if you hadnt helped me out with it. 

v,thscas.[indignantlytryingto hreakloosefrom him ] I didnt 
help you out with it. 

trench [holding her ] I dont mean that you did it on pur- 
pose, of course. Only instinctively. 

blanche [ still a little anxious] But you havnt said any- 
thing. 

trench. What more can I say than this? [He kisses her 
again]. 

blanche [overcome by the kiss, but holding on to her point] 
But Harry— 

trench [delighted at the name] Yes. 
blanche. When shall we be married? 
trench. At the first church we meet: the Apollinaris 
Church, if you like. 

blanche. No, but seriously. This is serious, Harry: you 
musntjoke about it. 

trench [looking suddenly round to the riverside gate and 
quickly releasing her] Sh! Here they are back again. 

blanche. Oh, d— [The word is drowned by the clangor of 
a bell from within the hotel. The waiter appears on the steps, 
ringing it. Cokane and Sartorius are seen returning by the river 
gate]. 

waiter. Table d’hote in dwendy minutes, ladies and 
zhentellmenn. [He goes into the hotel], 

sartorius [gravely] I intended you to accompany us, 
Blanche. 

blanche. Yes, papa. We were just about to start. 
sartorius. We are rather dusty: we must make our- 
selves presentable at the table d’hote. I think you had better 
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come in with me, my child. Come. 

He offers Blanche his arm. The gravity of his manner over- 
awes them all. Blanche silently takes his arm and goes into the 
hotel with him. Cokane , hardly less momentous than Sartorius 
himself, contemplates Trench with the severity of a judge. 

cokane [with reprobation ] No, my dear boy. No, no. 
Never. I blush for you. I was never so ashamed in my life. 
You have been taking advantage of that unprotected girl. 
trench [hotly] Cokane ! 

cokane [inexorable] Her father seems to be a perfect 
gentleman. I obtained the privilege of his acquaintance: I 
introduced you: I allowed him to believe that he might leave 
his daughter in your charge with absolute confidence. And 
what did I see on our return? what did her father see? Oh. 
Trench, Trench! No, my dear fellow, no, no. Bad taste, 
Harry, bad form 1 

trench. Stuff! There was nothing to see. 
cokane. Nothing to see! She, a perfect lady, a person of 
the highest breeding, actually in your arms; and you say 
there was nothing to see! with a waiter there actually ring- 
ing a heavy hell to call attention to his presence! [ Lectur- 
ing him with redoubled severity] Have you no principles, 
Trench? Have you no religious convictions? Have you 
no acquaintance with the usages of society? You actually 
kissed— 

trench. You didnt see me kiss her. 
cokane. We not only saw but heard it: the report posi- 
tively reverberated down the Rhine. Dont condescend to 
subterfuge, Trench. 

trench. Nonsense, my dear Billy. You— 
cokane. There you go again. Dont use that low abbre- 
viation. How am I to preserve the respect of fellow travellers 
of position and wealth, if I am to be Biliied at every turn? 
My name is William : William de Burgh Cokane. 

trench. Oh, bother! There: dont be offended, old chap. 
Whats the use of putting your back up at every trifle? It 
comes natural to me to call youBilly : it suits you, somehow. 
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cokane [mortified] You have no delicacy of feeling, 
Trench: no tact. I never mention it to any one; but nothing, 

I am afraid, will ever make a true gentleman of you. [Sar- 
torius appears on the threshold oj the hotel]. Here is my friend 
Sartorius, coming, no doubt, to ask you for an explanation 
of your conduct. I really should not have been surprised to 
see him bring a horsewhip with him. I shall not intrude on 
the painful scene. 

trench. Dont go, confound it. I dont want to meet him 
alone just now. 

cokane [shaking his head] Delicacy, Harry, delicacy! 
Good taste! Savoir faire! [He walks away. Trench tries to 
escape in the opposite direction by strolling of towards the garden 
entrance]. 

sartorius [ mesmerically ] Dr Trench. 

trench [stopping and turning] Oh, is that you, Mr Sar- 
torius ? How did you find the church? 

Sartorius , without a word, points to a seat. Trench, half 
hypnotized by his own nervousness and the impressiveness of 
Sartorius , sits down helplessly. 

sartorius [also seating himself] You have been speaking 
to my daughter, Dr Trench. 

trench [with an attempt at ease of manner] Yes: we had a 
conversation — quite a chat, in fact— while you were at the 
church with Cokane. How did you get on with Cokane, Mr 
Sartorius? I always think he has such wonderful tact. 

sartorius [ignoring the digression] I havejust had a word 
with my daughter, Dr Trench; and I find her under the im- 
pression that something has passed between you which it is 
my duty as a father — the father of a motherless girl — to in- 
quire into at once. My daughter, perhaps foolishly, has 
taken you quite seriously; and — 

trench. But— 

sartorius. One moment, if you will be so good. I have 
been a young man myself: younger, perhaps, than you would 
suppose from my present appearance. I mean, of course, in 
character. If you were not serious — 
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trench [ingenuously] But I was perfectly serious. I want 
to marry your daughter, Mr Sartorius. I hope you dont 
object. 

&AxmKim[condescetidingtoTrench!shumilityjromthemere 

instinct to seize an advantage , and yet deferring to Lady Rox- 
dale's relative] So far, no. I may say that your proposal seems 
to be an honorable and straightforward one, and that it is 
very gratifying to me personally. 

trench [ agreeably surprised] Then I suppose we may 
consider the affair as settled. It’s really very good of you. 

sartorius. Gently, Dr Trench, gently. Such a trans- 
action as this cannot be settled off-hand. 

trench. Not off-hand, no, There are settlements and 
things, of course. But it may be regarded as settled between 
ourselves, maynt it? 

sartorius. Hm! Have you nothing further to mention ? 

trench. Only that — that— No: I dont know that I have, 
except that I love— 

sartorius [interrupting] Anything about your family, 
for example? You do not anticipate any objection on their 
part, do you? . 

trench. Oh, they have nothing to do with it. 

sartorius [warmly] Excuse me, sir: they have a great 
deal to do with it. [Trench is abashed]. I am resolved that my 
daughter shall approach no circle in which she will not be 
received with the full consideration to which her education 
and her breeding [here his self-control slips a little; and he 
repeats, as if Trench had contradicted him]— l say, her breed- 
ing— entitle her. 

trench l bewildered ] Of course not. But what makes you 
think my family wont like Blanche? Of course my father 
was a younger son; and Ive had to take to a profession and all 
that; so my people wont expect us to entertain them : theyll 
know we cant afford it. But theyll entertain us: they always 
ask me. 

sartorius. That wont do for me, sir. Families often 
think it due to themselves to turn their backs on newcomers 
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whom they may not think quite good enough for them. 

trench. But I assure you my people arnt a bit snobbish. 
Blanche is a lady: thatll be good enough for them. 

sarto riu s [moved] I am glad you think so. [He offers his 
hand. Trench , astonished, takes it], I think so myself. [He 
presses Trench' 's hand gratefully and releases it]. And now, Dr 
Trench, since you have acted handsomely, you shall have no 
cause to complain of me. There shall be no difficulty about 
money: you shall entertain as much as you please: I will 
guarantee all that. But I must have a guarantee on my side 
that she will be received on equal terms by your family. 
trench. Guarantee! 

sartoriu s. Yes, a reasonable guarantee. I shall expect 
you to write to your relatives explaining your intention, and 
adding what you think proper as to my daughter’s fitness for 
the best society. When you can shew me a few letters from 
the principal members of your family, congratulating you in 
a fairly cordial way, I shall be satisfied. Can I say more? 

trench [much puzzled, but grateful] No indeed. You are 
really very good. Many thanks. Since you wish it, I’ll write 
to my people. But I assure you youll find them as jolly as 
possible over it. I’ll make them write by return. 

sartorius. Thank you. In the meantime, I must ask 
you not to regard the matter as settled. 

trench. Oh! Not to regard the — I see. You mean be- 
tween Blanche and — 

sartorius. I mean between you and Miss Sartorius. 
When I interrupted your conversation here some time ago, 
you and she were evidently regarding it as settled. In case 
difficulties arise, and the match — you see I call it a match— 
is broken off, I should not wish Blanche to think that she 
had allowed a gentleman to — to — [Trench nods sympathetic- 
ally] Quite so. May I depend on you to keep a fair distance, 
and so spare me the necessity of having to restrain an inter- 
course which promises to be very pleasant to us all? 

trench. Certainly; since you prefer it. [They shake hands 
on i/]. 
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sartorius [ rising ] You will write today, I think you said? 
trench [eagerly] I’ll write now, before I leave here: 
straight off. 

sartorius. I will leave you to yourself then. [He hesi- 
tates, the conversation having made him self-conscious and em- 
barrassed; then recovers himself with an effort, and adds with 
dignity, as he turns to go] I am pleased to have come to an 
understanding with you. [He goes into the hotel; and Cokane, 
who has been hanging about inquisitively, emerges from the 
shrubbery ]. 

trench [excitedly] Billy, old chap: youre just in time to 
do me a favor. I want you to draft a letter for me to copy out. 

cokane. I came with you on this tour as a friend, Trench: 
not as a secretary. 

trench. Well, youll write as a friend. It’s to my Aunt 
Maria, about Blanche and me. To tell her, you know. 

cokane. Tell her about Blanche and you! Tell her about 
your conduct! Betray you, my friend; and forget that I am 
writing to a lady? Never! 

trench. Bosh, Billy: dont pretend you dont understand. 
We're engaged: engaged, my boy! what do you think of 
that? I must write by tonight’s post. You are the man to tell 
me what to say. Come, old chap [coaxing him to sit down at 
one of the tables ] : heres a pencil. Have you a bit of— oh, here : 
thisli do: write it on the back of the map. [He tern the map 
out of his Baedeker and spreads it face downwards on the table. 
Cokane takes the pencil and prepares to i write]. Thats right. 
Thanks awfully, old chap. Now fire away. [Anxiously] Be 
careful how you word it though, Cokane. 

cokane [putting down the pencil] If you doubt my ability 
• to express myself becomingly to Lady Roxdale— 

trench [propitiating him] All right, old fellow, all right: 
theres not a man alive who could do it half so well as you, I 
only wanted to explain. You see, Sartorius has got it into 
his head, somehow, that my people will snub Blanche; and 
he wont consent unless they send letters and invitations and 
congratulations and the deuce knows what not. So just put 
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it in such a way that Aunt Maria will write by return saying 
she is delighted, and asking us — Blanche and me, you know 
—to stay with her, and so forth. You know what I mean, 
Just tell her all about it in a chatty way; and— 

co kane [ crushingly ] If you will tell me all about it in a 
.chatty way, I daresay I can communicate it to Lady Roxdale 
with becoming delicacy. What is Sartorius ? 

trench [taken aback] I dont know: 1 didnt ask. It’s a 
sort of question you cant very well put to a man— at least a 
man like him. Do you think you could word the letter so as 
to pass all that over? I really dont like to ask him. 

cokane. I can pass it over if you wish. Nothing easier. 
But if you think Lady Roxdale will pass it over, I differ from 
you. I may be wrong: no doubt I am. I generally am wrong, 

I believe; but that is my opinion. 

trench [much perplexed ] Oh, confound it! What the 
deuce am I to do ? Cant you say he’s a gentleman : that wont 
commit us to anything. If you dwell on his being well off, 
and Blanche an only child, Aunt Maria will be satisfied. 

cokane. Henry Trench: when will you begin to get a 
little sense? This is a serious business. Act responsibly, 
Harry: act responsibly. 

trench. Bosh ! Dont be moral ! 
cokane. I am not moral, Trench. At least I am not a 
moralist: that is the expression I should have used. Moral, 
but not a moralist. If you are going to get money with your 
wife, doesnt it concern your family to know how that money 
was made? Doesnt it concern you — you, Harry? [Trench 
looks at him helplessly , twisting his fingers nervously. Cokane 
throws down the pencil and leans back with ostentatious indiffer- 
ence]. Of course it is no business of mine: I only throw out ' 
the suggestion. Sartorius may be a retired burglar for all I 
, know. [ Sartorius and Blanche , ready for dinner, come from the 
hotel], 

trench. SHI Here they come. Get the letter finished 
before dinner, like a good old chappie: I shall be awfully 
obliged to you. 
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cokane [impatiently] Leave me, leave me: you disturb 
me. [He waves him of, and begins to write]. 

TRENCH [humbly and gratefully ] Yes, old chap. Thanks 
awfully. [By this time Blanche has left her father, and is stroll- 
ing of towards the riverside. Sartorius comes down the garden, 
Baedeker in hand, and sits near Cokane, reading. Trench ad- 
dresses him]. You wont mind my taking Blanche in to dinner, 
I hope, sir? 

sartorius. By all means, Dr Trench. Pray do so. [He 
graciously waves him of to join Blanche. Trench hurries after 
her through the gate. The light reddens as the Rhenish sunset 
begins. Cokane, making wry faces in the agonies of composition , 
is disconcerted to find Sartorius' s eye upon him], 

sartorius. I do not disturb you, I hope, Mr Cokane. 
cokane. By no means. Our friend Trench has entrusted 
me with a difficult and delicate task. He has requested me, 
as a friend of the family, to write to them on a subject that 
concerns you. 

sartorius. Indeed, Mr Cokane! Well, the communi- 
cation could not be in better hands. 

cokane [with an air of modesty] Ah, that is going too far, 
my dear sir, too far. Still, you see what Trench is. A capital 
fellow in his way, Mr Sartorius, an excellent young fellow. 
But family communications like these require good manners. 
They require tact; and tact is Trench’s weak point. He has 
an excellent heart, but no tact: none whatever. Everything 
depends on the way the matter is put to Lady Roxdale. But 
as to that, you may rely on me. I understand the sex, 
sartorius. Well, however she may receive it— and I care 
as little as any man, Mr Cokane, how people may choose to 
receive me — I trust I may at least have the pleasure of seeing 
you sometimes at my house when we return to England. 

cokane [overwhelmed] My dear sir! You express your- 
self in the true spirit of an English gentleman. 

sartorius. Not at all. You will always be most welcome. 
But I fear I have disturbed you in the composition of your 
letter. Pray resume it. I shall leave you to yourself. [He pre- 
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tends to rise , but checks himself to add] Unless indeed I can 
assist you in any way? by clearing up any point on which 
you are not informed, for instance? or even, if I may so far 
presume on my years, giving you the benefit of my experi- 
ence as to the best way of wording the matter? [Cokane looks a 
little surprised at this. Sartori us looks hard at him, and continues 
deliberately and meaningly ] I shall always be happy to help 
any friend of Dr Trench’s, in any way, to the best of my 
ability and of my means. 

cokane. My dear sir: you are really very good. Trench 
and I were putting our heads together over the letter just 
now; and there certainly were one or two points on which 
we were a little in the dark. [Scrupulously] But I would not 
permit Harry to question you. No, I pointed out to him 
that, as a matter of taste, it would be more delicate to wait 
until you volunteered the necessary information. 

sartorius. Hm ! May I ask what you have said, so far? 
cokane. “My dear Aunt Maria.” That is, Trench’s 
dear Aunt Maria, my friend Lady Roxdale. You under- 
stand that I am only drafting a letter for Trench to copy. 

sartorius. Quite so. Will you proceed; or would it help 
you if I were to suggest a word or two ? 

cokane [effusively] Your suggestions will be most valu- 
able, my dear sir, most welcome. 

sartorius. I think I should begin in some such way as 
this. “In travelling with my friend Mr Cokane up the 
Rhine-” 

cokane [murmuring as he writes] Invaluable, invaluable. 
The very thing, “ — my friend Mr Cokane up the Rhine—” 
sartorius. "I have made the acquaintance of” — or you 
may say “picked up,” or “come across,” if you think that 
would suit your friend’s style better. We must not be too 
formal. 

cokane. “Picked up” ! oh no: too d£gag6, Mr Sartorius, 
too degage. I should say “had the privilege of becoming 
acquainted with,” 

sartorius [quickly] By no means: Lady Roxdale must 
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judge of that for herself. Let it stand as I said. "I have made 
the acquaintance of a young lady, the daughter of—” [He 
hesitates], 

cokane [writing] “acquaintance of a young lady, the 
daughter of”— yes? 

sartorius. “of” — you had better say “a gentleman.” 
cokane [surprised] Of course. 
sartomus [with sudden passion] It is not of course, sir. 
[Cokane, startled, looks at him with dawning suspicion. Sttr- 
torius recovers himself somewhat shamefacedly], Hm! “—of 
a gentleman of considerable wealth and position—” 

cokane [ echoing him with a new note of coldness in his voice 
as he writes the last words] “ — and position” 

sartorius. “which, however, he has made entirely for 
himself.” [Cokane, now fully enlightened, stares at him instead 
of writing. Have you written that? 

cokane [expanding into an attitude of patronage and en- 
couragement] Ah, indeed. Quite so, quite so. [He writes] 
“—entirely for himself.” Just so. Proceed, Sartorius, pro- 
ceed. Very dearly expressed. 

sartomus. "The young lady will inherit the bulk of her 
father’s fortune, and will be liberally treated on her marriage. 
Her education has been of the most expensive and complete 
kind obtainable; and her surroundings have been character- 
ized by the strictest refinement. She is in every essential 
particular — ” 

cokane [interrupting] Excuse the remark; but dont you 
think this is rather too much in the style of a prospectus of 
the young lady? I throw out the suggestion as a matter of 
taste. 

sartorius [troubled] Perhaps you are right. I am of 
course not dictating the exact words; — 
cokane. Of course not: of course not. 
sartorius. — but I desire that there may be no wrong 
impression as to my daughter’s — er — breeding. As to my- 
self — 

cokane. Oh, it will be sufficient to mention your pro- 
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tends to rise , but checks himself to add] Unless indeed I can 
assist you in any way? by clearing up any point on which 
you are not informed, for instance? or even, if I may so far 
presume on my years, giving you the benefit of my experi- 
ence as to the best way of wording the matter ? [Cokane looks a 
little surprised at this. Sartorius looks hard at him,and continues 
deliberately and meaningly ] I shall always be happy to help 
any friend of Dr Trench’s, in any way, to the best of my 
ability and of my means. 

cokane. My dear sir: you are really very good. Trench 
and I were putting our heads together over the letter just 
now; and there certainly were one or two points on which 
we were a little in the dark. [ Scrupulously ] But I would not 
permit Harry to question you. No. I pointed out to him 
that, as a matter of taste, it would be more delicate to wait 
until you volunteered the necessary information. 

sartorius. Hm ! May I ask what you have said, so far? 
cokane. “My dear Aunt Maria.” That is, Trench’s 
dear Aunt Maria, my friend Lady Roxdale. You under- 
stand that I am only drafting a letter for Trench to copy. 

sartorius. Quite so. Will you proceed; or would it help 
you if I were to suggest a word or two ? 

cokane [effusively] Your suggestions will be most valu- 
able, my dear sir, most welcome. 

sartorius. I think I should begin in some such way as 
this. "In travelling with my friend Mr Cokane up the 
Rhine-” 

cokane {murmuring as he writes] Invaluable, invaluable. 
The very thing. “ — my friend Mr Cokane up the Rhine—” 
sartorius. “I have made the acquaintance of” — or you 
may say “picked up,” or “come across,” if you think that 
would suit your friend's style better. We must not be too 
formal. 

cokane. “Picked up” ! oh no: too d£gag6, Mr Sartorius, 
too degage. I should say “had the privilege of becoming 
acquainted with.” 

sartorius [quickly] By no means: Lady Roxdale must 
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judge of that for herself. Let it stand as I said. "I have made 
the acquaintance of a young lady, the daughter of—” [ft 
hesitates], 

cokane [writing] “acquaintance of a young lady, the 
daughter of” — yes? 

sartorius. “of” — you had better say “a gentleman.” 
cokane [surprised] Of course. 
sartorius [with sudden passion] It is not of course, sir. 
[Cokane, startled , looks at him with dawning suspicion. Sar- 
torius recovers himself somewhat shamefacedly], Hm ! “—of 
a gentleman of considerable wealth and position—” 

cokane [echoing him with a new note of coldness in his voice 
as he writes the last words] “ — and position” 

sartorius. “which, however, he has made entirely for 
himself.” [Cokane, now fully enlightened, stares athiminstead 
of writing]. Have you written that? 

cokane [expanding into an attitude of patronage and en- 
couragement] Ah, indeed. Quite so, quite so. [ft writes] 
“—entirely for himself.” Just so. Proceed, Sartorius, pro- 
ceed. Very clearly expressed. 

sartorius. “The young lady will inherit the bulk of her 
father’s fortune, and will be liberally treated on her marriage. 
Her education has been of the most expensive and complete 
kind obtainable; and her surroundings have been character- 
ized by the strictest refinement, She is in every essential 
particular — ” 

cokane [interrupting Excuse the remark; but dont you 
think this is rather too much in the style of a prospectus of 
the young lady? I throw out the suggestion as a matter of 
taste. 

sartorius [troubled] Perhaps you are right. I am of 
course not dictating the exact words, 1 — 
cokane. Of course not : of course not. 
sartorius. —but I desire that there may be no wrong 
impression as to my daughter's — er— breeding. As to my- 
self— 

cokane. Oh, it will be sufficient to mention your pro- 
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fession, or pursuits, or — [He pauses', and they look pretty hard 
at one another ]. 

sartorius [very deliberately ] My income, sir, is derived 
from the rental of a very extensive real estate in London, 
Lady Roxdale is one of the head landlords; and Dr Trench 
holds a mortgage from which, if I mistake not, his entire in- 
come is derived. The truth is, Mr Cokane, I am quite -well 
acquainted with Dr Trench’s position and affairs; and I 
have long desired to know him personally. 

cokane [again obsequious , but still inquisitive ] What a re- 
markable coincidence ! In what quarter is the estate situated, 
did you say? , 

sartorius. In London, sir. Its management occupies 
as much of my time as is not devoted to the ordinary pursuits 
of a gentleman. [He rises and takes out his card case]. The rest 
I leave to your discretion. [He leaves a card on the table]. 
That is my address at Surbiton. If it should unfortunately 
happen, Mr Cokane, that this leads to nothing but a dis- 
appointment for Blanche, probably she would rather not see 
you afterwards. But if all turns out as we hope, Dr Trench’s 
best friends will then be our best friends. 

CQKAnE[risingandcon/rontingSartorius confidently pencil 
and paper in hand] Rely on me, Mr Sartorius. The letter is 
already finished here | pointing to his brain]. In five minutes 
it will be finished there [He points to the paper; nods to em- 
phasize the assertion; and begins to pace up and down the garden, 
writing , and tapping his forehead from time to time as he goes, 
with every appearance of severe intellectual exertion ]. 

sartorius [calling through the gate after a glance at his 
watch] Blanche. 

blanche [replying in the distance] Yes? 
sartorius. Time, my dear, [He goes into the table d'Mte], 
blanche [nearer] Coming. [She comes back through the 
gate, followed by Trench ] . 

trench [in a half whisper , as Blanche goes towards the 
table d'Mte ] Blanche; stop. One moment. [ She stops]. We 
must be careful when your father is by. I had to promise him 
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not to regard anything as settled until I hear from my people 
at home. 

blanche [chilled\ Oh, I see. Your family may object to 
me; and then it will be all over between us. They are almost 
sure to. 

trench [anxiously] Dont say that, Blanche: it sounds as 
if you didnt care. I hope you regard it as settled. You 
havnt made any promise, you know. 

blanche [ earnestly ] Yes, I have: I promised papa too. 
But I have broken my promise for your sake. I suppose I am 
not so conscientious as you. And if the matter is not to be 
regarded as settled, family or no family, promise or no pro- 
mise, let us break it off here and now. 

trench [intoxicated with affection] Blanche: on my most 
sacred honor, family or no family, promise or no promise — 
[The waiter reappears at the table d'hote entrance , ringing his 
bell]. Damn that noise! 

co kane [as he comes to themjlourishingthe letter ] Finished, 
dear boy, finished. Done to a turn, punctually to the second. 
C’est fini, mon cher garjon, c’est fini. [Sartorius returns], 
sartorius. Will you take Blanche in, Dr Trench? 
[Trench takes Blanche in to the table d'hdte], Is the letter 
finished, Mr Cokane? 

cokane [with an author's pride, handing his draft to Sar- 
torius] There! [Sartorius reads it, nodding gravely over it with 
complete approval]. 

sartorius [ returning the draft ] Thank you, Mr Cokane. 
Y ou have the pen of a ready writer. 

cokane [as they go in together] Not at all, n'ot at all. A 
little tact, Mr Sartorius, a little knowledge of the world, a 
little experience of women — [ They disappear into the an- 
nexe]. 
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ACT II 

I N the library of a handsomely appointed villa at Surbiton on 
a sunny forenoon in September. Sartorius is busy at a writing 
table Uttered with business letters. The fireplace , decorated 
for summer, is close behind him: the window is in the opposite 
wall. Between the table and the window Blanche , in her prettiest 
frock , sits reading The Queen. The door is in the middle. All the 
walls are lined with shelves of smartly tooled books, fitting into 
their places like bricks. 
sartorius. Blanche. 
blanche. Yes, papa. 
sartorius. I have some news here. 

BLANCHE. What is it? 

sartorius. I mean news for you — from Trench, 
blanche [with affected indifference ] Indeed? 
sartorius. “Indeed ?’’ ! Is that all you have to say to me? 
Oh, very well. 

He resumes his work. Silence. 

blanche. What do his people say, papa? 

sartorius. His people ? I dont know. [Still busy]. 

Another pause. 

blanche. What does he say? 
sartorius. He! He says nothing. [He folds a letter 
leisurely , and looks for the envelope ]. He prefers to communi- 
cate the result of his — where did I put? — oh, here. Yes: he 
perfers to communicate the result in person. 

blanche [springing up] Oh, papa ! When is he coming? 
sartorius. If he walks from the station, he may arrive 
in the course of the next half-hour. If he drives, he may be 
here at any moment, 

blanche [making hastily for the door] Oh! 
sartorius. Blanche, 
blanche. Yes, papa. 

sartorius. You will of course not meet him until he has 
spoken to me. 

blanche [hypocritically] Of course not, papa. I shouldnt 
have thought of such a thing. 
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sartorius. That is all. [She is going, when he puts out his 
hand, and says with fatherly emotion \ My dear child. [Me re- 
sponds by going over to kiss him. A tap at the door]. Come in. 

Lickcheese enters, carrying a black handbag. He is a shabby, 
needy man, with dirty face andlinen, scrubby beardandwhiskers, 
going bald. A nervous, wiry, pertinacious human terrier, judged 
by his mouth and eyes, but miserably apprehensive and servile 
before Sartorius. He bids Blanche “Good morning, miss”; 
and she passes out with a slight and contemptuous recognition 
of him. 

lickcheese. Good morning, sir. 
sartorius [harsh and peremptory] Good morning. 
lickcheese [taking a little sack of money from his bag] Not 
much this morning, sir. I have just had the honor of making 
Dr Trench’s acquaintance, sir. 

sartorius [ looking up from his writing, displeased] In- 
deed? 

lickcheese. Yes, sir. Dr Trench asked his way of me, 
and was kind enough to drive me from the station. 
sartorius. Where is he, then? 
lickcheese. I left him in the hall, with his friend, sir. I 
should think he is speaking to Miss Sartorius. 

sartorius. Hm! What do you mean by his friend? 
lickcheese. There is a Mr Cokane with him, sir. 
sartorius. I see you have been talking to him, eh? 
lickcheese. As we drove along: yes, sir. 
sartorius [sharply] Why did you not come by the nine 
o’clock train? 

lickcheese. I thought — 

sartorius. It cannot be helped now; so never mind 
what you thought. But do not put off my business again to 
the last moment. Has there been any further trouble about 
the St Giles property? 

lickcheese. The Sanitary Inspector has been complain- 
ing again about No. 13 Robbins’s Row. He says he’ll bring 
it before the vestry. 

sartorius. Did you tell him that I am on the vestry? 
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LICKCHEESE. Yes, sir. 

sarto rius. What did he say to that ? 
uckcheese. Said he supposed so, or you wouldnt dare 
to break the law so scand’lous. I only tell you what he said. 
sartorius. Hm! Do you know his name? 
lickcheese. Yes, sir. Speakman. 
sartorius. Write it down in the diary for the day of the 
next meeting of the Health Committee. I will teach Mr 
Speakman his duty to members of the vestry. 

uckcheese [doubtfully] The vestry cant hurt him, sir. 
He’s under the Local Government Board. 

sartorius. I did not ask you that. Let me see the books. 
[Lickcheese produces the rent book , and hands it to Sartorius; 
then makes the desired entry in the diary on the table , watching 
Sartorius with misgiving as the rent book is examined. Sartorius 
rises, frowning. One pound four for repairs to number thir- 
teen! What does this mean? 

lickcheese. Well, sir, it was the staircase on the third 
floor. It was downright dangerous: there werent but three 
whole steps in it, and no handrail. I thought it best to have a 
few boards put in. 

sartorius. Boards! Firewood, sir, firewood! They will 
burn every stick of it. You have spent twenty-four shillings 
of my money on firewood for them. 

uckcheese. There ought to be stone stairs, sir: it would 
be a saving in the long run. The clergyman says — 
sartorius. What! Who says? 
uckcheese. The clergyman, sir, only the clergyman. 
Not that I make much account of him; but if you knew how 
he has worried me over that staircase — 

sartorius. I am an Englishman; and I will suffer no 
priest to interfere in my business. [He turns suddenly on Lick- 
cheese]. Now look here, Mr Lickcheese! This is the third 
time this year that you have brought me a bill of over a pound 
forrepairs. I have warned you repeatedly against dealing with 
these tenement houses as if they were mansions in a West- 
End square. I have had occasion to warn you too against 
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discussing my affairs with strangers. You have chosen to 
disregard my wishes. You are discharged. 

lickcheese [dismayed] Oh, sir, dont say that. 
sartorius [fiercely] You are discharged. 
lickcheese. Well, Mr Sartorius, it is hard, so it is. No 
man alive could have screwed more out of them poor desti- 
tute devils for you than I have, or spent less in doing it. I 
have dirtied my hands at it until theyre not fit for clean work 
hardly; and now you turn me— 

sartorius [interrupting him menacingly ] What do you 
mean by dirtying your hands? If I find thatyou have stepped 
an inch outside the letter of the law, Mr Lickcheese, I will 
prosecute you myself. The way to keep your hands clean is 
to gain the confidence of your employers. You will do well 
to bear that in mind in your next situation. 

the parlormaid [opening the door] Mr Trench and Mr 
Cokane. 

Cokane and Trench come in: Trench festively dressed and in 
buoyant spirits: Cokane highly self-satisfied. 

sartorius. How do you do, Dr Trench? Good morn- 
ing, Mr Cokane. I am pleased to see you here. Mr Lick- 
cheese; you will place your accounts and money on the table: 
I will examine them and settle with you presently. 

Lickcheese retires to the table, and begins to arrange his 
accounts, greatly depressed. The parlormaid withdraws. 
trench [glancing at Lickcheese ] I hope we’re not in the 


way. 

sartorius. By no means. Sit down, pray. I fear you 
have been kept waiting. 

trench [taking Blanche's chair] Not at all. Weve only 
just come in. [He takes out a packet of letters, and begins un- 


tying them], 

cokane [going to a chair nearer the window, but stopping to 
look admiringly round before sitting down] You must be happy 
here with all these books, Mr Sartorius. A literary atmo- 


sphere. 

sartorius [resuming his seat] I have not looked into 
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them. They are pleasant for Blanche occasionally when she 
wishes to read. I chose the house because it is on gravel. 
The death-rate is very low. 

trench [i triumphantly ] I have any amount of letters for 
you. All my people are delighted that I am going to settle. 
Aunt Maria wants Blanche to be married from her house. 
[He hands Sartorius a letter] . 
sartorius, Aunt Maria? 

cokane. Lady Roxdale, my dear sir: he means Lady 
Roxdale. Do express yourself with a little more tact, my 
dear fellow. 

trench. Lady Roxdale, of course. Uncle Harry — 
cokane. Sir Harry Trench. His godfather, my dear sir, 
his godfather. 

trench. Just so. The pleasantest fellow for his age you 
ever met. He offers us his house at St Andrews for a couple 
of months, if we care to pass our honeymoon there. [He 
hands Sartorius another letter]. It’s the sort of house nobody 
can live in, you know; but it’s a nice thing for him to offer. 
Dontyou think so? 

sartorius [dissembling a thrill at the titles ] No doubt. 
These seem very gratifying, Dr Trench. 

trench. Yes, amt they ? Aunt Maria has really behaved 
like a brick. If you read the postscript youll see she spotted 
Cokane’s hand in my letter. [Chuckling He wrote it for me. 

sartorius [glancing at Cokane] Indeed! Mr Cokane evi- 
dently did it with great tact. 

cokane [returning the glance] Dont mention it. 
trench [gleefully] Well, what do you say now, Mr Sar- 
torius? May we regard the matter as settled at last? 

sartorius. Quite settled. [He rises and offers his hand. 
Trench , glowing with gratitude, rises and shakes it vehemently, 
unable to find words for his feelings]. 

cokane [coming between them]. Allow me to congratulate 
you both, [He shakes hands with the two at the same time]. 

sartorius. And now, gentlemen, I have a word to say 
to my daughter. Dr Trench: you will not, I hope, grudge 
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me the pleasure of breaking this news to her: I have had to 
disappoint her more than once since I last saw you. Will you 
excuse me for ten minutes ? 

cokane [in a flush of friendly protest] My dear sir: can you 
ask? 

trench. Certainly. 
sartorius. Thank you. [He goes out]. 
trench [chuckling again] He wont have any news to 
break, poor old boy: she’s seen all the letters already. 

cokane. I must say your behavior has been far from 
straightforward, Harry. You have been carrying on a clan- 
destine correspondence. 

lickcheese [stealthily] Gentlemen— 

TJl ENCH I 

cokane I punting: they had forgotten his presence] Hallo ! 

lickcheese [comingbetweenthem my humbly, but in mortal 
anxiety and haste ] Loojc here, gentlemen. [To Trench] You, 
sir, I address myself to more particlar. Will you say a word 
in my favor to the guvnor? He’s just given me the sack; and 
I have four children looking to me for their bread. A word 
from you, sir, on this happy day, might get him to take me 
on again. 

trench [embarrassed] Well, you see, Mr Lickcheese, I 
dont see how I can interfere. I’m very sorry, of course. 

cokane. Certainly you cannot interfere. It would be in 
the most execrable taste. 

lickcheese. Oh, gentlemen, youre young; and you dont 
know what loss of employment means to the like of me. 
What harm would it do you to help a poor man? Just listen 
to the circumstances, sir. I only — 

trench [mooed, but snatch ing at an excuse for taking a high 
tone in avoiding the unpleasantness of helping him] No: I had 
rather not. Excuse my saying plainly that I think Mr Sar- 
torius is not a man to act hastily or harshly. I have always 
found him very fair and generous; and I believe he is a 
better judge of the circumstances than I am. 

cokane [ inquisitive ] I think you ought to hear the cir- 
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cumstances, Harry. It can do no harm. Hear the circum- 
stances by all means. 

lickcheese. Never mind, sir: it aint any use. When I 
hear that man called generous and fair !— well, never mind. 

trench [severely] If you wish me to do anything for you, 
Mr Lickcheese, let me tell you that you are not going the 
right way about It in speaking ill of Mr Sartorius. 

lickcheese. Have I said one word against him, sir? I 
leave it to your friend: have I said a word? 

cokane. True: true. Quite true. Harry: be just. 
lickcheese, Mark my words, gentlemen: he’ll find what 
a man he’s lost the very firs t week’s ren ts the new man’ll bring 
him. Youll find the difference yourself, Dr Trench, if you 
or your children come into the property. Ive took money 
there when no other collector alive would have wrung it out. 
And this is the thanks I get for it ! Why, see here, gen demen! 
Look at that bag of money on the table. Hardly a penny of 
that but there was ahungry child crying for the breadit would 
have bought. But I got it for him— screwed and worried 
and bullied it out of them. I — look here, gentlemen: I’m 
pretty seasoned to the work; but theres money there that I 
couldnt have taken if it hadnt been for the thought of my 
own children depending on me for giving him satisfaction. 
And because I charged him four-and-twenty shillin to mend 
a staircase that three women have been hurt on, and that 
would have got him prosecuted for manslaughter if it had 
been let go much longer, he gives me the sack. Wouldnt 
listen to a word, though I would have offered to make up the 
money out of my own pocket : aye, and am willing to do it still 
if you will only put in a word for me. 

trench [aghast] You took money that ought to have fed 
starving children! Serve you right! If I had been the father 
of one of those children, I’d have given you something worse 
than the sack, I wouldnt say a word to save your soul, if you 
have such a thing. Mr Sartorius was quite right. 

lickcheese [staring at him, surprised into contemptuous 
amusement in the midst of his anxiety] Just listen to this! Well, 
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you are an innocent young gentleman. Do you suppose he 
sacked me because I was too hard? Not a bit on it: it was 
because I wasnt hard enough. I never heard him say he was 
satisfied yet: no, nor he wouldnt, not if I skinned em alive. 
I dont say he’s the worst landlord in London : he couldnt be 
worse than some; but he’s no better than the worst I ever 
had to do with. And, though I say it, I’m better than the 
best collector he ever done business with. Ive screwed more 
and spent less on his properties than anyone would believe 
that knows what such properties are. I know my merits, Dr 
Trench, and will speak for myself if no one else will. 
cokane. What description of properties? Houses? 
uckcheese. Tenement houses, let from week to week 
by the room or half room: aye, or quarter room. It pays 
when you know how to work it, sir. Nothing like it. It’s 
been calculated on the cubic foot of space, sir, that you can 
get higher rents letting by the room than you can for a 
mansion in Park Lane. 

trench. I hope Mr Sartcrius hasntmuch of that sort of 
property, however it may pay. 

uckcheese. He has nothing else, sir; and he shews his 
sense in it, too. Every few hundred pounds he could scrape 
together he bought old houses with : houses that you wouldnt 
hardly look at without holding your nose. He has em in St 
Giles’s: he has em in Marylebone; he has em in Bethnal 
Green. Just look how he lives himself, and youll see the 
good of it to him. He likes a low death-rate and a gravel soil 
for himself, he does. You come down with me to Robbins’s 
Row; and I’ll shew you a soil and a death-rate, I will! And, 
mind you, it’s me that makes it pay him so well. Catch him 
going down to collect his own rents! Not likely! 

trench. Do you mean to say that all his property— all 
his means — come from this sort of thing? 
uckcheese. Every penny of it, sir. 

Trench, overwhelmed , has to sit down. 
cokane [looking compassionately at him] Ah, my dear fel- 
low, the love of money is the root of all evil. 
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lickcheese. Yes, sir; and we’d all like to have the tree 
growing in our garden. 

cokane [revolted] Mr Lickcheese: I did not address my- 
self to you. I do not wish to be severe with you; but there is 
something peculiarly repugnant to my feelings in the call- 
ing of a rent collector. 

lickcheese. It's no worse than many another. I have 
my children looking to me. 

cokane. True: I admit it. So has our friend Sartorius. 
His affection for his daughter is a redeeming point— a re- 
deeming point, certainly. 

lickcheese. She’s a lucky daughter, sir. Many another 
daughter has been turned out upon the streets to gratify 
his affection for her. Thats what business is, sir, you see. 
Come, sir: I think your friend will say a word for me now he 
knows I’m not in fault. 

trenCh [rising angrily] I will not. It’s a damnable busi- 
ness from beginning to end; and you deserve no better luck 
for helping in it. Ive seen it all among the out-patients at the 
hospital; and it used to make my blood boil to think that 
such things couldnt be prevented. 

lickcheese [his suppressed spleen breaking oui\C)YmAteA, 
sir. But I suppose youll take your share when you marry 
Miss Blanche, all the same. [Furiously] Which of us is the 
worse, I should like to know? me that wrings the money out 
to keep a home over my children, or you that spend it and 
try to shove the blame on to me ? 

cokane. A most improper observation to address to a 
gentleman, Mr Lickcheese! A most revolutionary senti- 
ment! 

lickcheese. Perhaps so. But then Robbins’s Row aint 
a school for manners. You collect a week or two there— 
youre welcome to my place if I cant keep it for myself— and 
youll hear a litde plain speaking, you will. 

cokane [ with dignity] Do you know to whom you are 
speaking, my good man ? 

lickcheese [recklessly] I know well enough who I’m 
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speaking to. What do I care for you, or a thousand such? 
I’m poor; thats enough to make a rascal of me. No con- 
sideration for me! nothing to be got by saying a word for 
me! [ Suddenly i cringing to Trench] Just a word, sir! It would 
cost you nothing. [Sartorius appears at the door , unobserved ]. 
Have some feeling for the poor, 

trench. I’m afraid you have shewn very little, by your 
own confession. 

lickcheese [breakingout again] More than your precious 
father-in-law, anyhow. I — [Sartorius' s voice, striking in with 
deadly coldness, paralyzes htm\. 

sartorius. You will come here tomorrow not later than 
ten, Mr Lickcheese, to conclude our business. I shall trouble 
you no further today. [Lickcheese, cowed, goes out amid dead 
silence. Sartorius continues, after an awkward pause ] He is 
one of my agents, or rather was; for I have unfortunately 
had to dismiss him for repeatedly disregarding my instruc- 
tions. [Trench says nothing. Sartorius throws off his embar- 
rassment, and assumes a jocose, rallying air, unbecoming to him 
under any circumstances, and just now almost unbearably jar- 
ring. Blanche will be down presently, Harry [Trench recoils] 
— I suppose I must call you Harry now. What do you say to 
a stroll through the garden, Mr Cokane? We are celebrated 
here for our flowers. 

cokane. Charmed, my dear sir, charmed. Life here is an 
idyll — a perfect idyll. We were just dwelling on it. 

sartorius [slyly] Harry can follow with Blanche. She 
will be down directly. 

trench [hastily] No. I cant face her just now. 
sartorius [rallyinghim] Indeed!Ha,ha! 

The laugh , the first they have heard from him , sets Trench’s 
teeth on edge. Cokane is taken aback, but instantly recovers him- 
self. 

cokan e. Ha ! ha 1 ha ! Ho 1 ho 1 
trench. But you dont understand. 
sartorius. Oh, I think we do, I think we do. Eh, Mr 
Cokane? Ha! ha! 
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cokane. I should think we do. Ha ! ha! ha ! 

They go out together , laughing at him. He collapses into a 
chair , shuddering in every nerve. Blanche appears at the door . 
Her face lights up when she sees that he is alone. She trips noise- 
lessly to the back of his chair and clasps her hands over his eyes. 
With a convulsive start and exclamation he springs up and 
breaks away from her. 

blanche [ astonished ] Harry ! 
trench [with distracted politeness] I beg your pardon. I 
was thinking — wont you sit down ? 

blanche [ looking suspiciously at him] Is anything the 
matter ? [She sits down slowly near the writing table. He takes 
Cokane’ s chair], 

trench. No. Oh no. 

blanche. Papa has not been disagreeable, I hope. 
trench. No: I have hardly spoken to him since I was 
with you. [He rises; takes up his chair; and plants it beside hers. 
This pleases her better. She looks at him with her most winning 
smile. A sort of sob breaks from Urn; and he catches Her hands 
and kisses them passionately. Then, looking into her eyes with 
intense earnestness, he says] Blanche: are you fond of money? 
blanche [gaily] Very. Are you going to give me any? 
trench [ wincing ] Dont make a joke of it: I’m serious. 
Do you know that we shall be very poor? 

blanche. Is that what made you look as if you had 
neuralgia? 

trench I pleadingly] My dear: it’s no laughing matter. 
Do you know that I have a bare seven hundred a year to live 
on? 

blanche. How dreadful ! 

trench. Blanche: it’s very serious indeed: I assure you 
it is. 

blanche. It would keep me rather short in my house- 
keeping, dearest boy, if I had nothing of my own. But papa 
has promised me that I shall be richer than ever when we 
are married. 

trench. We must do the best we can with seven hun- 
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dred. I think we ought to be self-supporting. 

blanche. Thats just what I mean to be, Harry. If I were 
to eat up half your seven hundred, I should be making you 
twice as poor; but I’m going to make you twice as rich in- 
stead. [He shakes his head]. Has papa made any difficulty? 

trench [rising with a sigh and taking his chair back to its 
former place] No. None at all, [He sits down dejectedly. When 
Blanche speaks again her face and votce betray the beginning of 
a struggle with her temper ] , 

blanche. Harry: are you too proud to take money from 
my father? 

trench. Yes, Blanche: I am too proud. 
blanche [after a pause] That is not nice to me, Harry. 
trench. You must bear with me, Blanche. I — I cant 
explain. After all, it’s very natural. 

blanche. Has it occurred to you that I may be proud, 
too? 

trench. Oh, thats nonsense. No one will accuse you 
of marrying for money. 

blanche. No one would think the worse of me if I did, 
or of you either. [She rises and begins to walk restlessly about]. 
We really cannot live on seven hundred a year, Harry; and 
I dont think it quite fair of you to ask me merely because 
you are afraid of people talking. 

trench. It’s not that alone, Blanche. 
blanche. What else is it, then? 
trench. Nothing. I — 

blanche [getting behind him, and speaking with forced 
playfulness as she bends over him, her hands on his shoulders] Of 
course it’s nothing. Now dont be absurd, Harry: be good; 
and listen to me: I know how to settle it. You are too proud 
to owe anything to me; and I am too proud to owe anything 
to you. You have seven hundred a year. Well, I will take 
just seven hundred a year from papa at first; and then we 
shall be quits. Now, now, Harry, you know youve not a 
word to say against that. 
trench. It’s impossible. 
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blanche. Impossible! 

trench. Yes, impossible. I have resolved not to take 
any money from your father. 

blanche. But he’ll give the money to me, not to you. 
trench. It’s the same thing. [With an effort to be senti- 
mental 1 1 love you too well to see any distinction. [He puts up 
his hand half-heartedly: she takes it over his shoulder with equal 
indecision. They are bothtryinghard to conciliate one another], 
blanche. Thats a very nice way of putting it, Harry; 
but I’m sure theres something I ought to know. Has papa 
been disagreeable? 

trench. No: he has been very kind — to me, at least. 
It’s not that. It’s nothing you can guess, Blanche. It would 
only pain you — perhaps offend you. I dont mean, of course, 
that we shall live always on seven hundred a year. I intend 
to go at my profession in earnest, and work my fingers to 
the bone. 

blanche [playing with his fingers, still over his shoulder] 
But I shouldnt like you with your fingers worked to the 
bone, Harry. I must be told what the matter is. [He takes 
his hand quickly away: she flushes angrily; and her voice is no 
longer even an imitation of the voice of a lady as she exclaims] I 
hate secrets ; and I dont like to be treated as if I were a child. 

trench [ annoyed by her tone] Theres nothing to tell. I 
dont choose to trespass on your father’s generosity: thats all. 

blanche. You had no objection half an hour ago, when 
you met me in the hall, and shewed me all the letters. Your 
family doesnt object. Do you object? 

trench [earnestly] I do not indeed. It’s only a question 
of money. 

blanche [imploringly, the voice softening and refining for 
the last time] Harry: theres no use in our fencing in this way. 
Papa will never consent to my being absolutely dependent 
on you; and I dont like the idea of it myself. If you even 
mention such a thing to him you will break off the match: 
you will indeed. 

trench [ obstinately ] I cant help that. 
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blanche [white with rage ] You cant help — ! Oh, I’m 
beginning to understand. I will save you the trouble. You 
can tell papa that I have broken off the match; and then 
there will be no further difficulty. 

trench [taken aback ] What do you mean, Blanche? Are 

you offended? 

blanche. Offended! How dare you ask me? 

trench. Dare! 

blanche. How much more manly it would have been 
to confess that you were trifling with me that time on the 
Rhine! Why did you come here today? Why did you write 
to your people? 

TRENCH. Well, Blanche, if you are going to lose your 
temper — 

blanche. Thats no answer. You depended on your 
family to get you out of your engagement; and they did not 
object; they were only too glad to be rid of you. You were 
not mean enough to stay away, and not manly enough to tell 
the truth. You thought you could provoke m e to break the 
engagement: thats so like a man— to try to put the woman 
in the wrong. Well, you have your way: I release you. I 
wish youd opened my eyes by downright brutality; by strik- 
ing me; by anything rather than shuffling as you have done. 

trench [hotly] Shuffling! If I’d thought you capable of 
turning on me like this, I’d never have spoken to you. Ive 

a good mind never to speak to you again. 

blanche. You shall not — not ever. I will take care of 
that [going to the door] . 

trench [ alarmed ] What are you going to do ? 

blanche. To get your letters: your false letters, and 
your presents: your hateful presents, to return them to you. 
I’m very glad i t*s all broken off; and if she puts her hand 

to the door it is opened from without by Sartorius , who enters 
and shuts it behind him]. , 

sartorius [intetTuptinghersmerelyYHxisn, pray, Blanche : 
you are forgetting yourself: you can be heard all over the 
house. What is the matter? 
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blanche [too angry to care whether she is overheard or not] 
You had better ask hi m, He has some excuse about money, 
sartorui s . Excuse ! Excuse for what ? 
blanche, For throwing me over. 
trench [vehemently] I declare I never — 
blanche [interrupting him still more vehemently ] You did. 
You did. You are doing nothing else— 

TKFNPH 1 

[ together : each trying to shout down the other 
BLANCHE) 

I am doing nothing of the sort. You know very well that 
What else is it but throwing me over? But I dont care for 
what you are saying is disgracefully untrue. It’s a damned 
you. I hate you. I always hated you. Beastly — dirty- — 
lie. I wont stand- 
vile — 

sartorius [in desperation at the noise] Silence ! [Still mm 
formidably ] Silence!! [They obey. He proceeds firmly] Blanche: 
you must control your temper: I will not have these re- 
peated scenes within hearing of the servants. Dr Trench 
will answer for himself to me. You had better leave us. [He 
opens the door , and calls] Mr Cokane : will you kindly join us 
here. 

cokane [in the conservatory] Coming, my dear sir, com- 
ing. [He appears at the door]. 

blanche. I’m sure I have no wish to stay. I hope I shall 
find you alone when I come back. [An inarticulate enclama- 
tionburstsfrom Trench. She goes out, passingCokaneresentfully. 
He looks after her in surprise; then looks questioningly at the two 
men. Sartorius shuts the door with an angry stroke, and turns to 
Trench ]. 

sartorius [aggressively] Sir — 
trench [interrupting him more aggressively] Well, sir? 
cokane [ getting between them ] Gently, dear boy, gently, 
Suavity, Harry, suavity. 

sartorius [mastering himself] If you have anything to 
say to me, Dr Trench, I will listen to you patiently. You will 
then allow me to say what I have to say on my part. 
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trench [ ashamed ] I beg your pardon. Of course, yes. 
Fire away. 

sartorius, May I take it that you have refused to fulfil, 
your engagement with my daughter ? 

trench. Certainly not: your daughter has refused to 
fulfil her engagement with me. But the match is broken off, 
if thats what you mean. 

sartorius. Dr Trench: I will be plain with you. I know 
that Blanche has a quick temper. It is part of her strong 
character and her physical courage, which is greater than 
that of most men, I can assure you. You must be prepared 
for that. If this quarrel is only Blanche’s temper, you may 
take my word for it that it will be over before tomorrow. But 
I understood from what she said just now that you have 
made some difficulty on the score of money. 

trench [with renewed excitement ] It was Miss Sartorius 
who made the difficulty. I shouldnt have minded that so 
much, if it hadnt been for the things she said. She shewed 
that she doesnt care that [snapping his fingers ] for me. 
cokane [ soothingly ] Dear boy — 
trench. Hold your tongue, Billy: it’s enough to make 
a man wish he’d never seen a woman. Look here, Mr Sar- 
torius : I put the matter to her as delicately and considerately 
as possible, never mentioning a word of my reasons, but just 
asking her to be content to live on my own little income; and 
yet she turned on me as if I’d behaved like a savage. 

sartorius. Live on your income! Impossible: my 
daughter is accustomed to a proper establishment. Did I 
not expressly undertake to provide for that? Did she not tell 
you I promised her to do so ? 

trench. Yes, I know all about that, Mr Sartorius; and 
I’m greatly obliged to you; but I’d rather not take anything 
from you except Blanche herself. 

sartorius. And why did you not say so before? 
trench, No matter why. Let us drop the subject. 
sartorius. No matter! But it does matter, sir. I insist 
on an answer. Why did you not say so before? 
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trench. I didnt know before. 
sartorius [provoked] Then you ought to have known 
your own mind on a point of such vital importance. 

trench [much injured ] I ought to have known! Co- 
kane : is this reasonable ? [Cokane’sfeatures are contorted by an 
air of judicial consideration; but he says nothing; and Trench 
again addresses Sartorius, this time with a marked diminution 
of respect]. How the deuce could I have known? You didnt 
tell me. 

sartorius. You are trifling with me, sir. You said that 
you did not know your own mind before. 

trench. I said nothing of the sort. I say that I did not 
know where your money came from before. 
sartorius. That is not true, sir. I — 
cokane. Gently, my dear sir. Gently, Harry, dear boy. 
Suaviter in modo : fort — 

trench. Let him begin, then. What does he mean by 
attacking me in this fashion? 

sartorius. Mr Cokane: you will bear me out. I was ex- 
plicit on the point. I said I was a self-made man; and I am 
not ashamed of it. 

trench. You are nothing of the sort. I found out this 
morning from your man— Lickcheese, or whatever his con- 
founded name is— that your fortune has been made out of a 
parcel of unfortunate creatures that have hardly enough to 
keep body and soul together — made by screwing, and bully- 
ing, and threatening, and all sorts of pettifogging tyranny. 

sartorius [ outraged] Sir! [ They confront one another 
threateningly ]. 

cokane [softly] Rent must be paid, dear boy. It is in- 
evitable, Harry, inevitable. [Trench turns away petulantly. 
Sartorius looks after him reflectively fora moment; then resumes 
hisfomerddiberateanddignifiedmanner,andaddresses Trench 
with studied consideration, but with a perceptible condescension 
to his youth and folly]. 

sartorius. I am afraid, Dr Trench, that you are a very 
young hand at business; and I am sorry I forgot that for a 
J32 



WIDOWERS’ HOUSES 

moment or so. May I ask you to suspend your judgment 
until we have had a little quiet discussion of this sentimental 
notion of yours? if you will excuse me for calling it so. [He 
takes a chair, and motions Trench to another on his right]. 

cokane. Very nicely put, my dear sir, Come, Harry: 
sit down and listen; and consider the matter calmly and 
judicially. Dont be headstrong. 

trench. I have no objection to sit down and listen; but 
I dont see how that can make black white; and I am tired of 
being turned on as if I were in the wrong. [He sits down]. 

Cokane sits at Trench's elbow , on his right. They compose 
themselves for a conference. 

sartorius. I assume, to begin with, Dr Trench, that 
you are not a Socialist, or anything of that sort. 

trench. Certainly not. I’m a Conservative. At least, if 
I ever took the trouble to vote, I should vote for the Con- 
servative and against the other fellow. 
cokane. True blue, Harry, true blue! 
sartorius. I am glad to find that so far we are in perfect 
sympathy. I am, of course, a Conservative. Not a narrow or 
prejudiced one, I hope, nor at all opposed to true progress. 
Still, a sound Conservative. As to Lickcheese, I need say 
no more about him than that I have dismissed him from my 
service this morning for a breach of trust ; and you will hardly 
accept his testimony as friendly or disinterested. As to my 
business, it is simply to provide homes suited to the small 
means of very poor people, who require roofs to shelter them 
just like other people. Do you suppose I can keep up those 
roofs for nothing? 

trench. Yes: thats all very fine; but the point is, what 
sort of homes do you give them for their money? People 
must live somewhere, or else go to jail. Advantage is taken 
of that to make them pay for houses that are not fit for dogs. 
Why dont you build proper dwellings, and give fair value 
for the money you take? 

sartorius [pitying his innocence] My young friend: these 
poor people do not know how to live in proper dwellings: 
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they would wreck them in a week. You doubt me: try it for 
yourself. You are welcome to replace all the missing banis- 
ters, handrails, cistern lids and dusthole tops at your own 
expense; and you will find them missing again in less than 
three days: burnt) sir, every stick of them. I do not blame 
the poor creatures: they need fires, and often have no other 
way of getting them. But I really cannot spend pound after 
pound in repairs for them to pull down, when I can barely 
get them to pay me four and sixpence a week for a room, 
which is the recognized fair London rent. No, gentlemen: 
when people are very poor, you cannot help them, no 
matter how much you may sympathize with them. It does 
them more harm than good in the long run. I prefer to save 
my money in order to provide additional houses for the 
homeless, and to lay by a little for Blanche. [He looks at them. 
They are silent: Trench unconvinced , hut talked down ; Cokane 
humanely perplexed. Sarforius bends his brows ; comes forward 
in his chair as if gathering himself for a spring; and addresses 
himself , with impressive significance, to Trench]. And now, 
Dr Trench, may I ask what your income is derived from? 

trench [ defiantly ] From interest: not from houses. My 
hands are dean as far as that goes. Interest on a mortgage. 

sartorius [forcibly] Yes: a mortgage on my property. 
When I, to use your own words, screw, and bully, and drive 
these people to pay what they have fredy undertaken to pay 
me, I cannot touch one penny of the money they give me 
until I have first paid you your seven hundred a year out of 
it. What Lickcheese did for me, I do for you. He and I are 
alike intermediaries: you are the principal. It is because of 
the risks I run through the poverty of my tenants that you 
exact interest from me at the monstrous and exorbitant rate 
of seven percent, forcing me to exact the uttermost farthing 
in my turn from the tenants. And yet, Dr Trench, you, who 
have never done a hand’s turn of work in connection with the 
place, you have not hesitated to speak contemptuously of 
me because I have applied my industry and forethought to 
the management of our property, and am maintaining it 
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by the same honorable means. 

cokane [greatly relieved ] Admirable, my dear sir, excel- 
lent! I felt instinctively that Trench was talking unpractical 
nonsense. Let us drop the subject, my dear boy; you only 
make an ass of yourself when you meddle in business matters. 

I told you it was inevitable. 

trench [dazed\ Do you mean to say that I am just as 
bad as you are? 

cokane. Shame, Harry, shame! Grossly bad taste! Be a 
gentleman. Apologize. 

sartorius. Allow me, Mr Cokane. [To Trench ] If, when 
you 9ay you are just as bad as I am, you mean that you are 
just as powerless to alter the state of society, then you are 
unfortunately quite fight. 

Trench does not at once reply. He stares at Sartorius , and 
then hangs his head and gazes stupidly at the floor , morally beg- 
gared, with his clasped knuckles between his knees, a living pic- 
tureoj disillusion. Cokane comes sympathetically to himandputs 
an encouraging hand on his shoulder. 

cokane [gently] Come, Harry, come! Pull yourself to- 
gether. You owe a word to Mr Sartorius. 

trench [still stupefied, slowly unlaces his fingers ; puts his 
hands on his knees , and lifts himself upright; pulls his waistcoat 
straight with a tug; and tries to take his disenchantment philo- 
sophically as he says, turning to Sartorius] Well, people who 
live in glass houses have no right to throw stones. But, on my 
honor, I never knew that my house was a glass one until you 
pointed it out. I beg your pardon. [He offers his hand}. 

sartorius. Say no more, Harry: your feelings do you 
credit; I assure you I feel exactly as you do, myself. Every 
man who has a heart must wish that a better state of things 
was practicable. But unhappily it is not. 
trench [a little consoled] I suppose not. 
cokane. Not a doubt of it, my dear sir; not a doubt of it. 
The increase of the population is at the bottom of it all. 

sartorius [to Trench] I trust I have convinced you that 
you need no more object to Blanche sharing my fortune, 
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than I need object to her sharing yours. 

trench [with dull wistfulness ] It seems so. We’re all in 
the same swim, it appears. I hope youll excuse my making 
such a fuss. 

sartorius. Not another word. In fact, I thank you for 
refraining from explaining the nature of your scruples to 
Blanche: I admire that in you, Harry. Perhaps it will be as 
well to leave her in ignorance. 

trench [anxiously] But I must explain now. You saw 
how angry she was. 

sartorius. You had better leave that to me. [He looks at 
his watch, and rings the hell]. Lunch is nearly due: while you 
are getting ready for it I can see Blanche; and I hope the 
result will be quite satisfactory to us all. [The parlormaid 
answers the bell: he addresses her with his habitual peremptori- 
ness]. Tell Miss Blanche I want her. 

the parlormaid [her face falling expressively] Yes, sir. 
[tSTif turns reluctantly to go] . 

sartorius [on second thoughts ] Stop. [She stops]. My love 
to Miss Blanche; and I am alone here and would like to see 
her for a moment if she is not busy. 

the parlormaid [relieved] Yes, sir. [She goes out]. 
sartorius. I will shew you your room, Harry. I hope 
you will soon be perfectly at home in it. You also, Mr Co- 
kane, must learn your way about here.' Let us go before 
Blanche comes. [He leads the way to the door]. 

co kane [cheerily, following him ] Our little discussion has 
given me quite an appetite. 

trench [ moodily ] It’s taken mine away. 

The two friends go out, Sartorius holding the door for them. 
He is following when the parlormaid reappears. She is a snivel- 
ling sympathetic creature, and is on the verge of tears. 
sartorius. Well: is Miss Blanche coming? 
the parlormaid. Yes, sir. I think so, sir. 
sartorius. Wait here until she comes; and tell her that 
I will be back in a moment. I have to shew Dr Trench his 
room. 
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the parlormaid, Yes, sir. [She comes into the tooth. A 
sound between a sob and a sniff escapes her]. 

Sartorius looks suspiciously at her. He half closes the door. 
sartorius [lowering his voice ] Whats the matter with 
you? 

the parlormaid [whimpering] Nothing, sir. 
sartorius [at the same pitch, more menacingly ] Take care 
how you behave yourself when there are visitors present. 
Do you hear? 

the parlormaid. Yes, sir. [Sartorius goes out]. 
sartorius [outside] Excuse me: I had a word to say to 
the servant. 

Trench is heard replying “Not at all,” and Cokane "Dont 
mention it, my dear sir.” 

Their voices pass out of hearing. The parlormaid sniffs; dnes 
her eyes; and takes some brown paper and a ball of string from 
a cupboard under the bookcase. She puts them on the table , and 
wrestles with another sob. Blanche comes in, with a jewel box in 
her hands. Her expression is that of a strong and determined 
woman in an intense passion. The maid looks at her with abject 
wounded affection and bodily terror. 

blanche [looking round] Wheres my father? 
the parlormaid [tremulously propitiatory ] He left word 
he’d be back directly, miss. I’m sure he wont be long. Heres 
the paper and string all ready, miss. [She spreads the paper on 
the table]. Can I do the parcel for you, miss? 

blanche. No. Mind your own business. [She empties 
the box on the sheet of brown paper. It contains a packet of letters 
and some jewellery. She plucks a ringfrom her finger and throws 
it down on the heap so angrily that it rolls away and falls on the 
carpet. The maid submissively picks it up and puts it on the table, 
again sniffing and drying her eyes] . What are you crying for ? 

the parlormaid [plaintively] You speak so brutal to me, 
Miss Blanche; and I do love you so. I’m sure no one else 
would stay and put up with what I have to put up with. 
blanche. Then go. I dont want you. Do you hear. Go. 
the parlormaid [piteously, falling on her knees] Oh no, 
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Miss Blanche. Dont send me away from you: dont— 
blanche [ with fierce disgust ] Agh! I hate the sight of you. 
[The maid, wounded to the heart, cries bitterly], Hold your 
tongue. Are those two gentlemen gone ? 

the parlormaid [weeping] Oh, how could you say such 
a thing to me, Miss Blanche: me that — 

blanche [ seizing her by the hair and throat] Stop that 
noise, I tell you, unless you want me to kill you. 

the parlormaid [protesting and imploring , but in a care- 
fully subdued voice] Let me go, Miss Blanche: you know 
youll be sorry: you always are. Remember how dreadfully 
my head was cut last time. 

blanche [raging] Answer me, will you. Have they gone? 
the parlormaid. Lickcheese has gone, looking dread- 
f — [she breaks of with a stifled cry as Blanche’s fingers tighten 
furiously on her], 

blanche. Did I ask you about Lickcheese? You beast: 
you know who I mean: youre doing it on purpose. 
the parlormaid [in a gasp] Theyre staying to lunch. 
blanche [looking intently into her face] He? 
the parlormaid [whispering with a sympathetic nod] 
Yes, miss. [Blanche lets her drop, and stands forlorn, with 
despair in her face. The parlormaid, recognizing the passing 
of the crisis of passion, and fearing no further violence, sits 
discomfitedly on her heels, and tries to arrange her hair and cap, 
•whimpering a little with exhaustion and soreness]. Now youve 
set my hands all trembling; and I shall jingle the things on 
the tray at lunch so that everybody will notice me. It’s too 
bad of you, Miss B1 — [Sartorius coughs outside]. 

blanche [quickly] Sh! Get up. The parlormaid hastily 
rises, and goes out as demurely as she can. Sartorius glances 
sternly at her and comes to Blanche. 

sartorius [ mournfully ] My dear: can you not make a 
little better fight with your temper? 

blanche [panting with the subsidence of her fit] No I cant. 
I wont. I do my best. Nobody who really cares for me gives 
me up because of my temper. I never shew my temper to 
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any of the servants but that girl; and she is the only one that 
will stay with us. 

sartorius. But, my dear, remember that we have to 
meet our visitors at luncheon presently. I have run down 
before them to say that I have arranged that little difficulty 
with Trench. It was only a piece of mischief made by Lick- 
cheese. Trench is a young fool; but it is all right now. 
Blanche. I dont want to marry a fool. 
sartorius, Then you will have to take a husband over 
thirty, Blanche. You must not expect too much, my child. 
You will be richer than your husband, and, I think, cleverer 
too. I am better pleased that it should be so. 
blanche [ seizing his ai m] Papa. 
sarto rius. Yes, my dear. 

blanche. May I do as I like about this marriage; or 
must I do as you like? 

sartorius [uneasily] Blanche — 
blanche. No, papa: you mus t answer me. 
sartorius [ abandoning his self-control, and giving way 
recklessly to his affection for her] You shall do as you like now 
and always, my beloved child. I only wish to do as my own 
darling pleases. 

blanche. Then I will not marry him. He has played 
fast and loose with me. He thinks us beneath him: he is 
ashamed of us : he dared to obj ect to being benefited by you 
— as if it were not natural for him to owe you everything; 
and yet the money tempted him after all, [She throws her 
arms hysterically about his neck] Papa: I dont want to marry: 
J only want to stay with you and be happy as we have always 
been. I hate the thought of being married: I dont care for 
him: I dont want to leave you. [ Trench and Cokane come in; 
but she can hear nothing but her own voice and does not notice 
them]. Only send him away: promise me that you will send 
him away and keep me here with you as we have always — 
[seeing Trench ] Oh! [She hides her face on her father s breast ]. 
trench [ nervously ] I hope we are not intruding. 
sartorius [ formidably ] Dr Trench: my daughter has 
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changed her mind. 

trench [disconcerted Am I to understand— 
cokane [striking in in his most vinegary manner] I think 
Harry, under the circumstances, we have no alternative but 
to seek luncheon elsewhere. 

trench. But, Mr Sartorius, have you explained? 

Sarto rius [straight in Trench’s Jace ] I have explained, 
sir. Good morning. [Trench, outraged, advances a step. Blanche 
sinks away from her father into a chair. Sartorius stands his 
ground rigidly ]. 

trench [turning away indignantly ] Come on, Cokane. 
cokane. Certainly, Harry, certainly. [Trench goes out, 
very angry. The parlormaid, with a tray jingling in her hands, 
passes outside]. You have disappointed me, sir, very acutely. 
Good morning. [He follows Trench ], 
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ACT III 

T HE drawing-room in Sartorius's house in Bedford 
Square, London. Winter evening: fire burning, curtains 
drawn, and lamps lighted. Sartonus and Blanche are 
sitting glumly near the fire. The parlormaid who has just 
brought in coffee, is placing it on a small table between them. 
There is a large table in the middle of the room. Looking from it 
towards the two windows, the pianoforte, a grand , is on the right, 
with a photographic portrait of Blanche on a miniature easel on a 
sort of bedspread which covers the top , shewing that the instru- 
ment is seldom, if ever, opened. There are two doors: one on the 
left, further forward than the fireplace, leading to the Study; the 
other by the comer nearest the right hand window, leading to the 
lobby. Blanche has her workbasket at hand, and is knitting. 
Sartorius, closer to the fire, has a newspaper. The parlormaid 
goes out. 

sartorius. Blanche, my love. 
blanche. Yes. 

sartorius. I had a long talk to the doctor today about 
our going abroad. 

blanche [impatiently] I am quite well; and I will not go 
abroad. I loathe the very thought of the Continent. Why 
will you bother me so about my health? 

sartorius. It was not about your health, Blanche, but 
about my own. 

blanche [rising] Yours! [She goes anxiously to him]. Oh, 
papa, theres nothing the matter with you, I hope? 

sartorius. There will be: there must be, Blanche, long 
before you begin to consider yourself an old woman. 
blanche. But theres nothing the matter now? 
sartorius, Well, my dear, the doctor says I need change, 
travel, excitement — 

blanche. Excitement! You need excitement! [67j£ 
laughs joylessly, and sits down on the rug at his feet]. How is it, 
papa, that you, who are so clever with everybody else, are 
not a bit clever with me? Do you think I cant see through 
your little plan to take me abroad? Since I will not be the 
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invalid and allow you to be die nurse, you are to be tlie invalid 
and I am to be the nurse. 

sartorius. Well, Blanche, if you will have it that you 
are well and have nothing preying on your spirits, I must in- 
sist on being ill and have something preying on mine. And 
indeed, my girl, there is no use in our going on as we have 
for the last four months. You have not been happy; and I 
have been very far from comfortable. [Blanche s face clouds: 
she turns away from him, and sits dumb and brooding. He waits 
in vain for some reply; then adds in a lower tone ] Need you be 
so inflexible, Blanche? 

blanche. I thought you admired inflexibility: you have 
always prided yourself on it. 

sartorius. Nonsense, my dear, nonsense! I have had to 
give in often enough. And I could shew you plenty of soft 
fellows who have done as well as I, and enjoyed themselves 
more, perhaps. If it is only for the sake of inflexibility that 
you are standing out — 

blanche. I am not standing out. I dont know what you 
mean. [She tries to rise and go away]. 

sartorius [catching her arm and arresting her on her knees] 
Come, my child! you must not trifle with me as if I were a 
stranger. You are fretting because — 

blanche [violently twisting herself free and speaking as she 
rises] If you say it, papa, I will kill myself. It is not true. If 
he were here on his knees tonight, I would walk out of the 
house sooner than endure it. [She goes out excitedly]. 

Sartorius, greatly troubled , turns again to the fire with a 
heavy sigh. 

sartorius [gazing gloomily into the glow] Now if I fight it 
out with her, no more comfort for months! I might as well 
live with my clerk or my servant. And if I give in now, I 
shall have to give in always. Well! I cant help it. I have 
stuck to having my own way all my life; but there must be 
an end to that drudgery some day. She is young: let her 
have her turn at it. 

The parlormaid comes in, evidently excited. 
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the parlormaid. Please, sir, Mr Lickcheese wants to 
see you very particlar. On important business. Your 
business, he told me to say. 

sartorius. Mr Lickcheese! Do you mean Lickcheese 
who used to come here on my business? 

the parlormaid. Yes, sir. But indeed, sir, youd scarcely 
know him. 

sartorius [frowning] Hm! Starving, 1 suppose. Come 
to beg? 

the parlormaid [intensely repudiating the idea] O-o-o-o-h 
NO, sir. Quite the gentleman, sir! Sealskin overcoat, sir! 
Come in a hansom, all shaved and clean ! I'm sure he’s come 
into a fortune, sir. 

sartorius. Hm ! Shew him up, 

Lickcheese , who has been waiting at the door, instantly comes 
in. The change in his appearance is dazzling. He is in evening 
dress, with an overcoat lined throughout with J urs presenting all 
the hues of the tiger. His shirt is fastened at the breast with a 
single diamond stud. His silk hat is of the glossiest black; a hand- 
some gold watch-chain hangs like a garland on his Jilled-out 
waistcoat ; he has shaved his whiskers and grown a moustache, 
the ends of which are waxed and pointed. As Sartorius stares 
speechless at him, he stands, smiling, to be admired, intensely 
enjoying the effect he is producing. The parlormaid, hardly less 
pleased with her own share in this coup-de-thbhtre , goes out 
beaming, full of the news for the kitchen. Lickcheese clinches the 
situation by a triumphant nod at Sartorius. 
sartorius [bracing himself ; hostile ] Well? 
lickcheese. Quite well, Sartorius, thankee. 
sartorius. I was not asking after your health, sir, as you 
know, I think, as well as I do. What is your business ? 

lickcheese. Business that I can take elsewhere if I meet 
with less civility than I please to put up with, Sartorius. You 
and me is man and man now. It was money that used to be 
my master, and not you: dont think it. Now that I’m inde- 
pendent in respect of money — 

sartorius [crossing detenninedly to the door, andholdingit 
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open] You can take your independence out of my house, 
then. I wont have it here. 

lickcheese [ indulgently ] Come, Sartorius: dont be stiff- 
necked. I come here as a friend to put money in your pocket. 
No use your lettin on to me that youre above money. Eh ? 

sartorius [ hesitates , and at last shuts the door , saying 
guardedly] How much money ? 

lickcheese [victorious, going to Blanche’s chair and taking 
off his overcoat ] Ah! there you speak like yourself, Sartorius. 
Now suppose you ask me to sit down and make myself com- 
fortable? 

sartorius [comingfrom the door] I have a mind to put you 
downstairs by the back of your neck, you infernal black- 
guard. 

lickcheese [not a bit ruffled, hangs his overcoat on the back 
oj Blanche's chair, pulling a cigar case out oj one of the packets 
as he does so] You and me is too much of a pair for me to 
take anything you say in bad part, Sartorius. Ave a cigar? 

sartorius. No smoking here: this is my daughter’s 
room. However, sit down, sit down. [They sit]. 

lickcheese. I’ bin gittin on a little since I saw you last. 

sartorius. So I see. 

lickcheese. I owe it partly to you, you know. Does that 
surprise you? 

sartorius. It doesnt concern me. 

lickcheese. So you think, Sartorius; because it never 
did concern you how I got on, so long as I got y o u on by 
bringin in the rents. But I picked up something for myself 
down at Robbins’s Row. 

sartorius. I always thought so. Have you come to make 
restitution? 

lickcheese. You wouldnt take it if I offered it to you, 
Sartorius. It wasnt money: it was knowledge: knowledge 
of the great public question of the Ousing of the Working 
Classes. You know theres a Royal Commission on it, dont 
you? 

sartorius. Oh, I see. Youve been giving evidence. 
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lickcheese. Giving evidence! Not me. What good 
would that do me? Only my expenses; and that not on the 
professional scale, neither. No: I gev no evidence. But I’ll 
tell you what I did. I kep it back, jast to oblige one or two 
people whose feelins would ’a bin urt by seein their names in 
a bluebook as keepin a fever den, Their Agent got so friendly 
with me over it that he put his name on a bill of mine to the 
tune of — well, no matter: it gev me a start; and a start was 
all I ever wanted to get on my feet. Ive got a copy of the first 
report of the Commission in the pocket of my overcoat. [He 
rises and gets at his overcoat, from a pocket oj which he takes a 
bluebook], I turned down the page to shew you: I thought 
youd like to see it. [He doubles the book back at the place indi- 
cated, and hands it to Sartorius j. 

sartorius. So blackmail is the game, eh? [He puts the 
book on the table without looking at it, and strikes it emphatically 
with his fist], I dont care that for my name being in blue- 
books. My friends dont read them; and I’m neither a Cabi- 
net Minister nor a candidate for Parliament. Theres no- 
thing to be got out of me on that lay. 

lickcheese [shocked] Blackmail! Oh, Mr Sartorius, do 
you think I would let out a word about your premises? 
Round on an old pal! no: that aint Lickcheese’s way. Be- 
sides, they know all about you already. Them stairs that 
you and me quarrelled about, they was a whole arternoon 
examinin the clergyman that made such a fuss — you re- 
member? — about the women that was urt on it. He made 
the worst he could of it, in an ungen tlemanly, unchristian 
spirit. I wouldnt have that clergyman’s disposition for 
worlds. Oh no: thats not what was in my thoughts. 

sartorius. Come, come, man! what was in your 
thoughts? Out with it. 

lickcheese [with provoking deliberation, smiling and look- 
ing mysteriously at him] You aint spent a few hundreds in 
repairs since we parted, ave you? [Sartorius, losing patience, 
makes a threatening movement]. Now dont fly out at me. I 
know a landlord that owned as beastly a slum as you could 
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find in London, down there by the Tower. By my advice 
that man put half die houses into first-class repair, and let 
the other half to a new Company: the North Thames Iced 
Mutton Depot Company, of which I hold a few shares: pro- 
moters’ shares. And what was the end of it, do you think? 
sartorius. Smash, I suppose. 
lickcheese. Smash! not a bit of it. Compensation, Mr 
Sartorius, compensation. Do you understand that? 
sartorius. Compensation for what? 
lickcheese. Why, the land was wanted for an extension 
of the Mint; and the Company had to be bought out, and 
the buildings compensated for. Somebody has to know 
these things beforehand, you know, no matter how dark 
theyre kept. 

sartorius [interested, but cautious] Well? 
lickcheese. Is that all you have to say to me, Mr Sar- 
torius? “Well”! as if I was next door’s dog! Suppose I’d 
got wind of a new street that would knock down Robbins’s 
Row and turns Burke’s Walk into a frontage worth thirty 
pound a foot ! would you say no more to me than [mimicking] 
“Well”? [Sartorius hesitates, looking at him in great doubt. 
Lickcheese rises and exhibits himself]. Come! look at my get- 
up, Mr Sartorius. Look at this watch-chain! Look at the 
corporation Ive got on me! Do you think all that came from 
keeping my mouth shut? No: it came from keeping my ears 
and eyes open. 

Blanche comes in, followed by the -parlormaid, who has a 
silver tray on which she collects the coffee cups. Sartorius, im- 
patient at the interruption, rises and motions Lickcheese to the 
door of the study. 

sartorius. Sh! We must talk this over in the study. 
There is a good fire there; and you can smoke. Blanche: an 
old friend of ours. 

lickcheese. And a kind one to me. I hope to see you 
well. Miss Blanche. 

blanche. Why, it’s Mr Lickcheese! I hardly knew you. 
lickcheese. I find you a little changed yourself, miss. 
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Blanche [ hastily ] Oh, I am the same as ever. How are 
Mrs Lickcheese and the chil — 

sartorius [ impatiently ] We have business to transact, 
Blanche. You can talk to Mr Lickcheese afterwards. Come 
on. 

Sartorius and Lickcheese go into the study. Blanche , sur- 
prised at her father's abruptness, looks after them for a moment. 
Then, seeing Lickcheese' s overcoat on her chair, she takes it up, 
amused, and looks at the fur. 

the parlormaid. Oh, we are fine, sunt we, Miss 
Blanche? I think Mr Lickcheese must have come into a 
legacy. [Confidentially] I wonder what he can want with the 
master, Miss Blanche! He brought him this big book. [Me 
shews the bluebook to Blanche ]. 

blanche [her curiosity aroused] Let me see. [She takes the 
book and looks at it]. Theres something about papa in it. [She 
sits down and begins to read]. 

the parlormaid [folding the tea-table and putting it out of 
the way] He looks ever s’much younger, Miss Blanche, dont 
he? I couldnt help laughing when I saw him with his whis- 
kers shaved off: it do look so silly when youre not accus- 
tomed to it. [No answer from Blanche], You havnt finished 
your coffee, miss: I suppose I may take it away? [No answer]. 
Oh, you are interested in Mr Lickcheese’s book, miss. 

Blanche springs up. The parlormaid looks at her face, and 
instantly hurries out of the room on tiptoe with her tray. 

blanche. So that was why he would not touch the money. 
[She tries to tear the book across. Finding this impossible she 
throws it violently into the fireplace. It falls into the fender]. Oh, 
if only a girl could have no father, no family, just as I have 
no mother! Clergyman! beast! “The worst slum landlord 
in London." “Slum landlord.” Oh! [Me covers her face with 
her hands, and sinks shuddering into the chair on which the over- 
coat lies. The study door opens], 

lickcheese [in the study] You just waitfive minutes: I’ll 
fetch him . [Blanche snatches apiece of work from her basket, and 
sits erect and quiet, stitching at it. Lickcheese comes back, speak- 
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ing to Sartorius, who follows him]. He lodges round the comer 
in Gower Street; and my private ansom’s at the door. By 
your leave, Miss Blanche [pulling gently at his overcoat]. 

blanche [rising] I beg your pardon. I hope I havnt 
crushed it. 

lickcheese [ gallantly , as he gets into the coat ] Youre wel- 
come to crush it again now, Miss Blanche. Dont say good 
evenin to me, miss: I’m comin back presently: me and a 
friend or two. Ta ta, Sartorius: I shant be long. [He goes 
out]. 

Sartorius looks about for the bluebook. 

blanche. I thought we were done with Lickcheese. 

sartorius. Not quite yet, I think. He left a book here for 
me to look over: a large book in a blue paper cover. Has the 
girl put it away ? [He sees it in the fender; looks at Blanche; and 
adds ] Have you seen it? 

blanche. No. Yes. [Angrily] No: I have not seen it. 
What have I to do with it ? 

Sartorius picks the book up and dusts it; then sits down 
quietly to read. After a glance up and down the columns, he nods 
assentingly , as if he found there exactly what he expected. 

sartorius. It’s a curious thing, Blanche, that the Parlia- 
mentary gentlemen who write such books as these should be 
so ignorant of practical business. One would suppose, to 
read this, that we are the most grasping, grinding, heartless 
pair in the world, you and I. 

blanche. Is it not true? About the state of the houses, I 
mean? 

sartorius [calmly] Oh, quite true. 

blanche. Then it is not our fault? 

sartorius. My dear: if we made the houses any better, 
the rents would have to be raised so much that the poor 
people would be unable to pay, and would be thrown home- 
less on the streets. 

blanche. Well, turn them out and get in a respectable 
class of people. Why should we have the disgrace of harbor- 
ing such wretches? 
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sartorius [opening his eyes] That sounds a little hard on 
them, doesnt it, my child? 

blanche. Oh, I hate the poor. At least, I hate those 
dirty, drunken, disreputable people who live like pigs. If 
they must be provided for, let other people look after them. 
How can you expect any one to think well of us when such 
things are written about us in that infamous book? 

sartorius [coldly and a little wistfully ] I see I have made 
a real lady of you, Blanche. 

blanche [defiantly] Well? Are you sorry for that? 
sartorius. No, my dear: of course not. But do you 
know, Blanche, that my mother was a very poor woman, 
and that her poverty was not her fault? 

blanche. I suppose not; but the people we want to mix 
with now dont know that. And it was not my fault; so I 
dont see' why I should be made to suffer for it. 

sartorius [enraged] Who makes you suffer for it, miss? 
What would you be now but for what your grandmother did 
for me when she stood at her wash-tub for thirteen hours a 
day and thought herself rich when she made fifteen shillings 
a week? 

blanche [angrily] I suppose I should have been down on 
her level instead of being raised above it, as I am now. 
Would you like us to go and live in that place in the book 
for the sake of grandmamma? I hate the idea of such things. 
I dont want to know about them. I love you because you 
brought me up to something better. [Half aside, as she turns 
away from him] I should hate you if you had not. 

sartorius [giving in] Well, my child, I suppose it is 
natural for you to feel that way, after your bringing up. It is 
the ladylike view of the matter. So dont let us quarrel, my 
girl. You shall not be made to suffer any more. I have made 
up my mind to improve the property, and get in quite a new 
class of tenants. There! does that satisfy you? I am only 
waiting for the consent of the ground landlord, Lady Rox- 
dale. 

blanche. Lady Roxdale! 
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sartorius. Yes. But I shall expect the mortgagee to take 
his share of the risk. 

blanche. The mortgagee! Do you mean— [She cannot 
finish the sentence: Sartorius does it for her}. 

sartorius. Harry Trench. Yes. And remember, 
Blanche: if he consents to join me in the scheme, I shall 
have to be friends with him. 

blanche. And to ask him to the house? 
sartorius. Only on business. You need not meet him 
unless you like. 

blanche [overwhelmed] When is he coming? 
sartorius. There is no time to be lost. Lickcheese has 
gone to ask him to come round. 

blanche [in dismay] Then he will be here in a few 
minutes ! What shall I do ? 

sartorius. I advise you to receive him as if nothing had 
happened, and then go out and leave us to our business. 
You are not afraid to meet him? 

blanche. Afraid! No: most certainly not. But— 
lickcheese’s voice [without] Straight in front of you, 
doctor. You never bin here before; but I know the house 
better than my own. 

blanche. Here they are. Dont say I’m here, papa. [She 
rushes away into the study]. 

Lickcheese comes in with Trench and Cokane. Both are in 
evening dress. Cokane shakes hands effusively with Sartorius. 
Trench s who is coarsened and sullen , and has evidently not been 
making the best of his disappointment , bows shortly and resent- 
fully. Lickcheese covers the general embarrassment by talking 
cheerfully until they are all seated round the large table: Trench 
nearest the fireplace; Cokane nearest the piano; and the other two 
between them , with Lickcheese next Cokane ]. 

lickcheese. Here we are, all friends round St Paul’s 
You remember Mr Cokane? he does a little business for me 
now as a friend, and gives me a help with my correspond- 
ence: sekketerry we call it. Ive no litery style, and thats the 
truth; so Mr Cokane kindly puts it into my letters and draft 
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prospectuses and advertisements and the like. Dont you, 
Cokane? Of course you do: why shouldnt you? He’s been 
helping me to persuade his old friend, Dr Trench, about the 
matter we were speaking of. 

cokane [austerely] No, Mr Lickcheese, not trying to 
persuade him. No : this is a matter of principle with me. I 
say it is your duty, Henry— your d u t y— to put those abom- 
inable buildings into proper and habitable repair. As a man 
of science you owe it to the community to perfect the sani- 
tary arrangements. In questions of duty there is no room 
for persuasion, even from the oldest friend. 

sartorjus [to Trench ] I certainly feel, as Mr Cokane puts 
it, that it is our duty: one which I have perhaps too long 
neglected out of regard for the poorest class of tenants. 

lickcheese. Not a doubt of it, gents: a dooty. I can be 
as sharp as any man when it’s a question of business; but 
dooty’s another pair o’ shoes. 

trench. Well, I dont see that it’s any more my duty 
now than it was four months ago. I look at it simply as a 
question of so much money. 

cokane. Shame, Harry, shame! Shame! 
trench. Oh, shut up, you fool. [Cokane springs up]. 
lickcheese [catching his coat and holding him ] Steady! 
steady ! Mr Sekketerry. Dr Trench is only joking. 

cokane. I insist on the withdrawal of that expression. I 
have been called a fool. 

trench [ morosely ] So you are a fool. 
cokane. Then you are a damned fool. Now, sir! 
trench. All right. Now weve settled that. [Cokane, with * 
a snort, sits down]. W T hat I mean is this. Dont lets have any 
nonsense about this job. As I understand it, Robbins’s Row 
is to be pulled down to make way for the new street into the 
Strand; and the straight tip now is to go for compensation. 
lickcheese [chuckling] That’so, Dr Trench. Thats it. 
trench [ continuing ] Well, it appears that the dirtier a 
place is the more rent you get; and the decenter it is, the 
more compensation you get. So we’re to give up dirt and go 
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in for decency. 

sartorius. I should not put it exactly in that way; but— 
co ran e. Quite right, Mr Sartorius, quite right. The 
case could not have been stated in worse taste or with less 
tact. 

uckcheese. Sh-sh-sh-sh! 

sartorius. I do not quite go with you there, Mr Cokane. 
Dr Trench puts the case frankly as a man of business. I 
take the wider view of a public man. We live in a progressive 
age; and humanitarian ideas are advancing and must be 
taken into account. But my practical conclusion is the same 
as his. I should hardly feel justified in making a large claim 
for compensation under existing circumstances. 

lickcheese. Of course not ; and you wouldnt get it if you 
did. You see, it’s like this, Dr Trench. Theres no doubt that 
the Vestries has legal powers to play old Harry with slum 
properties, and spoil the houseknacking game if they please. 
That didnt matter in the good old times, because the Vestries 
used to be us ourselves. Nobody ever knew a word about 
the election; and we used to get ten of us into a room and 
elect one another, and do what we liked. Well, that cock 
wont fight any longer; and, to put it short, the game is up 
for men in the position of you and Mr Sartorius. My advice 
to you is, take the present chance of getting out of it. Spend 
a little money on the block at theCribbs Market end: enough 
to make it look like a model dwelling, you know; and let the 
other block to me on fair terms for a depot of the North 
Thames Iced Mutton Company. Theyll be knocked down 
inside of two year to make room for the new north and south 
main thoroughfare; and youll be compensated to the tune 
of double the present valuation, with the cost of the improve- 
ments thrown in. Leave things as they are; and you stand a 
good chance of being fined, or condemned, or pulled down 
before long. Now’s your time. 

cokane. Hear, hear! Hear, hear! Hear, hear! Admir- 
ably put from the business point of view! I recognize the 
uselessness of putting the moral point of view to you, 
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Trench; but even you must feel the cogency of Mr Lick- 
cheese’s business statement. 

trench. But why cant you act without me? What have 
I got to do with it? I’m only a mortgagee. 

sartorius. There is a certain risk in this compensation 
investment, Dr Trench. The County Council may alter the 
line of the new street. If that happens, the money spent in 
improving the houses will be thrown away: simply thrown 
away. Worse than thrown away, in fact; for the new build- 
ings may stand unlet or half let for years. But you will ex- 
pect your seven per cent as usual. 
trench. A man must live. 
cokane. Je n’en vois pas la necessite. 
trench. Shut up, Billy; or else speak some language 
you understand. No, Mr Sartorius: I should be very glad 
to stand in with you if I could afford it;butIcant;soyoumay 
leave me out of it. 

lickcheese. Well, all lean say is that youre a very foolish 
young man. 

cokane. What did I tell you, Harry ? 
trench. I dont see that it’s any business of yours, Mr 
Lickcheese. 

lickcheese, It’s a free country : every man has aright to 
his opinion. 

cokane. Hear, hear! 

lickcheese. Come! wheres your feelins for them poor 
people, Dr Trench? Remember how it went to your heart 
when I first told you about them. What! are you going to 
turn hard? 

trench. No: it wont do: you cant get over me that way. 
You proved to me before that there was no use in being 
sentimental over that slum shop of ours; and it’s no good 
your turning round on the philanthropic tack now that you 
want me to put my capital into your speculation. Ive had 
my lesson; and I’m going to stick to my present income. 
It’s little enough for me as it is. 

sartorius. It really matters nothing to me, Dr Trench, 
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how you decide. I can easily raise the money elsewhere and 
pay you off. Then, since you are resolved to run no risks, 
you can invest your ten thousand pounds in Consols and 
get two hundred and fifty pounds a year for it instead of 
seven hundred. 

Trench , completely outwitted, stares at them in consternation. 
Cokane breaks the silence. 

cokane. This is what comes of being avaricious, Harry. 
Two thirds of your income gone at one blow. And I must 
say it serves you right. 

trench. Thats all very fine; but 1 dont understand it. 
If you can do this to me, why didnt you do it long ago? 

SARTORius. Because, as I should probably have had to 
borrow at the same rate, I should have saved nothing; 
whereas you would have lost over four hundred a year: a 
very serious matter for you. I had no desire to be unfriendly; 
and even now I should be glad to let the mortgage stand, 
were it not that the circumstances mentioned by Mr Lick- 
cheese force my hand. Besides, Dr Trench, I hoped for 
some time that our interests might be joined by closer ties 
even than those of friendship. 

lickcheese [jumping up, relieved ] There ! Now the mur- 
der’s out. Excuse me, Dr Trench. Ex-cuse me, Mr Sar- 
torius: excuse my freedom. Why not Dr Trench marry 
Miss Blanche, and settle the whole affair that way? 

Sensation. Lickcheese sits down triumphant. 

cokane, You forget, Mr Lickcheese, that the young 
lady, whose taste has to be considered, decisively objected 
to him. 

trench. Oh! Perhaps you think she was struck with 
you. 

cokane. I do not say so, Trench. No man of any delicacy 
would suggest such a thing. You have an untutored mind, 
Trench, an untutored mind. 

trench. Well, Cokane: Ive told you my opinion of you 
already. 

cokane [rising wildly] And I have told you my opinion 
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of you, I will repeat it if you wish. I am ready to repeat it. 

lickcheese. Come, Mr Sekketerry : you and me, as mar- 
ried men, is out of the unt as far as young ladies is concerned. 
I know Miss Blanche: she has her father’s eye for business. 
Explain this job to her ; and she’ll make it up with Dr Trench. 
Why not have a bit of romance in business when it costs 
nothing? We all have our feelins : we aint mere calculatin 
machines. 

sartorius [revolted] Do you think, Lickcheese, that my 
daughter is to be made part of a money bargain between you 
and these gentlemen? 

lickcheese. Oh come, Sartorius! dont talk as if you was 
the only father in the world, I have a daughter too; and my 
feelins in that matter is just as fine as yours. I propose no- 
thing but what is for Miss Blanche’s advantage and Dr 
Trench’s. 

co kane. Lickcheese expresses himself roughly, Mr Sar- 
torius; but his is a sterling nature; and what he says is to 
the point. If Miss Sartorius can really bring herself to care 
for Harry, I am far from desiring to stand in the way of such 
an arrangement. 

trench. Why, what have you got to do with it ? 

lickcheese. Easy, DrTrench, easy. We want your opin- 
ion. Are you still on for marrying Miss Blanche if she’s 
agreeable? 

trench [shortly] I dont know that I am. [Sartorius rises 
indignantly]. 

lickcheese. Easy one moment, Mr Sartorius. [To 
Trench] Come now. Dr Trench ! you say you dont know that 
you are. But do you know that you aint ? thats what we want 
to know. 

trench [sulkily] I wont have the relations between Miss 
Sartorius and myself made part of a bargain. [He rises to 
leave the table]. 

lickcheese [rising] Thats enough: a gentleman could 
say no less. [Insinuatingly] Now, would you mind me and 
Cokane and the guvnor steppin into the study to arrange 
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about the lease to the North Thames Iced Mutton Com- 
pany? 

trench. Oh, I dont mind. I’m going home. Theres no- 
thing more to say. 

lickcheese. No: dont go. Only just a minute: me and 
Cokane will be back in no time to see you home. Youll wait 
for us, wont you? 

trench. Oh well, if you wish, yes. 
lickcheese [cheerily] Didnt I know you would! 
sartorius [at the study door, to Cokane ] After you, sir. 
Cokane bows formally and goes into the study. 
lickcheese [at the door, aside to Sartorius ] You never ad 
such a managin man as me, Sartorius. [He goes into the study 
chuckli ng, foil owed by Sartori us], 

Trenchfeft alone Joaksroundcarefully and listens amomml. 
Then he goes on tiptoe to the piano and leans upon it with folded 
arms, gazing at Blanche’s portrait. Blanche herself appears 
presently at the study door. When she sees how he is occupied, 
she closes it softly and steals over to him , watching him intently. 
He rises from his leaning attitude, and takes the portrait from 
the easel, and is about to kiss it when, taking a second look round 
to reassure himself that nobody is watching him, he finds Blanche 
close upon him. He drops the portrait, and stares at her without 
the least presence of mind. 

blanche [shrewishly] Well ? So you have come back here. 
You have had the m e a n n e s s to come into this house again. 
[He flushes and retreats a step. She follows him up remorselessly ■]. 
What a poor spirited creature you must be! Why dont you 
go? [Red and wincing, he starts huffily to get his hat from the 
table ; but when he turns to the door with it she deliberately stands 
in his way; so that he has to stop], I dont want you to stay. 
[For a moment they stand face to face, quite close to one another, 
she provocative, taunting , half defying , half inviting him to ad- 
vance, in a flush of undisguised animal excitement. It suddenly 
flashes on him that all this ferocity is erotic: that she is making 
loveiohim.His eye lights up: a cunning expression comes intothe 
corners of his mouth: with a heavy assumption of indifference he 
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walks straight back to his chair, and plants himself in it with his 
armsfolded. She comes down the room after him}. Bud forgot: 
you have found that there is some money to be made here. 
Lickcheese told you. You, who were so disinterested, so 
independent, that you could not accept anything from my 
father ! [At the end of every sentence she waits to see what execu- 
tion she has done]. I suppose you will try to persuade me that 
you have come down here on a great philanthropic enter- 
prise — to befriend the poor by having those houses rebuilt, 
eh? [Trench maintains his attitude and makes no sign]. Yes: 
when my father makes you do it. And when Lickcheese 
has discovered some way of making it profitable. Oh, I know 
papa; and I know you. And for the sake of that, you come back 
here — into the house where you were refused — ordered out. 
[Trench’s face darkens: her eyes gleam as she sees </]. Aha ! you 
rememhet that. You know it's true: you cant deny it. [She 
sits down, and softens her tone a little as she affects to pity him]. 
Well, let me tell you that you cut a poor figure, a very, very 
poor figure, Harry. [At the word Harry he relaxes the fold of 
his arms; and a faint grin of anticipated victory appears on his 
face]. And you, too, a gentlemanl so highly connected! with 
such distinguished relations! so particular as to where your 
money comes from ! I wonder at you. I really wonder at you. 
I should have thought that if your fine family gave you no- 
thing else, it might at least have given you some sense of 
personal dignity. Perhaps you think you look dignified at 
present: eh? [yVo reply]. Well, I can assure you that you 
dont: you look most ridiculous — as foolish as a man could 
look — you dont know what to say; and you dont know what 
to do. But after all, I really dont see what any one c o u 1 d say 
in defence of such conduct. [He looks straight in front of him, 
and purses up his lips as if whistling. This annoys her; and she 
becomes affectedly polite J. I am afraid I am in your way, Dr 
Trench. [She rises]. I shall not intrude on you any longer. 
You seem so perfectly at home that I need make no apology 
for leaving you to yourself. [She makes a feint of going, to the 
door; but he does not budge; and she returns and comes behind his 
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chair]. Harry. [He does not turn. She comes a step nearer}. 
Harry: I want you to answer me a question. [ Earnestly , 
stooping over him] Look me in the face [No reply}. Do you 
hear? [Seizing his cheeks and twisting his head round] Look— 
me — in — the — face. [He shuts his eyes tight and grins. She sud- 
denly kneels downbesidehimwithher breast against his shoulder]. 
Harry : what were you doing with my photograph just now, 
when you thought you were alone? [He opens his eyes: they are 
full of delight. She flings her arms round him , and crushes him 
in an ecstatic embrace as she adds, with furious tenderness ] How 
dare you touch anything belonging to me? 

The study door opens and voices are heard. 
trench. I hear some one coming. 

She regains her chair with a bound, and pushes it back as far 
as possible. Cokane, Lickcheese and Sartorius come from the 
study. Sartorius and Lickcheese come to Trench. Cokane crosses 
to Blanche in his most killing manner. 

cokane. How do you do, Miss Sartorius? Nice weather 
for the return of l’enfant prodigue, eh ? 

blanche. Capital, Mr Cokane. So glad to see you. [We 
gives him her hand, which he kisses with gallantry], 

lickcheese [on Trench's left, in a low voice] Any noos for 
us, Dr Trench? 

trench [to Sartorius, on his right] I’ll stand in, compensa- 
tion or no compensation. [He shakes Sartorius' s hand]. 

The parlormaid has just appeared at the door. 
the parlormaid. Supper is ready, miss. 
cokane. Allow me. 

Exeuntamnes: Blanche onCokam s arm -.Lickcheese jocosely 
taking Sartorius on one arm , and Trench on the other. 
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THE AUTHOR’S APOLOGY FOR 
GREAT CATHERINE 

E XCEPTION has been taken to the title of this seem- 
ing tomfoolery on the ground that the Catherine it 
represents is not Great Catherine, but the Catherine 
whose gallantries provide some of the lightest pages of mod- 
ern history. Great Catherine, it is said, was the Catherine 
whose diplomacy, whose campaigns and conquests, whose 
plans of Liberal reform, whose correspondence with Grimm 
and Voltaire enabled her to cut such a magnificent figure in 
the XVIII century. In reply, I can only confess that Cathe- 
rine’s diplomacy and her conquests do not interest me. It is 
clear to me that neither she nor the statesmen with whom 
she played this mischievous kind of political chess had any 
notion of the real history of their own times, or of the real 
forces that were moulding Europe. The French Revolution, 
which made such short work of Catherine’s Voltairean prin- 
ciples, surprised and scandalized her as much as it surprised 
and scandalized any provincial governess in the French 
chateaux. 

The main difference between her and our modern Liberal 
Governments was that whereas she talked and wrote quite 
intelligently about Liberal principles before she was fright- 
ened into making such talking and writing a flogging matter, 
our Liberal ministers take the name of Liberalism in vain 
without knowing or caring enough about its meaning even 
to talk and scribble about it, and pass their flogging Bills, 
and institute their prosecutions for sedition and blasphemy 
and so forth, without the faintest suspicion that such pro- 
ceedings need any apology from the Liberal point of view. 

It was quite easy for Patiomkin to humbug Catherine as 
to the condition of Russia by conducting her through sham 
cities run up for the occasion by scenic artists; but in the 
little world of European court intrigue and dynastic diplo- 
macy which was the only world she knew she was more than 
a match for him and for all the rest of her contemporaries. 
In such intrigue and diplomacy, however, there was no ro- 
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malice, no scientific political interest, nothing that a sane 
mind can now retain even if it can be persuaded to waste 
time in reading it tip. But Catherine as a woman, with plenty 
of character and (as we should say) no morals, still fascinates 
and amuses us as she fascinated and amused her contempor- 
aries. They were great sentimental comedians, these Peters, 
Elizabeths, and Catherines who played their Tsarships as 
eccentric character parts, and produced scene after scene of 
furious harlequinade with the monarch as clown, and of 
tragic relief in the torture chamber with the monarch as 
pantomime demon committing real atrocities, not forgetting 
the indispensable love interest on an enormous and utterly 
indecorous scale. Catherine kept this vast Guignol Theatre 
open for nearly half a century, not as a Russian, but as a 
highly domesticated German lady whose household routine 
was not at all so unlike that of Queen Victoria as might be 
expected from the difference in their notions of propriety in 
sexual relations. 

In short, if Byron leaves you with an impression that he 
said very little about Catherine, and that little not what was 
best worth saying, I beg to correct your impression by assur- 
ing you that what Byron said was all there really is to say 
that is worth saying. His Catherine is my Catherine and 
everybody’s Catherine. The young man who gains her favor 
is a Spanish nobleman in his version. I have made him an 
English country gen deman, who gets out of his rather dan- 
gerous scrape by simplicity, sincerity, and the courage of 
these qualities. By this I have given some offence to the many 
Britons who see themselves as heroes: what they mean by 
heroes being theatrical snobs of superhuman pretensions 
which, though quite groundless, are admitted with awe by 
the rest of the human race. They say I think an English- 
man a fool. When I do, they have themselves to thank. 

I must not, however, pretend that historical portraiture 
was the motive of a play that will leave the reader as ignorant 
of Russian history as he may be now before he has turned 
the page. Nor is the sketch of Catherine complete even 
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idiosyncratically, leaving her politics out of the question. 
For example, she wrote bushels of plays. I confess I have 
not yet read any of them. The truth is, this play grew out of 
the relations which inevitably exist in the theatre between 
authors and actors. If the actors have sometimes to use their 
skill as the author’s puppets rather than in full self-expres- 
sion, the author has sometimes to use his skill as the actors' 
tailor, fitting them with parts written to display the virtu- 
osity of the performer rather than to solve problems of life, 
character, or his tory. Feats of this kind may tickle an author’s 
technical vanity; but he is bound on such occasions to admit 
that the performer for whom he writes is ‘‘the onlie be- 
getter” of his work, which must be regarded critically as an 
addition to the debt dramatic literature owes to the art of 
acting and its exponents. Those who have seen Miss Ger- 
trude Kingston play the part of Catherine will have no 
difficulty in believing that it was her talent rather than mine 
that brought the play into existence. I once recommended 
Miss Kingston professionally to play queens. Now in the 
modern drama there were no queens for her to play; and 
as to the older literature of our stage, did it not provoke 
the veteran actress in Sir Arthur Pinero’s Trelawny of the 
Wells to declare that, as parts, queens are not worth a tin- 
ker’s oath? Miss Kingston’s comment on my suggestion, 
though more elegantly worded, was to the same effect; and 
it ended in my having to make good my advice by writing 
Great Catherine. History provided no other queen capable 
of standing up to our joint talents. 

In composing such bravura pieces, the author limits 
himself only by the range of the virtuoso, which by definition 
far transcends the modesty of nature. If my Russians seem 
more Muscovite than any Russian, and my English people 
more insular than any Briton, I will not plead, as I honestly 
might, that the fiction has yet to be written that can exag- 
gerate the reality of such subjects; that the apparently out- 
rageous Patiomkin is but a timidly bowdlerized ghost of the 
original; and that Captain Edstaston is no more than a 
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miniature that might hang appropriately on the walls of 
nineteen out of twenty English country houses to this day, 
An artistic presentment must not condescend tojustify itself 
by a comparison with crude nature; and I prefer to admit 
that in this kind my dramatis ■ personae are, as they should be, 
of the stage stagey, challenging the actor to act up to them 
or beyond them, if he can. The more heroic the overcharg- 
ing, the better for the performance. 

In dragging the reader thus for a moment behind the 
scenes, I am departing from a rule which I have hitherto 
imposed on myself so rigidly that I never permit myself, 
even in a stage direction, to let slip a word that could blud- 
geon the imagination of the reader by reminding him of the 
boards and the footlights and tire sky borders and the rest of 
the theatrical scaffolding, for which nevertheless I have to 
plan as carefully as if I were the head carpenter as well as the 
author. But even at the risk of talking shop, an honest play- 
wright should take at least one opportunity of acknowledg- 
ing that his art is not only limited by the art of the actor, but 
often stimulated and developed by it. No sane and skilled 
author writes plays that present impossibilities to the actor 
or to the stage engineer. If, as occasionally happens, he asks 
them to do things that they have never done before and 
cannot conceive as presentable or possible (as Wagner and 
Thomas Hardy have done, for example), it is always found 
that the difficulties are not really insuperable, the author 
having foreseen unsuspected possibilities both in the actor 
and in the audience, whose will-to-make-believe can per- 
form the quaintest miracles. Thus may authors advance the 
arts of acting and of staging plays. But the actor also may 
enlarge the scope of the drama by displaying powers not 
previously discovered by the author. If the best available 
actors are only Horatios, the authors will have to leave 
Hamlet out, and be content with Horatios for heroes. Some 
of the difference between Shakespear’s Orlandos and Bas- 
sanios and Bertrams and his Hamlets and Macbethsmust 
have been due not only to his development as a dramadc 
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poet, but to the development of Burbage as an actor. Play- 
wrights do not write for ideal actors when their livelihood is 
at stake: if they did, they would write parts for heroes with 
twenty arms like an Indian god. Indeed the actor often 
influences the author too much; for I can remember a time 
(I am not implying that it is yet wholly past) when the art of 
writing a fashionable play had become very largely the art 
of writing it “round” the personalities of a group of fashion- 
able performers of whom Burbage would certainly have said 
that their parts needed no acting. Everything has its abuse 
as well as its use. 

It is also to be considered that great plays live longer than 
great actors, though little plays do not live nearly so long 
as the worst of their exponents. The consequence is that the 
great actor, instead of putting pressure on contemporary 
authors to supply him with heroic parts, falls back on the 
Shakespearean repertory, and takes what he needs from a 
dead hand. In the nineteenth century, the careers of Kean, 
Macready, Barry Sullivan, and Irving, ought to have pro- 
duced a group of heroic plays comparable in intensity to 
those of /Eschylus, Sophocles, and Euripides; but nothing 
of the kind happened: these actors played the works of dead 
authors, or, very occasionally, of live poets who were hardly 
regular professional playwrights. Sheridan Knowles, Bul- 
wer Lytton, Wills, and Tennyson produced a few glaringly 
artificial high horses for the great actors of their time; but 
the playwrights proper, who really kept the theatre going, 
and were kept going by the theatre, did not cater for the 
great actors: they could not afford to compete with a hard 
who was not of an age but for all time, and who had, more- 
over, the overwhelming attraction for the actor-managers 
of not charging author’s fees. The result was that the play- 
wrights and the great actors ceased to think of themselves 
as having any concern with one another: Tom Robertson, 
Ibsen, Pinero, and Barrie might as well have belonged to a 
different solar system as far as Irving was concerned; and 
the same was true of their respective predecessors. 
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Thus was established an evil tradition; but I at least can 
plead that it does not always hold good. If Forbes Robertson 
had not been there to play Caesar, I should not have written 
Caesar and Cleopatra. If Ellen Terry had never been born, 
Captain Brassbound’s conversion would never have been 
effected. The Devil’s Disciple, with which I won my cordon 
bleu in America as a potboiler, would have had a different 
sort of hero if Richard Mansfield had been a different sort of 
actor, though the actual commission to write it came from 
an English actor, William Terriss, who was assassinated 
before he recovered from the dismay into which the result 
of his rash proposal threw him. For it must be said that the 
actor or actress who inspires or commissions a play as often 
as not regards it as a Frankenstein’s monster, and will none 
of it. That does not make him or her any the less parental in 
the fecundity of the playwright. 

To an author who has any feeling of his business there is 
a keen and whimsical joy in divining and revealing a side of 
an actor’s genius overlooked before, and unsuspected even 
by the actor himself. When I snatched Mr Louis Calvert 
from Shakespear, and made him wear a frock coat and silk 
hat on the stage for perhaps the first time in his life, I do 
not think he expected in the least that his performance 
would enable me to boast of his Tom Broadbent as a genuine 
stage classic. Mrs Patrick CampbeE was famous before I 
wrote for her, but not for playing illiterate cockney flower- 
maidens. And in the case which is provoking me to all these 
impertinences, I am quite sure that Miss Gertrude King- 
ston, who first made her reputation as an impersonator of 
the most delightfully feather-headed and inconsequent in- 
genues, thought me more than usually mad when I per- 
suaded her to play the Helen of Euripides, and then 
launched her on a queenly career as Catherine of Russia. 

It is not the whole truth that if we take care of the actors 
the plays will take care of themselves; nor is it any truer that 
if we take care of the plays the actors will take care of them- 
selves. There is both give and take in the business. I have 
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seen plays written for actors that made me exclaim, “How 
oft the sight of means to do ill deeds makes deeds ill done !” 
But Burbage may have flourished the prompt copy of Ham- 
let under Shakespear’s nose at the tenth rehearsal and cried, 
“How oft the sight of means to do great deeds makes play- 
wrights great!” I say the tenth because I am convinced that 
at the first he denounced his part as a rotten one; thought 
the ghost’s speech ridiculously long; and wanted to play the 
king. Anyhow, whether he had the wit to utter it or not, the 
boast would have been a valid one. The best conclusion is 
that every actor should say, “If I create the hero in myself, 
God will send an author to write his part.” For in the long 
run the actors will get the authors, and the authors the 
actors, they deserve, 
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THE FIRST SCENE 

1776. Patiomkin in his bureau in the Winter Palace , St Peters- 
burg. Huge palatial apartment: style, Russia in the XVIII 
century imitating the V ersailles du Roi Soleil. Extravagant 
luxury. Also dirt and disorder. 

Patiomkin, gigantic in stature and build, his face marred by 
the loss of one eye and a marked squint in the other, sits at the 
end of a table littered with papers and the remains of three or four 
successive breakfasts. He has supplies of cofee and brandy at 
hand sufficient for a party often. His coat, encrusted with dia- 
monds, is on the floor. It has fallen of a chair placed near the 
other end of the table for the convenience of visitors. His court 
sword, with its attachments , is on the chair. His three-cornered 
hat, also bejewelled, is on the table. He himself is half dressed in 
an unfastened shirt and an immense dressing-gown, once gor- 
geous, now food-splashed and dirty, as it senes him for towel, 
handkerchief, duster, and every other use to which a textile fabric 
can be put by a slovenly man. It does not conceal his huge hairy 
chest, nor his half -buttoned knee breeches, nor his kgs. These are 
partly clad in silk stockings, which he occasionally hitches up to 
his knees, and presently shakes down to his shins, by his restless 
movements. His feet are thrust into enormous slippers, worth, 
with their crust of jewels, several thousand roubles apiece. 

Superficially Patiomkin is a violent, brutal barbarian, an 
upstart despot of the most intolerable and dangerous type, ugly, 
lazy, and disgusting in his personal habits. Yet ambassadors 
report him the ablest man in Russia, and the one who can do most 
with the still abler Empress Catherine II, who is not a Russian 
but a German, by no means barbarous or intemperate in her 
personal habits. She not only disputes with Frederick the Great 
the reputation of being the cleverest monarch in Europe, but may 
even put in a very plausible claim to be the cleverest and most 
attractive individual alive. Now she not only tolerates Patiom- 
kin long after she has got over her first romantic attachment to 
him, but esteems him highly as a counsellor and a good friend. 
His love letters are among the best on record , He has a wild sense 
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of humor , which enables him to laugh at himself as well as at 
everybody else. In the eyes of the English visitor now about to be 
admitted to his presence he may be an outrageous ruffian. In fact 
he actually is an outrageous ruffian , in no matter whose eyes ; but 
the visitor will find out, as everyone else sooner or later finds out, 
that he is a man to be reckoned with even by those who are not 
intimidated by his temper, bodily strength , and exalted rank. 

A pretty young lady, Varinka, his favorite niece, is lounging 
on an ottoman between his end of the table and the door, very 
sulky anddissatisfied, perhaps because heis preoccupied withhis 
papers and his brandy bottle, and she can see nothing of him but 
his broad back. 

There is a screen behind the ottoman. 

An old soldier, a Cossack sergeant, enters. 
the sergeant [softly to the lady, holding the door handle \ 
Little darling honey: is his Highness the prince very busy? 

varinka. His Highness die prince is very busy. He is 
singing out of tune; he is biting his nails; he is scratching 
his head; he is hitching up his untidy stockings; he is mak- 
ing himself disgusting and odious to everybody; and he is 
pretending to read state papers that he does not understand 
because he is too lazy and selfish to talk and be companion- 
able. 

patiomkin \growls; then wipes his nose with his dressing- 
gown] ! ! 

varinka. Pig. Ugh! [She curls herself up with a shiver of 
disgust and retires from the conversation ]. 

the sergeant [stealing across to the coat, and picking it up 
to replace it on the back of the chair] Li tde Father: the English 
captain, so highly recommended to you by old Fritz of 
Prussia, by the English ambassador, and by Monsieur Vol- 
taire (whom [crossing himself] may God in his infinite mercy 
damn eternally !) , is in the an techamber and desires audience. 

patiomkin [deliberately] To hell with the English cap- 
tain; and to hell with old Fritz of Prussia; and to hell with 
the English ambassador; and to hell with Monsieur Vol- 
taire; and to hell with you too ! 
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the sergeant. Have mercy on me, Little Father. Your 
head is bad this morning. You drink too much French 
brandy and too little good Russian kvass. 

patiomkin [with sudden fury] Why are visitors of conse- 
quence announced by a sergeant? [Springing at him and 
seizing him by the throat] What do you mean by this, you 
hound? Do you want five thousand blows of the stick? 
Where is General Volkonsky? 

the sergeant [on his knees] Little Father: you kicked his 
Highness downstairs. 

patiomkin [flinging him down and kicking him] You lie, 
you dog. You lie. 

the sergeant. Little Father; life is hard for the poor. If 
you say it is a lie, it is a lie, He f el 1 downstairs. I picked him 
up; and he kicked me. They all kick me when you kick 
them. God knows that is not just, Little Father! 

patiomkin [ laughs ogreishly; then returns to his place at the 
table, chuckling]\U 

varinka. Savage! Boor ! It is a disgrace. No wonder the 
French sneer at us as barbarians. 

the sergeant [who has crept round the table to the screen, 
and insinuated himself between Patiomkin’ s back and Varinka] 
Do you think the Prince will see the Captain, little darling? 
patiomkin. Fie wili not see any captain. Go to the devil! 
the sergeant. Be merciful, Little Father. God knows it 
is your duty to see him ! [To Varinka ] Intercede for him and 
for me, beautiful little darling. He has given me a rouble. 

patiomkin. Oh, send him in, send him in; and stop 
pestering me. Am I never to have a moment’s peace? 

The Sergeant salutes joyfully and hurries out, divining that 
Patiomkin has intended to see the English captain all along, and 
has played this comedy of fury and exhausted impatience to con- 
ceal his interest in the visitor. 

varinka. Have you no shame? You refuse to see the 
most exalted persons. You kick princes and generals down- 
stairs. And then you see an English captain merely because 
he has given a rouble to that common soldier. It is scandalous. 
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patiomkin. Darling beloved, I am drunk; but I know 
what I am doing. I wish to stand well with the English. 

varinka. And you think you will impress an English- 
man by receiving him as you are now, half drunk? 

patiomkin [gravely ] It is true: the English despise men 
who cannot drink. I must make myself wholly drunk. [ft 
takes a huge draught of brandy ] . 

varinka. Sot! 

The Sergeant returns ushering a handsome strongly built 
young English officer in the uniform of a Light Dragoon. He is 
evidently on fairly good terms with himself , and very sure of his 
social position. He crosses the room to the end of the table opposite 
Patiomkin s, and awaits the civilities of that statesman with 
confidence. The Sergeant remains prudently at the door. 

the sergeant [paternally ] Little Father: this is the Eng- 
lish captain, so well recommended to her sacred Majesty the 
Empress. God knows, he needs your countenance and pro- 
tec— [Ae vanishes precipitately, seeing that Patiomkin is about 
to throw a bottle at him. The Captain contemplates these pre- 
liminaries with astonishment, and with some displeasure, which 
is not allayed when Patiomkin, hardly condescending to look at 
Ms visitor, of whom he nevertheless takes stock with the corner of 
his one eye, says gruffly] Well ? 

edstaston. My name is Edstaston : Captain Edstaston 
of the Light Dragoons. I have the honor to present to your 
Highness this letter from the British ambassador, which 
will give you all necessary particulars. [He hands Patiomkin 
the letter]. 

patiomkin [tearing it open and glancing at it for about a 
second] What do you want ? 

edstaston. The letter will explain to your Highness 
who I am. 

patiomkin. I dont want to know who you are. What 
do you want? 

edstaston. An audience of the Empress. [ Patiomkin 
contemptuously throws the letter aside. Edstaston adds hotly ] 
Also some civility, if you please. 
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patiomkin [with derision ] Ho! 
varinka. My uncie is receiving you with unusual civil- 
ity, Captain. He has just kicked a general downstairs. 
edstaston. A Russian general, madam? 
varinka. Of course. 

edstaston. I must allowmyself to say, madam, thatyour 
uncle had better not attempt to kick an English officer 
downstairs. 

patiomkin, You want me to kick you upstairs: eh? You 
want an audience of the Empress. 

edstaston. I have said nothing about kicking, sir. If it 
comes to that, my boots shall speak for me. Her Majesty has 
signified a desire to have news of the rebellion in America. 

I have served against the rebels; and I am instructed to 
place myself at the disposal of her Majesty, and to describe 
the events of the war to her, as an eye-witness, in a discreet 
and agreeable manner. 

patiomkin. Psha! I know. You think if she once sets 
eyes on your face and your uniform your fortune is made. 
You think that if she could stand a man like me, with only 
one eye, and a cross eye at that, she must fall down at your 
feet at first sight, eh? 

edstaston [shocked and indignant] I think nothing of the 
sort; and I’ll trouble you not to repeat it. If I were a Russian 
subject and you made such a boast about my queen, I’d 
strike you across the face with my sword. [Patiomkin, with a 
yell of fury, rushes at him]. Hands off, you swine! [As Patiom- 
kin, towering over him, attempts to seize him by the throat, 
Edstaston , who is a bit of a wrestler, adroitly backheels him. He 
falls , amazed, on his back ] . 

varinka [ rushing out] Help! Call the guard! The Eng- 
lishman is murdering my uncle ! Help ! Help ! 

The guard and the Sergeant rush in. Edstaston draws a pair 
of small pistols from his boots, and points one at the Sergeant and 
the other at Patiomkin, who is sitting on the floor, somewhat 
sobered. The soldiers stand irresolute, 

edstaston. Stand off. [To Patiomkin] Order them off, if 
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you dont want a bullet through your silly head. 

the sergeant. Little Father: tell us what to do. Our 
lives are yours; but God knows you are not fit to die. 
patiomkin [absurdly self-possessed ] Get out. 
the sergeant. Little Father — 
patiomkin [roaring] Get out. Get out, all of you. [ They 
withdraw , much relieved at their escape from the pistol. Patiom- 
kin attempts to rise and rolls over]. Here! help me up, will 
you? Dont you see that I’m drunk and cant get up ? 
edstaston [suspiciously] You want to get hold of me. 
patiomkin [squatting resignedly against the chair on which 
his clothes hang] Very well, then: I shall stay where I am, 
because I’m drunk and youre afraid of me. 
edstaston. I’m not afraid of you, damn you! 
patiomkin [ecstatically] Darling: your lips are the gates 
of truth. Now listen tome. [He marks off the items of his state- 
ment with ridiculous stiff gestures of his head and arms, imitating 
a puppet] You are Captain Whathisname; and your uncle 
is the Earl of Whatdyecallum ; and your father is Bishop of 
Thingummybob; and you are a young man of the highest 
spr-promise (I told you I was drunk), educated at Cam- 
bridge, and got your step as captain in the field at the 
GLORIOUS battle of Bunker’s Hill. Invalided home from 
America at the request of Aunt Fanny, Lady-in-Waiting to 
the Queen. All right, eh ? 

edstaston, How do you know all this? 
patiomkin [crowing fantastically] In er lerrer, darling, 
darling, darling, darling. Lerrer you shewed me. 
edstaston. But you didnt read it, 
patiomkin [ flapping his fingers at him grotesquely] Only 
one eye, darling. Cross eye. Sees everything. Read, lerrer 
ince-ince-istastaneously. Kindly give me vinegar borle. 
Green borle, On’y to sober me. Too drunk to speak proply. 
If you would be so kind, darling. Green borle. [ Edstaston , 
still suspicious , shakes his head and keeps his pistols ready]. 
Reach it myself. [He reaches behind him up to the table , and 
snatches alike green bottle, from whichhe takes a copious draught, 
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Its effect is appalling. His wry faces and agonized klchings are 
so heartrending that they almost upset Edstaston. When the 
victim at last staggers to his feel , he is a pah fragile nobleman , 
aged and quite sober, extremely dignified in manner and address, 
though shaken by his recent convulsions]. Young man: it is not 
better to be drunk than sober; but it is happier. Goodness is 
not happiness. That is an epigram. But I have overdone this. 
I am too sober to be good company. Let me redress the 
balance. [He takes a generous draught of brandy , and recovers 
his geniality ]. Aha! Thats better. And now listen, darling. 
You must not come to court with pistols in your boots, 
edstaston. I have found them useful. 
patiomkin. Nonsense. I’m your friend. You mistook 
my intention because I was drunk. Now that I am sober— 
in moderation — I will prove that I am your friend. Have 
some diamonds. [Roaring] Hullo there! Dogs, pigs: hullo! 
The Sergeant comes in. 

the sergeant. God be praised, Little Father: you are 
still spared to us. 

patiomkin. Tell them to bring some diamonds. Plenty 
of diamonds. And rubies. Get out. [He aims a kick at the 
Sergeant, who flees]. Put up your pistols, darling. I’ll give 
you a pair with gold handgrips. I am your friend. 

edstaston [) replacing the pistols in his boots rather unwill- 
ingly] Your Highness understands that if I am missing, or if 
anything happens to me, there will be trouble. 
patiomkin [enthusiastically] Call me darling. 
edstaston. It is not the English custom. 
patiomkin. You have no hearts, you English! [ Slapping 
his right breast ] Heart ! Heart 1 

edstaston. Pardon, your Highness: your heart is on the 
other side. 

patiomkin [surprised and impressed \ Is it? You are 
learned! You are a doctor! You English are wonderful! We 
are barbarians, drunken pigs. Catherine does not know it; 
but we are. Catherine’s a German. But I have given her a 
Russian heart [he is about to slap himself again]. 
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edstaston [ delicately ] The other side, your Highness. 
patiomkin l maudlin ] Darling: a true Russian has a heart 
on both sides. 

TheSergcantenterscarryingagobktfilledwithpreciousstmes. 
patiomkin. Get out. [He snatches the goblet and kicks the 
Sergeant out, not maliciously but from habit, indeed not noticing 
that he does it]. Darling: have some diamonds. Have a fistful. 
[He takes up a handful and lets them slip back through his 
fingers into the goblet, which he then offers to Edstaston], 
edstaston. Thank you : I dont take presents. 
patiomkin [amazed] You refuse! 
edstaston. I thank your Highness ; but it is not the cus- 
tom for English gentlemen to take presents of that kind. 
patiomkin. Are you really an Englishman? 
edstaston [iowr] ! 

patiomkin. You are the first Englishman I ever saw 
refuse anything he could get. [He puts the goblet on the table ; 
then turns again to Edstaston], Listen, darling. You are a 
wrestler: a splendid wrestler. You threw me on my back 
like magic, though I could lift you with one hand. Darling: 
you are a giant, a paladin. 

edstaston [ complacently ] We wrestle rather well in my 
part of England. 

patiomkin. I have a Turk who is a wrestler: a prisoner 
of war. You shall wrestle with him for me. I’ll stake a 
million roubles on you. 

edstaston [incensed] Damn you! do you take me for a 
prize-fighter ? How dare you make me such a proposal? 

patiomkin [with wounded feeling Darling: there is no 
pleasing you. Dont you like me? 

edstaston [ mollified] Well, in a sort of way I do; though 
I dont know why I should. But my instructions are that I am 
to see the Empress; and — 

patiomkin, Darling: you shall see the Empress. A 
glorious woman, the greatest woman in the world. But 
lemme give you piece ’vice— pah! still drunk. They water 
my vinegar. [He shakes himself; clears his throat ; and resumes 
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soberly]. If Catherine takes a fancy to you, you may ask for 
roubles, diamonds, palaces, titles, orders, anything! and 
you may aspire to everything: field-marshal, admiral, min- 
ister, what you please— except Tsar. 

edstaston. I tell you I dont want to ask for anything. 
Do you suppose I am an adventurer and a beggar? 

patiomkin [plaintively] Why not, darling? I was an ad- 
venturer. I was a beggar. 
edstaston. Oh, you! 
patiomkin. Well: whats wrong with me? 
edstaston. You are a Russian. Thats different. 
patiomkin [effusively] Darling: I am a man; and you are 
a man; and Catherine is a woman. Woman reduces us all to 
the common denominator. [ Chuckling ]. Again an epigram ! 
[Gravely] You understand it, I hope. Have you had a college 
education, darling ? 7 have. 

edstaston. Certainly. I am a Bachelor of Arts. 
patiomkin. It is enough that you are a bachelor, darling: 
Catherine will supply the arts. Aha! Another epigram? I 
am in the vein today. 

edstaston [embarrassed and a little offended] I must ask 
your Highness to change the subject. As a visitor in Russia, 
I am the guest of the Empress; and I must tell you plainly 
that I have neither the right nor the disposition to speak 
lightly of her M aj esty. 

patiomkin. You have conscientious scruples? 
edstaston. I have the scruples of a gentleman. 
patiomkin. In Russia a gentleman has no scruples. In 
Russia we face facts. 

edstaston. In England, sir, a gentleman never faces any 
facts if they are unpleasant facts. 

patiomkin. In real life, darling, all facts are unpleasant. 
[Greatly pleased with himself] Another epigram! Where is 
my accursed chancellor? these gems should be written down 
and recorded for posterity. [He rusftes to the table; sits down; 
and snatches up a pen. Then, recollecting himself,] But I have 
not asked you to sit down. [He rises and goes to the other chair], 
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I am a savage: a barbarian. [He throws the shirt and coat otiir 
the table on to the floor and puts his sword on the talk], B e 
seated, Captain. 

edstaston. Thank you. 

Theybowtaoneanother ceremoniously. Patiomkin' stenimcy 

to grotesque exaggeration costs him his balance: he nearly falls 
over Edstaston, who rescues him and takes the proffered chair. 

patiomkin [resuming his seat] By the way, what was the 
piece of advice I was going to give you? 

edstaston. As you did not give it, I dont know. Allow 
me to add that I have not asked for your advice. 

patiomkin, I give it to you unasked, delightful English- 
man. I remember it now. It was this. Dont try to become 
Tsar of Russia. 

edstaston [in astonishment] I havnt the slightest inten- 
tion — 

patiomkin. Not now; but you will have: take my word 
for it. It will strike you as a splendid idea to have con- 
scientious scruples — to desire the blessing of the Church on 
your union with Catherine. 

edstaston [rising in utter amazement] My union with 
Ca therine ! Y oure mad. 

patiomkin [unmoved] The day you hint at such a thing 
will be the day of your downfall. Besides, it is not lucky to be 
Catherine’s husband. You know what happened to Peter? 

edstaston [shortly: sitting down again] I do not wish to 
discuss it. 

patiomkin. You think she murdered him ? 


edstaston. I know that people have said so. 
patiomkin [thunderously: springing to his feet] It is a lie: 
Orloff murdered him. [Subsiding a little ] He also knocked 
my eye out; but [sitting down placidly] I succeeded him for 
all that. And [patting Edstaston' s hand very affectionately] I’m 
sorry to say, darling, thatifyoubecomeTsar, /shall murder 


you. 

edstaston [ironically returning the caress ] Thank you. 
The occasion will not arise. [Rising] I have the honor to wish 
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your Highness good morning. 

p atiomkin [jumping up and stopping him on his my to the 
door ] Tut tut! I'm going to take you to the Empress now, 
this very instant. 

edstaston. In these boots? Impossible! I must change, 
p atiomkin. Nonsense! You shall come just as you are. 
You shall shew her your calves later on. 

edstaston. But it will take me only half an hour to — 
patiomkin. In half an hour it will be too late for the peri'/ 
letter. Come along. Damn it, man, I must oblige the British 
ambassador, and the French ambassador, and old Fritz, and 
Monsieur Voltaire and the rest of them. [He shouts rudely to 
the door] Varinka! [To Edstaston , with tears in his voice] 
V arinka shall persuade you : nobody can refuse V arinka any- 
thing. My niece. A treasure, I assure you. Beautiful! de- 
voted! fascinating! [Shouting again ] Varinka: where the 
devil are you? 

varinka [returning] I’ll not be shouted for. You have the 
voice of a bear, and the manners of a tinker. 

patiomkin. Tsh-sh-sh. Little angel Mother: you must 
behave yourself before the English captain. [He takes of his 
dressing-govm and throws it over the papers and the breakfasts; 
picks up his coat;anddisappearsbehindthe screen to complete his 
toilette ]. 

edstaston. Madam! [He bows], 
varinka [ curtseying ] Monsieur le Capitaine! 
edstaston. I must apologize (of the disturbance I made, 
madam. 

patiomkin [behind the screen] You must not call her 
madam. You must call her Little Mother, and beautiful 
darling. 

edstaston. My respect for the lady will not permit it. 
varinka. Respect! How can you respect the niece of a 
savage? 

edstaston [deprecating] Oh, madam ! 
varinka. Heaven is my witness, Little English Father, 
we need someone who is not afraid of him. He is so strong! 
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I hope you will throw him down on the floor many, many, 
many times. 

patiomkin [behind the screen] V arinka ! 
varinka. Yes? 

patiomkin. Go and look through the keyhole of the Im- 
perial bed-chamber; and bring me word whether the Em- 
press is awake yet. 

varinka. Fi done! I do not look through keyholes. 
patiomkin [ emerging , having arranged his shirt and put on 
his diamonded coat ] You have been badly brought up, little 
darling. Would any lady or gentleman walk unannounced 
into a room without first looking through the keyhole? [Tak- 
ing his sword from the table and putting it on] The great thing 
in life is to be simple; and the perfectly simple thing is to 
look through keyholes. Another epigram: the fifth this 
morning! Where is my fool of a chancellor? Where is Popof? 
edstaston [choking with suppressed laughter ] ! ! ! ! 
patiomkin [gratified J Darling: you appreciate my epi- 
gram. 

edstaston. Excuse me. Pop off! Ha! ha! I cant help 
laughing. Whats his real name, by the way, in case I meet 
him? 

varinka [ surprised ] His real name? Popof, of course. 
Why do you laugh, Little Father? 

edstaston. How can anyone with a sense of humor help 
laughing? Pop off! [He is convulsed ]. 

varinka [looking at her uncle, taps her forehead sig 
nificantly]\\ 

patiomkin [aside to Varinka ] No: only English. He will 
amuse Catherine. [To Edstaston] Come! you shall tell the 
joke to the Empress: she is by way of being a humorist. [Ht 
takes him by the am, and leads him towards the door j. 
edstaston [resisting] No, really. I am not fit — 
patiomkin. Persuade him, Little angel Mother. 
varinka [taking Us other arm] Yes, yes, yes, Little Eng- 
lish F ather : God knows it is your duty to be brave and wait 
on the Empress. Come. 
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edstaston. No. I had. rather — 
patiomkin [hauling him alon$ Come. 
varinka [ pulling him and coaxing him] Come, little love: 
you cant refuse me. 

edstaston. But how can I ? 
patiomkin. Why not ? She wont eat you. 
varinka. She will; but you must come. 
edstaston, I assure you— it is quite out of the question 
— my clothes. 

varinka. You look perfect. 
patiomkin. Come along, darling. 
edstaston [struggling] Impossible — 
varinka. Come, come, come. 
edstaston. No. Believe me — I dont wish — I — 
varinka. Carry him, uncle. 

patiomkin [lifting him in his arms like a father carrying a 
little boy ] Yes: I’ll carry you. 

edstaston. Dash it all, this is ridiculous ! 
varinka [seizing his ankles and dancing as he is carried out ] 
You must come. If you kick you will blacken my eyes. 
patiomkin. Come, baby, come. 

By this time they have made their way through the door and 
are out of hearing. 



THE SECOND SCENE 

T HE Empress's petit lever. The central doors are closed. 
Those who enter through them find on their left , on a 
dais of two broad steps , a magnificent curtained bed. 
Beyond it a door in the panelling leads to the Empress’s cabinet. 
Near the foot of the bed , in the middle of the room , stands a gilt 
chair, with the Imperial arms carved and the Imperial mono- 
gram embroidered. 

The Court is in attendance, standing in two melancholy rows 
down the side of the room opposite to the bed, solemn, bored, wait- 
ing for the Empress to awaken . The Princess Dashkojf, with two 
ladies, stands a little in front of the line of courtiers, by the Im- 
perial chair. Silence, broken only by the yawns and whispers of 
the courtiers. Naryshkin , the Chamberlain, stands by the head of 
the bed. 

A loud yawn is heard from behind the curtains. 

Naryshkin [holding up a warning hand] Ssh! 

The courtiers hastily cease whispering; dress up their lines; 
and stiffen. Bead silence. A bell tinkles within the curtains. 
Naryshkin and the Princess solemnly draw them and reveal the 
Empress. 

Catherine turns over on her back, and stretches herself. 
Catherine [yawning Heigho — ah — yah — ah — ow — 
what o’clock is it? [Her accent is German]. 

naryshkin [formally] Her Imperial Majesty is awake. 
[The Court falls on its knees]. 

all. Good morning to your Majesty. 
naryshkin. Half-past ten, Little Mother. 

Catherine [sitting up abruptly] Potztausend! [Contem- 
plating the kneeling courtiers ] Oh, get up, get up. [ All rise]. 
Your etiquette bores me. I am hardly awake in the morning 
before it begins. [Yawning again, and relapsing sleepily 
against her pillows] Why do they do it, Naryshkin? 

naryshkin, God knows it is not for your sake. Little 
Mother. But you see if you were not a great queen they 
would all be nobodies. 

Catherine [sitting up] They make me do it to keep up 
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their own little dignities ? So ? 

naryshkin. Exactly. Also because if they didnt you 
might have them flogged, dear Little Mother. 

Catherine [springing energetically out of bed and seating 
herself on the edge of it] Flogged! I! A Liberal Empress! A 
philosopher! You are a barbarian, Naryshkin. [She rises and 
turns to the courtiers] And then, as if I cared ! [She turns again 
to Naryshkin ] You should know by this time that I am frank 
and original in character, like an Englishman. [ She walks 
about restlessly]. No: what maddens me about all this cere- 
mony is that I am the only person in Russia who gets no fun 
out of my being Empress. You all glory in me; you bask in 
my smiles: you get titles and honors and favors from me: 
you are dazzled by my crown and my robes: you feel splen- 
did when you have been admitted to my presence; and when 
I say a gracious word to you, you talk about it to everyone 
you meet for a week afterwards . But what do I get out of it ? 
Nothing. [She throws herself into the chair. Naryshkin depre- 
cates with a gesture: she hurls an emphatic repetition at him ] 
Nothing! ! I wear a crown until my neck aches: I stand look- 
ing maj estic until I am ready to drop : I have to smile at ugly 
old ambassadors and frown and turn my back on young and 
handsome ones. Nobody gives me anything. When I was 
only an Archduchess, the English ambassador used to give 
me money whenever I wanted it— or rather whenever he 
wanted to get anything out of my sacred predecessor Eliza- 
beth [the Court bows to the ground ]; but now that I am Em- 
press he never gives me a kopek. When I have headaches 
and colics I envy the scullerymaids. And you are not a bit 
grateful to me for all my care of you, my work, my thought, 
my fatigue, my sufferings. 

the princess dashkoff. God knows, Little Mother, we 
all implore you to give your wonderful brain a rest. That is 
why you get headaches. Monsieur Voltaire also has head- 
aches. His brain is just like yours. 

Catherine. Dashkoff: what a liar you are! [Dashkoff 
curtsies with impressive dignity]. And you think you are flat- 
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tering me! Let me tell you I would not give a rouble to have 
the brains of all the philosophers in France. What is our 
business for today? 

naryshrin. The new museum, Little Mother. But the 
model will not be ready until tonight. 

Catherine [rising eagerly] Yes: the museum. An en- 
lightened capital should have a museum. [She paces the 
chamber with a deep sense of the importance of the museum]. It 
shall be one of the wonders of the world. I must have speci- 
mens: specimens, specimens, specimens. 

naryshkin. You are in high spirits this morning, Little 
Mother. 

Catherine [ with sudden levity ] I am always in high 
spirits, even when people do not bring me my slippers. [She 
runs to the chair and sits down s thrusting her feet out]. 

The two ladies rush to her feet, each carrying a slipper. 
Catherine, about to put her feet into them, is checked by a dis- 
turbance in the antechamber. 

patiomkin [carrying Edstaston through the antechamber ] 
Useless to struggle. Come along, beautiful baby darling. 
Come to Little Mother. [He sings ] 

March him baby, 

Baby, baby, 

Lit-tle ba-by bumpkins. 

varinka [joining in to the same doggerel in canon, a third 
above ] March him, baby, etc., etc. 

edstaston [trying to make himself heard] No, no. This is 
carrying a joke too far. I must insist. Let me down! Hang it, 
will you let me down! Confound it! No, no. Stop playing 
the fool, will you? We dont understand this sort of thing in 
England. I shall be disgraced. Let me down. 

Catherine [meanwhile] What a horrible noise! Narysh- 
kin: see what it is. 

Naryshkin goes to the door. 

Catherine [listening] That is Prince Patiomkin. 

naryshkin [calling from the door ] Little Mother: a 
stranger. 
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Catherine plunges into bed again and covers herself up. 
Patiomkin, followed by Varinka, carries Edstaston in; dumps 
him down on thejoot of the bed; and staggers past it to the cabinet 
door. Varinka joins the courtiers at the opposite side of the room. 
Catherine, blazing with wrath, pushes Edstaston of her bed on 
to the floor; gets out of bed; and turns on Patiomkin with so 
terrible an expression that all kneel down hastily except Edstas- 
ton, who is sprawling on the carpet in angry confusion. 

Catherine. Patiomkin: how dare you? [Looking at Eds- 
taston] What is this? 

patiomkin [on his knees: tearfully] I dont know. I am 
drunk. What is this, Varinka ? 

edstaston [scrambling to his feet ] Madam: this drunken 
ruffian — 

patiomkin. Thas true. Drungn ruffian. Took dvantage 
of my being drunk. Said: take me to Lil angel Mother. 
Take me to beaufl Empress. Take me to the grea’st woman 
on earth. Thas whas he said. I took him. I was wrong. I am 
not sober. 

Catherine. Men have grown sober in Siberia for less, 
Prince. 

patiomkin. Serve em right! Sgusting habit. Ask Va- 
rinka. 

Catherine turns her face from him to the Court. The courtiers 
see that she is trying not to laugh, and know by experience that 
she will not succeed. They rise, relieved and grinning. 

varinka. It is true. He drinks like a pig. 

patiomkin [plaintively] No: not like pig. Like prince. 
Lil Mother made poor Patiomkin prince. Whas use being 
prince if I maynt drink? 

Catherine [bitingher lips ] Go. I am offended. 

patiomkin. Dont scold, LI Mother. 

Catherine [ imperiously ] Go. 

patiomkin [ rising unsteadily ] Yes: go. Go bye bye. Very 
sleepy. Berr go bye bye than go Siberia, Go bye bye in Lil 
Mother’s bed. [He pretends to make an attempt to get into the 
bed]. 
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Catherine [energetically pulling him back] No, no! Pari- 
omkin! What are you thinking of? [He falls like a log on the 
floor, apparently dead drunk], 

the princess dashkoff, Scandalous! An insult to your 
Imperial Majesty! 

Catherine. Dashkoff: you have no sense of humor. [She 
steps down to the floor keel and looks indulgently at Patiomkin. 
He gurgles brutishly. She has an impulse of disgust]. Hog. [She 
kicks him as hard as she can]. Oh! You have broken my toe. 
Brute. Beast. Dashkoff is quite right. Do you hear? 

patiomkin. If you ask my pi-pinion of Dashkoff, my 
pipinion is that Dashkoff is drunk. Scanlous. Poor Patiom- 
kin go bye bye. [He relapses into drunken slumbers]. 

Some of the courtiers move to carry him away. 

Catherine [stopping them ] Let him lie. Let him sleep it 
off. If he goes out it will be to a tavern and low company for 
the rest of the day. [Indulgently] There! [<?Ae takes a pillow 
from the bed and puts it under his head; then turns to Edstaston; 
surveys him with perfect dignity; and asks, in her queenlicst 
manner] Varinka: who is this gentleman? 

varinka. A foreign captain; I cannot pronounce his 
name. I think he is mad. He came to the Prince and said he 
must see your Majesty. He can talk of nothing else. We 
could not prevent him. 

edstaston [ overwhelmed by this apparent betrayal] Oh! 
Madam: I am perfectly sane : I am actually an Englishman. 
I should never have dreamt of approaching your Majesty 
without the fullest credentials. I have letters from the Eng- 
lish ambassador, from the Prussian ambassador. [Naively], 
But everybody assured me that Prince Patiomkin is all- 
powerful with your Majesty; so I naturally applied to him. 

patiomkin [interrupts the conversation by an agonized 
wheezing groan, as of a donkey beginning to bray ] ! ! ! 

Catherine [like a fishfag] Scnweig, du Hund. [Resuming 
her impressive Royal manner] Have you never been taught, 
sir, how a gentleman should enter the presence of a sov- 
ereign. 
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edstaston. Yes, Madam; but I did not en ter your pres- 
ence: I was carried. 

CATHERINE. But you say you asked the Prince to carry 
you. 

edstaston. Certainly not, Madam. I protested against 
it with all my might. I appeal to this lady to confirm me. 

varinka [pretending to be indignant] Yes: you protested. 
But, all the same, you were very very very anxious to see her 
Imperial Majesty. You blushed when the Prince spoke of 
her. You threatened to strike him across the face with your 
sword because you thought he did not speak enthusiastically 
enough of her. [To Catherine ] Trust me: he has seen your 
Imperial Majesty before. 

Catherine [to Edstaston ] You have seen us before? 

edstaston. At the review, Madam. 

varinka [triumphantly] Aha! I knew it. Your Majesty 
wore the hussar uniform. He saw how radiant! how splen- 
did! your Majesty looked. Oh! he has dared to admire your 
Majesty. Such insolence is not to be endured. 

edstaston. All Europe is a party to that insolence, 
Madam. 

the princess dashkoff. All Europe is content to do so 
at a respectful distance. It is possible to admire her Majesty’s 
policy and her eminence in literature and philosophy with- 
out performing acrobatic feats in the Imperial bed. 

edstaston. I know nothing about her Majesty’s emin- 
ence in policy or philosophy: I dont pretend to understand 
such things. I speak as a practical man. And I never knew 
that foreigners had any policy. I always thought that policy 
was Mr Pitt’s business. 

Catherine [lifting her eyebrows] So ? 

varinka. What else did you presume to admire her 
Majesty for, pray? 

edstaston [addled] Well, I— I — I — that is, I — [He 
stammers himself dumb], 

Catherine [after a pitiless silence] We are waiting for 
your answer. 
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edstaston. But I never said I admired your Majesty. 
The lady has twisted my words. 

varinka. You dont admire her, then ? 

edstaston. Well, I— naturally— of course, I cant deny 
that the uniform was very becoming — perhaps a little un- 
feminine — still — 

Dead silence. Catherine and the Court watch him stonily. He 
is wretchedly embarrassed. 

Catherine [ with cold majesty] Well, sir: is that all you 
have to say? 

edstaston. Surely there is no harm in noticing that er— 
that er — [He stops again]. 

Catherine. Noticing that er — ? [He gazes at her , speech- 
less, like a fascinated rabbit. She repeats fiercely] That er— ? 

edstaston [ startled into speech] Well, that your Majesty 
was— was — [Soothingly]- Well, let me put it this way: that it 
was rather natural for a man to admire your Majesty with- 
out being a philosopher. 

Catherine [. suddenly smiling and extending her hand to 
him to be kissed] Courtier! 

edstaston [kissing it] Not at all. Your Majesty is very 
good. I have been very awkward; but I did not intend it. I 
am rather stupid, I am afraid, 

Catherine. Stupid! By no means. Courage, Captain: we 
are pleased. [He falls on his knee. She takes his cheeks in her 
hands; turns up his face ; and adds] We are greatly pleased. 
[She slaps his cheek coquettishly; he bows almost to his knee]. 
The petit lever is over. [dAr turns to go into the cabinet, and 
stumbles against the supine Patiomkin]. Ach ! [Edstaston springs 
to her assistance, seizing Patiomkin' s heels and shifting him out 
of the Empress’ s path]. We thank you, Captain. 

He bows gallantly, and is rewarded by a very gracious smile. 
Then Catherine goes into her cabinet, followed by the Princess 
Dashkojf, who turns at the door to make a deep curtsey to Edstas- 
ton. 

varinka. Happy Little Father! Remember: I did this 
for you, [She runs out after the Empress], 
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Edstaston, somewhat dazed, crosses the room to the courtiers, 
and is received with marked deference, each courtier making him 
aprofoundbow or curtsey before withdrawing through the central 
doors. He returns each obeisance with a nervous jerk, and turns 
away from it, only to find another courtier lowing at the other 
side. The process finally reduces him to distraction, as he humps 
into one in the act of bowing to another and then has to bow his 
apologies. But at last they an all gone except Naryshkin. 
edstaston. Ouf! 

patiomkin [ jumping up vigorously] You have done it, 
darling. Superbly ! Beautifully ! 

edstaston [astonished] Do you mean to say you are not 
drunk? 

patiomkin. Not dead drunk, darling. Only diplomatic- 
ally drunk. As a drunken hog, I have done for you in five 
minutes what I could not have done in five months as a sober 
man. Your fortune is made. She likes you. 
edstaston. The devil she does ! 
patiomkin. Why: Arnt you delighted? 
edstaston. Delighted! Gracious heavens, man, I am en- 
gaged to be married. 

patiomkin. What matter? She is in England, isnt she? 
edstaston. No. She has just arrived in St Petersburg. 
the princess dashkoff [ returning ] Captain Edstaston: 
the Empress is robed, and commands your presence. 

edstaston. Say I was gone before you arrived with the 
message. [He hurries out. The other three , too taken aback to 
stop him , stare after him in the utmost astonishment]. 

Naryshkin [turning from the door] She will have him 
knouted. He is a dead man. 

the princess dashkoff. But what am / to do? I cannot 
take such an answer to the Empress. 

patiomkin. P-P-P-P-P-P-W-W-W-W-W-rrrrrr [a long 
puff, turning into a growl ] ! [He spits], I must kick somebody. 

naryshkin [flying precipitately through the central doors] 
No, no. Please. 

the princess dashkoff [throwingherself recklessly infront 
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of Patiomkin as he starts in pursuit of the Chamberlain ] Kid 
me. Disable me. It will be an excuse for not going back to 
her. Kick me hard. 

patiomkin. Yah! [He flings her on the bed and dashes after 
Naryshkin], 
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THE THIRD SCENE 

I N a terrace garden overlooking the Neva. Claire , a robust 
young English lady , is leaning on the river mil. She turns 
expectantly on hearing the garden gate opened and dosed. 
Edstaston hurries in. With a cry of delight she throws her arms 
round his neck. 
claire. Darling! 

edstaston [making a wry face] Dont call me darling. 
claire [amazed and chilled] Why? 
edstaston. I have been called darling all the morning. 
claire [ with a flash of jealousy] By whom ? 
edstaston. By everybody. By the most unutterable 
swine. And if we do not leave this abominable city now: do 
you hear? now: I shall be called darling by the Empress. 

claire [with magnificent snobbery ] She would not dare. 
Did you tell her you were engaged to me ? 
edstaston. Of course not. 

CLAIRE. Why? 

edstaston. Because I didnt particularly want to have 
you knouted, and to be hanged or sent to Siberia myself. 
claire. What on earth do you mean ? 
edstaston. Well, the long and short of it is— dont 
think me a coxcomb, Claire: it is too serious to mince 
matters — I have seen the Empress; and — 
claire. Well : you wanted to see her. 
edstaston. Yes; but the Empress has seen me. 
claire. She has fallen in love with you. 
edstaston. How did you know? 
claire. Dearest: as if anyone could help it. 
edstaston. Oh, dont make me feel like a fool. But, 
though it does sound conceited to say it, I flatter myself I’m 
better looking than Patiomkin and the other hogs she- is 
accustomed to. Anyhow, I darent risk staying. 

claire. What a nuisance! Mamma will be furious at hav- 
ing to pack, and at missing the Court ball this evening. 

edstaston. I cant help that. We havnt a moment to 
lose, 
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claire. May I tell her she will be knouted if we stay? 
edstaston. Do, dearest. 

He kisses her and lets her go, expecting her to run into the 
house. 

claire [pausing thoughtfully] Is she — is she good-looking 
when you see her close ? 

edstaston. Not a patch on you, dearest. 
claire [jealous] Then you did see her close? 
edstaston. Fairly close. 

claire. Indeed! How close? No: thats silly of me: I will 
tell mamma. [She is going out when Naryshkin enters with the 
Sergeant and a squad of soldiers]. What do you want here? 

The Sergeant goes to Edstaston; plumps down on his knees; 
and takes out a magnificent pair of pistols with gold grips. He 
proffers them to Edstaston, holding them by the bands. 

naryshkin. Captain Edstaston: his Highness Prince 
Patiomkin sends you the pistols he promised you. 

the sergeant. Take them, Little Father; and do not for- 
get us poor soldiers who have brought them to you; for God 
knows we get but little to drink. 

edstaston [irresolutely] But I cant take these valuable 
things. By Jiminy, though, tlieyre beautiful! Look at them, 
Claire. 

As he is taking the pistols the kneeling Sergeant suddenly 
drops them; flings himself forward; and embraces Edstaston' s 
hips to prevent him from drawing his own pistols from his boots. 

the sergeant. Lay hold of him there. Pin his arms. I 
have his pistols. [The soldiers seize Edstaston ]. 

edstaston. Ah, would you, damn you! [He drives his 
knee into the Sergeant's epigastrium, and struggles furiously with 
his captors], 

the sergeant [rolling on the ground, gaspingand groaning] 
Owgh ! Murder ! Holy Nicholas ! Owwwgh ! 

claire. Help! help! They are killing Charles. Help! 
naryshkin [seizing her and dapping his hand over her 
mouth] Tie him neck and crop. Ten thousand blows of the 
stick if you let him go. [ Claire twists herself loose; turns on 
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him; and cuffs him furiously ] Yow— ow! Have mercy, Little 
Mother. 

claire. You wretch! Help! Help! Police! We are being 
murdered. Help! 

The Sergeant, who has risen, comes to Naryshkin's rescue , 
and grasps Claire’s hands, emblingN ary shhn to gag her again. 
By this time Edstaston and his captors are all rolling on the 
ground together. They get Edstaston on his back and fasten his 
wrists together behind his knees. Next they put a broad strap 
round his ribs. Finally they pass a pole through this breast strap 
and through the wrist strap and lift hm by it, helplessly trussed 
up, to carry him off. Meanwhile he is by no means suffering in 
silence. 

edstaston [gasping] You shall hear more of this. Damn 
you, will you untie me? I will complain to the ambassador, 

I will write to the Gazette. England will blow your trumpery 
little fleet out of the water and sweep your tinpot army into 
Siberia for this. Will you let me go ? Damn you ! Curse you ! _ 
What the devil do you mean by it? I’ll — I’ll — I’ll —[he is 
carried out of hearing. 

naryshkin \snatching his hands from Claire’s face with a 
scream, and shaking his finger frantically ] Agh! [The Sergeant, 
amazed, lets go her hands] . She has bitten me, the little vixen. 

claire [j pitting and wiping her mouth disgustedly ] How 
dare you put your dirty paws on my mouth ? Ugh ! Psha ! 
the sergeant. Be merciful, Little angel Mother. 
claire. Do not presume to call me your little angel 
mother. Where are the police ? 

naryshkin. We are the police in St Petersburg, little 

spitfire. 

THE sergeant, God knows we have no orders to harm 
you, Little Mother. Our duty is done. You are well and 
strong; but I shall never be the same man again. He is a 
mighty and terrible fighter, as stout as a bear. He has broken 
my sweetbread with his strong knees. God knows poor folk 
should not be set upon such dangerous adversaries ! _ 

claire. Serve you right! Where have they taken Captain 
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Edstastonto? 

naryshkin [spitefully] To the Empress, little beauty, 
He has insulted the Empress. He will receive a hundred and 
one blows of the knout. [He laughs and goes out , nursing his 
bitten finger]. 

the sergeant. He will feel only the first twenty; and he 
will be mercifully dead long before the end, little darling. 

claire [sustained by an invincible snobbery] They dare not 
touch an English officer. I will go to the Empress myself: 
she cannot know who Captain Edstaston is — who we are. 

the sergeant. Do so in the name of the Holy Nicholas, 
little beauty. 

claire. Dont be impertinent. How can I get admission 
to the palace? 

the sergeant. Everybody goes in and out of the palace, 
little love. 

claire. But I must get into the Empress’s presence. I 
must speak to her. 

the sergeant. You shall, dear Little Mother. You shall 
give the poor old Sergeant a rouble; and the blessed Nicholas 
will make your salvation his charge. 

claire [ impetuously ] I will give you [ she is about to say 
fifty roubles , but checks herself cautiously] — Well : I dont mind 
giving you two roubles if I can speak to the Empress. 

the sergeant [joyfully] I praise Heaven for you, Little 
Mother. Come, [He leads the way out]. It was the temptation 
of the devil that led your young man to bruise my vitals and 
deprive me of breath. We must be merciful to one another’s 
faults. 
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THE FOURTH SCENE 

A TRIANGULAR recess communicating by a heavily 
curtained arch with the huge ballroom of the palace. The 
light is subdued by red shades on the candles. In the wall 
adjoining that pierced by the arch is a door. The only piece of 
furniture is a very handsome chair on the arch side. In the ball- 
room they are dancingapolonaise to the music of a brass band. 

Naryshkin enters through the door, followed by the soldiers 
carrying Edstaston, still trussed to the pole. Exhausted and 
dogged, he makes no sound. 

naryshkin. Halt. Get that pole clear of the prisoner. 
[They dump Edstaston on the floor, and detach the pole. Narysh- 
kin stoops over him and addresses him insultingly ]. Well! are 
you ready to be tortured ? This is the Empress’s private tor- 
ture chamber. Can I do anything to make you quite com- 
fortable? You have only to mention it. 
edstaston. Have you any back teeth? 
naryshkin [surprised] Why? 
edstaston. His Majesty King George the Third will 
send for six of them when the news of this reaches London; 
so look out, damn your eyes! 

naryshkin [ frightened] Oh, I assure you I am only obey- 
ing my orders. Personally I abhor torture, and would save 
you if I could. But the Empress is proud; and what woman 
would forgive the slight you put upon her? 
edstaston. As I said before: Damn your eyes! 
naryshkin [almost in tears] Well, it isnt my fault. [To 
the soldiers, insolently ] You know your orders ? You remember 
what you have to do when the Empress gives you the word? 
[The soldiers salute in assent]. 

Naryshkin passes through the curtains, admitting a blare of 
music and a strip of the brilliant white candle-light from the 
chandeliers in the ba llroom as he does so. The white light vanishes 
and the music is muffled as the curtains fall together behind him. 
Presently the band stops abruptly ; and Naryshkin comes back 
through the curtains. He makes a warning gesture to the soldiers, 
who stand at attention. Then he mows the curtain to allow 
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Catherine to enter. She is in fall Imperial regalia, and stops 
sternly just where she has entered. The soldiers fall on their knees, 
Catherine. Obey your orders. 

The soldiers seize Edstaston, and throw him roughly at the 
feet of the Empress. 

Catherine [looking down coldly on him ] Also [the German 
word], you have put me to the trouble of sending for you 
twice. You had better have come the first time. 

edstaston [exsuffiicate, and pettishly angry \ I havnt come 
either time. Ive been carried. I call it infernal impudence. 
Catherine. Take care what you say. 
edstaston. No use. I daresay you look very majestic and 
very handsome; but I cant see you; and I am not intimidated. 
I am an Englishman; and you can kidnap me; hut you cant 
bully me. 

naryshkin. Remember to whom you are speaking. 
Catherine [violently , furious at hi s intrusion ] Remember 
that dogs should be dumb. [He shrivels]. And do you, Cap- 
tain, remember that famous as 1 am for my clemency, there 
are limits to the patience even of an Empress. 

edstaston. How is a man to remember anything when 
he is trussed up in this ridiculous fashion? I can hardly 
breathe. [He makes a futile struggle to free himself ]. Here: 
dont be unkind, your Majesty: tell these fellows to unstrap 
me. You know you really owe me an apology. 

Catherine. You think you can escape by appealing, like 
Prince Patiomkin, to my sense of humor? 

edstaston. Sense of humor! Ho! Ha, ha! I like that. 
Would anybody with a sense of humor make a guy of a man 
like this, and then expect him to take it seriouslyil say: do 
tell them to loosen these straps. 

Catherine [seating herself] Why should I, pray? 
edstaston. Why! Why!! Why, because theyre hurting 
me. 

Catherine. People sometimes learn through suffering. 
Manners, for instance. 

edstaston. Oh, well, of course, if youre an ill-natured 
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woman, hurting me on purpose, I have nothing more to 
say. 

Catherine. A monarch, sir, has sometimes to employ a 
necessary and salutary severity— 

edstaston [interrupting her petulantly] Quack! quack! 
quack! 

Catherine. Donnerwetter! 

edstaston [continuing recklessly] This isnt severity: it’s 
tomfoolery. And if you think it’s reforming my character or 
teaching me anything, youre mistaken. It may be a satisfac- 
tion to you; but if it is, all I can say is that it’s not an amiable 
satisfaction. 

Catherine [turning suddenly and hatefully on Naryshkin] 
What are you grinning at? 

Naryshkin [ falling on his knees in terror] Be merciful, 
Little Mother. My heart is in my mouth. 

Catherine. Your heart and your mouth will be in two 
separate parts of your body if you again forget in whose 
presence you stand. Go. And take your men with you. 
[. Naryshkin crawls to the door. The soldiers rise]. Stop. Roll 
that [indicating Edstaston] nearer. [The soldiers obey]. Not so 
close. Did I ask you for a footstool ? [She pushes Edstaston 
away with her foot], 

edstaston [with a sudden squeal] Agh ! ! 1 I must really 
ask your Majesty not to put the point of your Imperial toe 
between my ribs. I am ticklesome. 

Catherine. Indeed? AH the more reason for you to treat 
me with respect, Captain. [To the others] Begone. How 
many times must I give an order before it is obeyed ? 

naryshkin. Little Mother: they have brought some in- 
struments of torture. Will they be needed? 

Catherine [indignantly] How dare you name such 
abominations to a Liberal Empress? You will always be a 
savage and a fool, Naryshkin. These relics of barbarism are 
buried, thank God, in the grave of Peter the Great, My 
methods are more civilized, [She extends her toe towards 
Edstaston' s ribs]. 
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edstaston [shrieking hysterically] Yagh! Ah! [Furiously] 
If your Majesty does that again I will write to the London 
Gazette. 

Catherine [to the soldiers] Leave us. Quick! do you hear! 
Five thousand blows of the stick for the soldier who is in the 
room when I speak next. [The soldiers rusk out], Naryshkin: 
are you waiting to be knouted? [Naryshkin backs out hastily], 

Catherine and Edstaston are now alone. Catherine has in her 
hand a sceptre or baton of gold. Wrapped round it is a new 
■ pamphlet , in French , entitled L’Homme aux Quarante Feus. 
She calmly unrolls this and begins to read it at her ease as if sk 
were quite alone. Several seconds elapse in dead silence. She 
becomes more and more absorbed in the pamphlet, and more and 
more amused by it. 

Catherine [greatly pleased by a passage, and turning over 
the leaf] Ausgezeichnet ! 

edstaston. Ahem! 

Silence. Catherine reads on. 

Catherine. Wie koniisch! 

edstaston. Ahem! ahem! 

Silence. 

Catherine [ solilaquizingenthusiastically ] What a wonder- 
ful author is Monsieur Voltaire! How lucidly he exposes 
the folly of this crazy plan for raising the entire revenue of 
the country from a single tax on land 1 how he withers it with 
his irony! how he makes you laugh whilst he is convincing 
you ! how sure one feels that the proposal is killed by his wit 
and economic penetration: killed never to be mentioned 
again among educated people! 

edstaston. For Heaven's sake, Madam, do you intend 
to leave me tied up like this while you discuss the blas- 
phemies of that abominable infidel? Aghl! [She has again 
applied her toe]. Oh ! Oo ! 

Catherine [calmly] Do I understand you to say that 
Monsieur Voltaire is a great philanthropist and a great 
philosopher as well as the wittiest man in Europe? 

edstaston. Certainly not, I say that his books ought to 
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be burnt by the common hangman [ her toe touches his ribs). 
Yagh ! Oh dont. I shall faint. I cant bear it. 

Catherine. Have you changed you opinion of Mon- 
sieur Voltaire? 

edstaston. But you cant expect me as a member of the 
Church of England [she tickles him]— AghlOw! Oh Lord! 
he is anything you like. He is a philanthropist, a philosopher, 
a beauty: he ought to have a statue, damn him! [she tickles 
him 1 No ! bless him ! save him victorious, happy and glorious ! 
Oh, let eternal honors crown his name: Voltaire thrice 
worthy on the rolls of fame! [Exhausted]. Now will you let 
me up ? And look here ! I can see your ankles when you tickle 
me; it’s not ladylike. 

Catherine [sticking out her toe and admiring it critically] Is 
the spectacle so disagreeable? 

edstaston. It's agreeable enough; only [with intense ex- 
pression] for heaven’s sake dont touch me in the ribs. 

Catherine [putting aside the pamphlet] Captain Edstas- 
ton : why did you refuse to come when I sent for you ? 

edstaston. Madam: I cannot talk tied up like this. 

Catherine. Do you still admire me as much as you did 
this morning? 

edstaston. How can I possibly tell when I cant see you ? 
Let me get up and look. I cant see anything now except my 
toes and yours. 

Catherine. Do you still intend to write to the London 
Gazette about me? 

edstaston. Not if you will loosen these straps. Quick: 
loosen me. I'm fainting. 

Catherine. I dont think you are [tickling him]. 

edstaston, Agh! Cat! 

Catherine. What [she tickles him again ] ! 

edstaston [with a shriek] No: angel, angel! 

Catherine [tenderly] Geliebter ! 

edstaston. I dont know a word of German; but that 
sounded kind. [ Becoming hysterical] Little Mother, beauti- 
ful little darling angel mother: dont be cruel: untie me. Oh, 
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I beg and implore you. Dont be unkind. I shall go mad. 

Catherine. You are expected to go mad with love when 
an Empress deigns to interest herself in you. When an Em- 
press allows you to see her foot you should kiss it. Captain 
Edstaston : you are a booby. 

edstaston [ indignantly ] I am nothing of the kind. I have 
been mentioned in dispatches as a highly intelligent officer. 
And let me warn your Majesty that I am not so helpless as 
you think. The English Ambassador is in that ballroom. A 
shout from me will bring him to my side; and then where 
will your Majesty be ? 

Catherine. I should like to see the English Ambassador 
or anyone else pass through that curtain against my orders. 
It might be a stone wall ten feet thick. Shout your loudest. 
Sob. Curse. Scream. Yell [she tickles him unmercifully}. 

edstaston [ frantically ] Ahowyow!!!! Agh! Oohl Stop! 
Oh Lord ! Ya-a-a-ah ! [A tumult in the ballroom responds to his 
cries}. 

voices from the ballroom. Stand back. You cannot 
pass. Hold her back there. The Empress’s orders. It is out 
of the question. No, little darling, not in there. Nobody is 
allowed in there. You will be sent to Siberia. Dont let her 
through there, on your life. Drag her back. You will be 
knouted. It is hopeless, Mademoiselle: you must obey 
orders. Guard there! Send some men to hold her. 

claire’s voice. Let me go. They are torturing Charles in 
there. I will go. How can you all dance as if nothing was 
happening? Let me go, I tell you. Let — me — go. [She 
dashes through the curtain. No one dares follow her]. 
Catherine [rising in wrath] How dare you ? 
claire [recklessly] Oh, dare your grandmother! Where 
is my Charles ? What are they doing to him ? 

edstaston [shouting] Claire: loosen these straps, in 
Heaven’s name. Quick. 

claire [seeing him and throwing herself on her knees at his 
side] Oh, how dare they tie you up like that! [To Catherine] 
You wicked wretch! You Russian savage! [She pounces on 
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the straps, and begins unbuckling them}. 

Catherine [conquering herself with a mighty effort ] Now 
self-control. Self-control, Catherine. Philosophy. Europe is 
looking on. [She forces herself to sit down]. 

edstaston. Steady, dearest: it is the Empress. Cali her 
your Imperial^ Majesty. Call her Star of the North, Little 
Mother, Little Darling: thats what she likes; but get the 
straps off. 

claire. Keep quiet, dear: I cannot get them off if you 
move. 

Catherine [calmly] Keep quite still, Captain [she tickles 
him]. 

edstaston. Ow ! Agh ! Ahowyow ! 

claire [stoppingdead in the act of unbucklingthe straps and 
turning sick with jealousy as she grasps the situation] Was t h a t 
what I thought was your being tortured ? 

Catherine [ urbanely ] That is the favorite torture of 
Catherine the Second, Mademoiselle. I think the Captain 
enjoys it very much. 

claire. Then he can have as much more of it as he wants. 
I am sorry I intruded. [She rises to go]. 

edstaston [catching her train in his teeth and holding on 
like a bull-dog ] Dont go. Dont leave me in this horrible state. 
Loosen me. [This is what he is saying; but as he says it with the 
train in his mouth it is not very intelligible], 

claire. Let go. You are undignified and ridiculous 
enough yourself without making me ridiculous. 
snatches her train away]. 

edstaston. Ow ! Youve nearly pulled my teeth out : youre 
worse than the Star of the North. [To Catherine] Darling 
Little Mother: you have a kind heart, the kindest in Europe. 
Have pity. Have mercy. I love you. [Claire bursts into tears J, 
Release me. 

Catherine, Well, just to shew you how much kinder a 
Russian savage can be than an English one (though I am 
sorry to say I am a German) here goes ! [She stoops to loosen 
the straps ]. 
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claire [jealously ] You neednt trouble, thank you. [$ ( 
pounces on the straps; and the two set Edstaston free between 
them}. Now get up, please; and conduct yourself with so me 
dignity if you are not utterly demoralized. 

edstaston. Dignity! Ow! I cant. I’m stiff all over. I 
shall never be able to stand up again. Oh Lord ! how it hurts! 
[They seize him by the shoulders and drag him up]. Yah] Agh! 
Wow! Oh! Mmmmmm! Oh, Little Angel Mother, dont 
ever do this to a man again. Knout him; kill him; roast him; 
baste him; head, hang, and quarter him; but dont tie him 
up like that and tickle him. 

CATHERINE. Your young lady still seems to think that 
you enjoyed it. 

claire. I know what I think. I will never speak to him 
again. Your Majesty can keep him, as far as I am concerned, 
Catherine. I would not deprive you of him for worlds; 
though really I think he’s rather a darling [she pats his cheek}. 
claire [snorting] So I see, indeed. 
edstaston . Dont be angry, dearest: in this country 
everybody’s a darling. I’ll prove it to you. [To Catherine ] 
Will your Maj esty be good enough to call Prince Patiomkin? 
Catherine [surprised into haughtiness ] Why? 
edstaston. To oblige me. 

Catherine laughs good-humoredly and goes to the curtains and 
opens them. The band strikes up a Redovia. 

Catherine [calling imperiously ] Patiomkin! [The music 
stops suddenly]. Here! To me! Go on with your music there, 
you fools. [TheRedowa is resumed]. 

The sergeant rushes from the ballroom to relieve the Empress 
of the curtain. Patiomkin comes in dancing with Varinka. 

Catherine [to Patiomkin] The English captain wants 
you, little darling. 

Catherine resumes her seat as Patiomkin intimates by s 
grotesque bow that he is at Edstaston’ s service. Varinka passes 
behind Edstaston and Claire, and posts herself on Claire's right. 

edstaston. Precisely. [To Claire ] You observe, my love: 
“little darling." Well, if her Majesty calls him a darling, is 
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it my fault that she calls me one too? 

Claire, I dont care: I dont think you ought to have done 
it. I am very angry and offended. 

edstaston. They tied me up, dear. I couldnt help it. I 
fough t for all I was worth . 

the sergeant [at the curtains] He fought with the 
strength of lions and bears. God knows I shall carry a 
broken sweetbread to my grave. 

edstaston. You cant mean to throw me over, Claire, 
[i Urgently ] Claire. Claire. 

VARiNKA [in a transport of sympathetic emotion, pleading 
with clasped hands to Claire] Oh, sweet little angel lamb, he 
loves you: it shines in his darling eyes. Pardon him, pardon 
him. 

patiomkin [rushing from the Empress’s side to Claire and 
falling on his knees to her] Pardon him, pardon him, little 
cherub! little wild duck! litde star! little glory! little jewel 
in the crown of heaven! 

claire. This is perfectly ridiculous. 
varinka [kneeling to her ] Pardon him, pardon him, little 
delight, little sleeper in a rosy cradle. 

claire. I’ll do anything if youll only let me alone. 
the sergeant [kneeling to her] Pardon him, pardon him, 
lest the mighty man bring his whip to you, God knows we 
all need pardon ! 

claire [at the top of her voice] I pardon him! I pardon 
him! 

patiomkin [springing up joyfully and going behind Claire, 
whom he raises in Ms arms] Embrace her, victor of Bunker’s 
Hill. Kiss her till she swoons. 

the sergeant. Receive her in the name of the holy 
Nicholas. 

varinka. She begs you for a thousand dear little kisses 
all over her body. 

claire [vehemently] I do not. [ Patiomkin throws her into 
Edstaston' s arms]. Oh! [The pair, awkward and shamefaced, 
recoil from one another, and remain utterly inexpressive], 
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Catherine [pushing Edstaston towards Claire] There is no 
help for it, Captain. This is Russia, not England. 

edstaston [plucking up som i geniality, and kissing Chin 
ceremoniously on the brow] I have no objection. 

VARINKA [disgusted] Only one kiss! and on the forehead! 
Fish. See how I kiss, though it is only my horribly ugly old 
uncle [she throws her arms round Patiomkin's neck and corns 
his face with kisses]. 

the sergeant [moved to tears ] Sainted Nicholas: bless 
your lambs ! 

Catherine. Do you wonder now that I love Russia as I 

love no other place on earth ? 

NARYSHKIN [appearing at the door] Majesty: the model 
for the new museum has arrived. 

CATHERINE [rising eagerly and making for the curtains]hl 
us go. I can think of nothing but my museum. [In the arch- 
way she stops and turns to Edstaston , who has hurried to lifttht 
curtain for her]. Captain: I wish you every happiness that 
your little angel can bring you. [For his ear alone] I could 
have brought you more; but you did not think so. Farewell. 

edstaston [i kissing her hand , which, instead of releasing, he 
holds caressingly and rather patronizingly in his own] I feel 
your Majesty’s kindness so much that I really cannot leave 
you without a word of plain wholesome English advice. 

Catherine [. matching her 
handawayandboundingforward 
as if he had touched her with a 
spur] Advice!!! 

patiomkin. Madman; take 

care ' ... .T, [[exclaiming simultaneously]. 

naryshkin, AdvisetheFm- 

press 1 ! 

the sergeant, Sainted Ni- 
cholas! 

varinka. Hoohoo! [a stifled 
splutter of laughter]. 

edstaston [following the Empress and resuming kindly h 
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judicially] After all, though your Majesty is of course a great 
queen, yet when all is said, I am a man; and your Majesty 
is only a woman. 

Catherine. Only a wo— [she chokes ]. 
edstaston [continuing] Believeme, this Russian extrava- 
gance will not do. I appreciate as much as any man the 
warmth of heart that prompts it; but it is overdone: it is 
hardly in the best taste: it is— really I must say it— it is not 
proper. 

Catherine [ironically, in German] So! 
edstaston. Not that I cannot make allowances. Your 
Majesty has, I know, been unfortunate in your experience 
as a married woman — 

Catherine f furious] Alle Wetter!!! 
edstaston [. sentimentally ] Dont say that. Dont think of 
him in that way. After all, he was your husband; and what- 
ever his faults may have been, it is not for you to think un- 
kindly of him. 

Catherine [almost bursting] I shall forget myself. 
edstaston. Come! I am sure he really loved you; and 
you truly loved him. 

Catherine [controlling herself with a supreme effort ] No, 
Catherine. What would Voltaire say? 

edstaston. Oh, never mind that vile scoffer. Set an ex- 
ample to Europe, Madam, by doing what I am going to do. 
Marry again. Marry some good man who will be a strength 
and a support to your old age. 

Catherine. My old — [she again becomes speechless]. 
edstaston. Yes; we must all grow old, even the hand- 
somest of us. 

Catherine [sinking into her chair with a gasp] Thank you. 
edstaston. You will thank me more when you see your 
little ones round your knee, and your man there by the fire- 
side in the winter evenings— by the way, I forgot that you 
have no firesides here in spite of the coldness of the climate; 
so shall I say by the stove ? 

Catherine. Certainly, if you wish. The stove, by all 
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means. 

edstaston [impulsively] Ah, Madam, abolish the stove: 
believe me, there is nothing like the good old open grate. 
Home! duty! happiness! they all mean the same thing; and 
they all flourish best on the drawing room hearthrug. [Turn- 
ing to Claire] And now, my love, we must not detain the 
Queen: she is anxious to inspect the model of her museum, 
to which I am sure we wish every success. 
claire [coldly] I am not detaining her. 
edstaston. Well, goodbye [ wringing Patiomkin' s hand], 
goo-oo-oodbye, Prince: come and see us if ever you visit 
England. Spire View, Deepdene, Little Mugford, Devon, 
will always find me. [To Varinka, kissing her hand] Goodbye, 
Mademoiselle: goodbye, Little Mother, if I may call you 
that just once. [Varinka puts her up face to be kissed]. Eh? No, 
no, no, no: you dont mean that, you know. Naughty! [To 
the Sergeant] Goodbye, my friend. You will drink our 
healths with this [tipping him]. 

the sergeant. The blessed Nicholas will multiply your 
fruits, Little Father. 

edstaston. Goodbye, goodbye, goodbye, goodbye, 
goodbye, goodbye. 

He goes out backwards bowing, with Claire curtseying, hav- 
ing been listened to in utter dumfoundedness by Patiomkin and 
Naryshkin, in childlike awe by Varinka, and with quite in- 
expressible feelings by Catherine. When he is out of sight she 
rises with clinched fists and raises her arms and her closed eyes 
to Heaven. Patiomkin, rousing himself from his stupor of amaze- 
ment, springs to her like a tiger, and throws himself at her feet. 

patiomkin. What shall I do to him for you? Skin him 
alive? Cut off his eyelids and stand him in the sun? Tear his 
tongue out? What shall it be ? 

Catherine [opening her eyes] Nothing. But oh, if I could 
only have had him for my — for my — for my — 
patiomkin [in a growl of jealousy] For your lover? 
Catherine [with an ineffable smile] No: for my museum. 
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PREFACE 

MONEY AND HAPPINESS 

S OMEHOW my play, Too True To Be Good, has in 
performance excited an animosity and an enthusiasm 
which will hardly be accounted for by the printed 
text. Some of the spectators felt that they had had a divine 
revelation, and overlooked the fact that the eloquent gen- 
tleman through whose extremely active mouth they had 
received it was the most hopeless sort of scoundrel: that 
is, one whose scoundrelism consists in the absence of con- 
science rather than in any positive vices, and is masked by 
good looks and agreeable manners. The less intellectual 
journalist critics sulked as they always do when their 
poverty but not their will consents to their witnessing a 
play of mine; but over and above the resultant querulous- 
ness to which I have long been accustomed I thought I de- 
tected an unusual intensity of resentment, as if I had hit 
them in some new and unbearably sore spot. 

Where, then, was the offence that so exceedingly dis- 
gruntled these unhappy persons? I think it must have been 
the main gist and moral of the play, which is not, as usual, 
that our social system is unjust to the poor, but that it is 
cruel to the rich. Our revolutionary writers have dwelt 
on the horrors of poverty. Our conventional and romantic 
writers have ignored those horrors, dwelling pleasantly 
on the elegances of an existence free from pecuniary care. 
The poor have been pitied for miseries which do not, un- 
fortunately, make them unbearably miserable. But who 
has pitied the idle rich or really believed that they have a 
worse time of it than those who have to live on ten shillings 
a day or less, and earn it? My play is a story of three reck- 
less young people who come into possession of, for the mo- 
ment, unlimited riches, and set out to have a thoroughly 
good time with all the modern machinery of pleasure to 
aid them. The result is that they get nothing for their 
money but a multitude of worries and a maddening dissat- 
isfaction. , 
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THE VAMPIRE AND THE CALF 

I doubt whether this state of things is ever intentionally 
produced. We see a man apparently slaving to place his 
children in the position of my three adventurers; but on 
closer investigation we generally find that he does not 
care twopence of his children, and is wholly wrapped up in 
the fascinating game of making money. Like other games it 
is enjoyable only by people with an irresistible and vir- 
tually exclusive fancy for it, and enough arithmetical abil- 
ity and flair for market values to play it well; but with 
these qualifications the poorest men can make the most 
astounding fortunes. They accumulate nothing but powers 
of extracting money every six months from their less 
acquisitive neighbors; and their children accumulate noth- 
ing but obligations to spend it. As between these two 
processes of bleeding and being bled, bleeding is the better 
fun. The vampire has a better time than the calf hung up 
by the heels with its throat cut. The money-getter spends 
less on his food, clothes, and amusements than his clerks 
do, and is happy. His wife and sons and daughters, spend- 
ing fabulous sums on themselves, are no happier than their 
housemaids, if so happy; for the routine of fashion is vir- 
tually as compulsory as the routine of a housemaid, its 
dressing is as much dictated as her uniform, its snubbings 
are as humiliating, and its monotony is more tedious be- 
cause more senseless and useless, not to mention that it 
must be pleasanter to be tipped than to tip. And, as I sur- 
mise, the housemaid’s day off or evening off is really off: 
in those hard earned hours she ceases to be a housemaid 
and can be herself; but the lady of fashion never has a 
moment off: she has to be fashionable even in her little 
leisure, and dies without ever having had any self at all. 
Here and there you find rich ladies taking up occupations 
and interests which keep them so busy doing professional 
or public work that they might as well have five hundred 
a year as fifty thousand “for all the good it does them” as 
the poor say in their amazement when they see people who 
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ropember a soldier of the old never-do-well type 
drifting into a little Socialist Society which I happened to 
be addressing more than fifty years ago. As he had evi- 
dently blundered into the wrong shop and was half drunk, 
some of the comrades began to chaff him, and finally held 
me up to him as an example of the advantages of tee- 
totalism. With the most complete conviction he denounced 
me as a hypocrite and a liar, affirming it to be a well-known 
and inexorable law of nature that no man with money in 
his pocket could pass a public house without going in for a 
drink. ” 

THE OLD SOLDIER AND THE PUBLIC 

y . , HOUSE 

1 have never forgotten that soldier, because his delu- 
sion, in less crude forms, and his conception of happiness, 
seem to afflict everybody in England more or less. When 
I say less crude forms I do not mean truer forms; for the 
soldier, being half drunk, was probably happier than he 
would have been if quite sober, whereas the plutocrat who 
has spent a hundred pounds in a day in the search for 
pleasure is not happier than if he had spent only five shil- 
lings. For it must be admitted that a private soldier, out- 
side that surprising centre of culture, the Red Army of 
Russia, has so little to be happy about when sober that his 
case is hardly a fair one. But it serves to illustrate the moral 
of my play, which is, that our capitalistic system, with its 
golden exceptions of idle richery and its leaden rule of 
anxious poverty, is as desperate a failure from the point of 
view of the rich as of the poor. We are ail amazed and in- 
credulous, like the soldier, when we hear of the multimil- 
lionaire passing the public house without going in and 
drinking himself silly; and we envy his sons and daughters 
who do go in and drink themselves silly. The vulgar pub 
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hard and dressing rather plainly. But that requires 
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may be in fact a Palace Hotel, and the pints of beer or 
glasses of whisky an elaborate dinner with many courses 
and wines culminating in cigars and liqueurs; but the illu- 
sion and the results are cognate. 

I therefore plead for a science of happiness to cure us 
of the miserable delusion that we can achieve it by becom- 
ing richer than our neighbors. Modern colossal fortunes 
have demonstrated its vanity. When country parsons were 
“passing rich with forty pounds a year” there was some ex- 
cuse for believing that to be rich was to be happy, as the 
conception of riches did not venture beyond enough to pay 
for the necessities of a cultivated life. A hundred years ago 
Samuel Warren wrote a famous novel about a man who 
became enormously rich. The title of the novel was Ten 
Thousand a Year; and this, to any resident Irish family in 
my boyhood, represented an opulence beyond which only 
Lords Lieutenant and their like could aspire, The scale 
has changed since then. I have just seen in the papers a pic- 
ture of the funeral of a shipping magnate whose income, if 
the capital value of the property left by him be correctly 
stated, must have been over four thousand pounds a day 
or a million and a half a year. If happiness is to be meas- 
ured by riches he must have been fourteen thousand times 
as happy as the laborer lucky enough to be earning two 
pounds a week. Those who believe that riches are the re- 
ward of virtue are bound to conclude that he was also four- 
teen thousand times as sober, honest, and industrious, 
which would lead to the quaint conclusion that if he drank 
a bottle of wine a day the laborer must have drunk four- 
teen thousand. 

THE UNLOADING MILLIONAIRES 

This is so obviously monstrous that it may now be dis- 
missed as an illusion of the poor who know nothing of the 
lives of the rich. Poverty, when it involves continual priva- 
tion and anxiety, is, like toothache, so painful that the vic- 
tim can desire nothing happier than the cessation of the 
pain. But it takes no very extraordinary supply of money 
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to enable a humble person to say “I want for nothing”; 
and when that modest point is reached the power of money 
to produce happiness vanishes, and the trouble which an 
excess of it brings begins to assert itself, and finally reaches 
a point at which the multimillionaires are seen frantically 
unloading on charitable, educational, scientific, religious, 
and even (though rarely) artistic and political “causes” of 
all kinds, mostly without stopping to examine whether 
the causes produce any effects, and if so what effects. And 
far from suffering a loss of happiness every time they give 
away a thousand pounds, they find themselves rather in 
the enviable state of mind of the reveller in The Pilgrim’s 
Progress with his riddle “There was a man, though some 
did think him mad, the more he gave away the more he 
had.” 

DELUSIONS OF POVERTY 
The notion that the rich must be happy is comple- 
mented by the delusion that the poor must be miserable. 
Our society is so constituted that most people remain all 
their lives in the condition in which they were born, and 
have to depend on their imagination for their notions of 
what it is like to be in the opposite condition. The upstarts 
and the downs tarts, though we hear a great deal about 
them either as popular celebrities or criminals, are excep- 
tional. The rich, it is said, do not know how the poor live; 
but nobody insists on the more mischievous fact that the 
poor do not know how the rich live. The rich are a minor- 
ity; and they are not consumed with envy of the poor. But 
the poor are a huge majority and they are so demoralized 
by the notion that they would be happy if only they were 
rich, that they make themselves poorer, if hopefuller, by 
backing horses and buying sweepstake tickets on the chance 
of realizing their daydreams of unearned fortunes. Our 
penny newspapers now depend for their circulation, and 
consequently for their existence, on the sale of what are 
virtually lottery coupons. The real opposition to Socialism 
comes from the fear (well founded) that it would cut off 
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the possibilities of becoming rich beyond those dreams of 
avarice which our capitalist system encourages. The odds 
against a poor person becoming a millionaire are of astro- 
nomical magnitude; but they are sufficient to establish and 
maintain the Totalisator as a national institution, and to 
produce unlimited daydreams of bequests from imaginary 
long lost uncles in Australia or a lucky ticket in the Cal- 
cutta or Irish Sweeps. 

TRYING IT FOR AN HOUR 

Besides, even quite poor people save up for holidays 
during which they can be idle and rich, if not for life, at 
least for an hour, an afternoon, or even a week. And for 
the poor these moments derive such a charm from the 
change from the monotony of daily toil and servitude, that 
the most intolerable hardships and discomforts and fa- 
tigues in excursion trains and overcrowded lodgings seem 
delightful, and leave the reveller with a completely false 
notion of what a lifetime of such revelry would be. 

I maintain that nobody with a sane sense of values can 
feel that the sole prize which our villainous capitalist sys- 
tem has to offer, the prize of admission to the ranks of the 
idle rich, can possibly confer either happiness or health or 
freedom on its winner. No one can convict me of crying 
sour grapes; for during the last thirty-five years I have 
been under no compulsion to work, nor had any material 
privation or sotial ostracism to fear as a consequence of 
not working. But, like all the intelligent rich people of my 
acquaintance, I have worked as hard, ate and drunk no 
more, and dressed no better than when I had to work or 
starve. When my pockets were empty I did not buy any of 
the luxuries in the London shops because I had no money 
to buy them with. When, later on, I had enough to buy 
anything that London could tempt me with, the result 
was the same : I returned home day after day without hav- 
ing made a single purchase. And I am no ascetic: no man 
alive is freer than I from the fancy that selfmortification 
will propitiate a spiteful deity or increase my balance in a 
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salvation bank in a world beyond the grave. I would and 
could live the life of the idle rich if I liked it; and my sole 
reason for not living it is that I dont like it. I have every 
opportunity of observing it both in its daily practice and its 
remoter results; and I know that a year of it would make 
me more unhappy than anything else of an accepted kind 
that I can imagine. For, just as the beanfeaster can live like 
a lord for an afternoon, and the Lancashire factory opera- 
tive have a gorgeous week at Blackpool when the wakes 
are on, so I have had my afternoon as an idle rich man, and 
know only too well what it is like. It makes me feel sui- 
cidal. 

You may say that I am an exceptional man. So I am, in 
respect of being able to write plays and books; but as every- 
body is exceptional in respect of being able to do some- 
thing that most other people cannot do, there is nothing 
in that. Where I am really a little exceptional is in re- 
spect of my having experienced both poverty and riches, 
servitude and selfgovernment, and also having for some 
reason or other (possibly when I was assured in my infancy 
that some nasty medicine was delicious) made up my mind 
early in life never to let myself be persuaded that I am 
enjoying myslf gloriously when I am, as a matter of fact, 
being bored and pestered and plundered and worried and 
tired. You cannot humbug me on this point: I understand 
perfectly why Florence Nightingale fled from fashionable 
society in London to the horrors of the Crimean hospitals 
rather than behave like a lady, and why my neighbor Mr 
Apslcy Cherry-Garrard, the sole survivor of what he calls 
with good reason “the worst journey in the world” through 
the Antarctic winter, was no poor sailorman driven by his 
need for daily bread to make a hard living before the 
mast, but a country gentleman opulent enough to choose 
the best that London society could offer him if he chose, 
Better the wards of the most terrible of field hospitals than 
a drawingroom in Mayfair; better the South Pole at its 
blackest six months winter night and its most murderous 
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extremities of cold than Sunday by the Serpentine in the 
height of the season, 

CONSOLATIONS OF THE LANDED GENTRY 
To some extent this misery of riches is a new thing. 
Anyone who has the run of our country houses, with their 
great parks and gardens, their staffs of retainers, indoor 
and outdoor, and the local public work that is always avail- 
able for the resident landed gentry, will at once challenge 
the unqualified assertion that the rich, in a lump, are 
miserable. Clearly they are nothing of the sort, any more 
than the poor in a lump. But then they are neither idle nor 
free. A lady with a big house to manage, and the rearing of 
a family to supervise, has a reasonably busy time of it even 
without counting her share in the routine of sport and 
entertainment and occasional travel which to people 
brought up to it is a necessary and important part of a well 
ordered life. The landed gentry have enough exercise and 
occupation and sense of social importance and utility to 
keep them on very good terms with themselves and their 
neighbors. If you suddenly asked them whether they really 
enjoyed their routine and whether they would not rather be 
Communists in Russia they would be more sincerely scan- 
dalized than if you had turned to them in church and 
asked them whether they really believed every clause in 
the Apostles’ Creed. When one of their ugly ducklings be- 
comes a revolutionist it is not because countryhouse life 
is idle, but because its activities are uncongenial and be- 
cause the duckling has tastes or talents which it thwarts, or 
a faculty for social criticism which discovers that the great 
country house is not built on the eternal rock but on the 
sandy shore of an ocean of poverty which may at any mo- 
ment pass from calm to tempest, On the whole, there is no 
reason why a territorial lady should not be as happy as her 
dairymaid, or her husband be as happy as his gamekeeper. 
The riches of the county families are attached to property; 
and the only miserable county people are those who will 
not work at their job. 
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MISERIES OF THE VAGRANT ROOTLESS 

RICH 

But the new thing is riches detached from real prop- 
erty: that is, detached from work, from responsibility, from 
tradition, and from every sort of prescribed routine, even 
from the routine of going to the village church every Sun- 
day, paying and receiving calls, and having every month 
set apart for the killing of some particular bird or animal. 
It means being a tramp without the daily recurrent obliga- 
tion to beg or steal your dinner and the price of your bed. 
Instead, you have the daily question “What shall I do? 
Where shall I go?” and the daily answer “Do what you 
please: go where you like: it doesnt matter what you do or 
where you go.” In short, the perfect liberty of which slaves 
dream because they have no experience of its horrors. Of 
course the answer of outraged Nature is drowned for a 
time by the luxury merchants shouting “Come and shop, 
whether you need anything or not. Come to our palace 
hotels. Come round the world in our liners. Come and 
wallow in our swimming pools. Come and see our latest 
model automobile: we have changed the inventor’s design 
for-better-for-worse solely to give you an excuse for buy- 
ing a new one and selling your old one at scrap iron prices. 
Come and buy our latest fashions in dress: you cannot pos- 
sibly be seen in last season’s garments.” And so on and 
so forth. But the old questions come home to the rich 
tourists in the palace hotels and luxury liners just as they 
do to the tramps on the highroad. They come up when 
you have the latest car and the latest wardrobe and all the 
rest of it. The only want that money can satisfy without 
satiating for more than a few hours is the need for food 
and drink and sleep, So from one serious meal a day and 
two very minor ones you go on to three serious meals a day 
and two minor ones, Then you work another minor one 
between breakfast and lunch “to sustain you”; and you 
soon find that you cannot tackle any meal without a cock- 
tail, and that you cannot sleep. That obliges you to resort 
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to the latest soporific drug, guaranteed in the advertise- 
ments to have none of the ruinous effects of its equally 
guaranteed forerunner. Then comes the doctor, with his 
tonics, which are simply additional cocktails, and his sure 
knowledge that if he tells you the truth about yourself and 
refuses to prescribe the tonics and the drugs, his children 
will starve. If you indulge in such a luxury as a clerical 
spiritual adviser it is his duty to tell you that what is the 
matter with you is that you are an idle useless glutton and 
drunkard and that you are going to hell; but alas! he, like 
the doctor, cannot afford this, as he may have to ask you 
for a subscription tomorrow to keep his church going. And 
that is “Liberty: thou choicest treasure.” 

This sort of life has been made possible, and indeed 
inevitable, by what William Cobbett, who had a sturdy 
sense of vital values, denounced as The Funding System. 
It was a product of war, which obliged belligerent gov- 
ernments to obtain enormous sums from all and sundry 
by giving them in exchange the right to live for nothing 
on the future income of the country until their money was 
returned: a system now so popular among people with any 
money to spare that they can be induced to part with it 
only on condition that the Government promises not to 
repay it before a certain more or less remote day. When 
joint stock companies were formed to run big industrial 
concerns with money raised on the still more tempting 
terms that the money is never to be repaid, the system be- 
came so extensive that the idle upstart rich became a defi- 
nitely mischievous and miserable class quite different in 
character from the old feudal rich. 

THE REDEMPTION FROM PROPERTY 

When I propose the abolition of our capitalistic sys- 
tem to redeem mankind from the double curse of pov- 
erty and riches, loud wailings arise. The most articulate 
sounds in the hubbub are to the effect that the wretched 
slaves of the curse will lose their liberty if they are 
forced to earn their living honorably. The retort that 
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they have nothing to lose but their chains, with the addi- 
tion that the gold chains are as bad as the iron ones, can- 
not silence them, because they think they are free, and 
have been brought up to believe that unless the country 
remains the private property of irresponsible owners main- 
taining a parliament to make any change impossible, with 
churches schools and universities to inculcate the sacred- 
ness of private property and party government disguised as 
religion education and democracy, civilization must perish. 

I am accused of every sort of reactionary extravagance by 
the people who think themselves advanced, and of every 
sort of destructive madness by people who thank God they 
are no wiser than their fathers. 

Now 1 cannot profitably discuss politics religion and 
economics with terrified ignoramuses who understand 
neither what they are defending nor what they are attack- 
ing. But it happens that Mr Gilbert Chesterton, who is 
not an ignoramus and not in the least terrified, and whose 
very interesting conversion to Roman Catholicism has 
obliged him to face the problem of social organization 
fundamentally, discarding the Protestant impostures on 
English history which inspired the vigorous Liberalism of 
his salad days, has lately taken me to task for the entirely 
imaginary offence of advocating government by a commit- 
tee of celebrities. To clear up the matter I have replied to 
Mr Chesterton very fully and in Catholic terms. Those 
who have read my reply in the magazines in which it ap- 
peared need read no further, unless they wish, as I should 
advise, to read it twice. For the benefit of the rest, and to 
put it on permanent record, here it is. 

FUNDAMENTAL NATURAL CONDITIONS 
OF HUMAN SOCIETY 

1. Government is necessary wherever two or three are 
gathered together — or two or three billions — for keeps. 

2. Government is neither automatic nor abstract: it 
must be performed by human rulers and agents as best they 
can, 
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3. The business of the rulers is to check disastrously 
selfish or unexpected behavior on the part of individuals in 
social affairs. 

4. This business can be done only by devizing and 
enforcing rules of social conduct codifying the greatest 
common measure of agreement as to the necessary sacrifice 
of individual liberty to the good of the community. 

5. The paradox of government is that as the good of 
the community involves a maximum of individual liberty 
for all its members the rulers have at the same time to 
enslave everyone ruthlessly and to secure for everyone the 
utmost possible freedom. 

6. In primitive communities people feed and lodge 
themselves without bothering the Government. In big 
civilizations this is impossible; so the first business of the 
Government is to provide for the production and distribu- 
tion of wealth from day to day and the just sharing of the 
labor and leisure involved. Thus the individual citizen 
has to be compelled not only to behave himself properly, 
but to work productively. 

7. The moral slavery of the compulsion to behave 
properly is a whole-time compulsion admitting of no 
liberty; but the personal slavery of the compulsion to work 
lasts only as many hours daily as suffice to discharge the 
economic duties of the citizen, the remaining hours (over 
and above those needed for feeding, sleeping, locomotion, 
etc.) being his leisure. 

8. Leisure is the sphere of individual liberty: labor is 
the sphere of slavery. 

9. People who think they can be honestly free all the 
time are idiots: people who seek whole-time freedom by 
putting their share of productive work on others are 
thieves. 

10. The use of the word slavery to denote subjection 
to public government has grown up among the idiots and 
thieves, and is resorted to here only because it is expedient 
to explain things to fools according to their folly. 
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So much for the fundamental natural conditions of 
social organization, They are as completely beyond argu- 
ment as the precession of the equinoxes; but they present 
different problems to different people. To the thief, for 
instance, the problem is how to evade his share in the labor 
of production, to increase his share in the distribution of 
the product, and to corrupt the Government so that it may 
protect and glorify his chicaneries instead of liquidating 
him. To Mr Chesterton the Distributist (or Extreme Left 
Communist) and Catholic (or Equalitarian International- 
ist) it is how to select rulers who will govern righteously 
and impartially in accordance with the fundamental natural 
conditions. 

The history of civilization is the history of the conflict 
between these rival views of the situation. The Pirate King, 
the Robber Baron, and the Manchester Man produced be- 
tween them a government which they called the Empire, 
the State, the Realm, the Republic, or any other imposing 
name that did not give away its central purpose. The 
Chestertonians produced a government which they called 
The Church; and in due time the Last of the Chestertons 
joined this Catholic Church, like a very large ship entering 
a very small harbor, to the great peril of its many rickety 
old piers and wharves, and the swamping of all the small 
craft in its neighborhood. So let us see what the Catholic 
Church made of its governmental problem. 

THE CATHOLIC SOLUTION 

To begin with, the Church, being catholic, was neces- 
sarily democratic to the extent that its aim was to save the 
souls of all persons without regard to their age, sex, na- 
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decisions, to manage public affairs or even their own 
private affairs. It faced the fact that only about five per 
cent, of the population are capable of exercising these 
powers, and are certain to be corrupted by them unless they 
have an irresistible religious vocation for public Work and 
a faith in its beneficence which will induce them to take 
vows to abstain from any profit that is not shared by all 
the rest, and from all indulgences which might blunt their 
consciences or subject them to the family influences so bit- 
terly deprecated by Jesus. 

This natural “called” minority was never elected in the 
scandalous way we call democratic. Its members were in 
the first instance self-elected: that is, they voluntarily lived 
holy lives and devoted themselves to the public welfare in 
obedience to the impulse of the Holy Ghost within them, 
This impulse was their vocation, They were called from 
above, not chosen by the uncalled. To protect themselves 
and obtain the necessary power, they organized themselves, 
and called their organization The Church. After that, the 
genuineness and sufficiency of the vocation of the new 
recruits were judged by The Church. If the judgment was 
favorable, and the candidates took certain vows, they were 
admitted to the official priesthood and set to govern as 
priests in the parish and spiritual directors in the family, 
all of them being eligible, if they had the requisite ability, 
for promotion to the work of governing the Church itself 
as bishops or cardinals, or to the supreme rank of Pope or 
Vicar of Christ on earth. And all this without the smallest 
reference to the opinions of the uncalled and unordained, 
NEED FOR A COMMON FAITH 

Now comes the question, why should persons of gen- 
uine vocation be asked to take vows before being placed in 
authority? Is not the vocation a sufficient guarantee of their 
wisdom? 

No. Before priests can govern they must have a com- 
mon faith as to the fundamental conditions of a stable hu- 
man sodety. Otherwise the result might be an assembly of 
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random men of genius unable to agree on a single legisla- 
tive measure or point of policy. An ecumenical council 
consisting of Einstein and Colonel Lynch, Aquinas and 
Francis Bacon, Dante and Galileo, Lenin and Lloyd 
George, could seldom come to a unanimous decision, if 
indeed to any decision except in the negative against a 
minority of one, on any point beyond the capacity of a 
coroner’s jury. The Pope must not be an eccentric genius 
presiding over a conclave of variously disposed cardinals: 
he must have an absolutely closed mind on what Herbert 
Spencer called Social Statics; and in this the cardinals must 
resemble and agree with him. What is more, they must to 
some extent represent the conscience of the common peo- 
ple; for it is evident that if they made laws and gave per- 
sonal directions which would produce general horror or 
be taken as proofs of insanity their authority would col- 
lapse. Hence the need for vows committing all who take 
them to definite articles of faith on social statics, and to 
their logical consequences in law and custom. Such vows 
automatically exclude revolutionary geniuses, who, being 
uncommon, are not representative, more especially scien- 
tific geniuses, with whom it is a point of honor to have 
unconditionally open minds even on the most apparently 
sacred subjects. 

RUSSIA REDISCOVERS THE CHURCH 

SYSTEM 

A tremendous importance is given to a clear under- 
standing of the Catholic system at this moment hy the 
staggering fact that the biggest State in the modern world, 
having made a dean sweep of its Church by denouncing its 
religion as dope, depriving its priests and bishops of any 
greater authority than a quack can pick up at a fair, encour- 
aging its most seriously minded children to form a League 
of the Godless, shooting its pious Tsar, turning its cathe- 
drals into historical museums illustrating the infamies of 
ecclesiastical history and expressly entitling them anti- 
religious; in short, addressing itself solemnly and im- 
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placably to a root-and-branch extermination of everything 
that we associate with priesthood, has, under pressure of 
circumstances, unconsciously and spontaneously established 
as its system of government an as-close-as-possiblc repro- 
duction of the hierarchy of the Catholic Church. The no- 
menclature is changed, of course: the Church is called the 
Communist Party; and the Holy Office and its familiars 
are known as the Komintern and the Gay Pay Oo. There 
is the popular safeguard of having the symptoms of the 
priestly vocation verified in the first instance by the group 
of peasants or industrial workers with whom the postulant’s 
daily life has been passed, thus giving a genuine demo- 
cratic basis to the system; and the hierarchy elected oil this 
basis is not only up to date for the moment, but amenable 
to the daily lessons of trial and error in its practical opera- 
tions and in no way pledged against change and innovation 
as such. But essentially the system is that of the old Chris- 
tian Catholic Church, even to its fundamental vow of Com- 
munism and the death penalty on Ananias and Sapphira 
for violating it. 

If our newspapers knew what is really happening in the 
world, or could discriminate between the news value of 
a bicycle accident in Clapham and that of a capsize of 
civilization, their columns would be full of this literally 
epoch-making event. And the first question they would 
address to Russia would be “Why, seeing that the Chris- 
tian system has been such a hopeless failure, do you go back 
to it, and invite us to go back to it?” 

WHY THE CHRISTIAN SYSTEM FAILED 

The answer is that the Christian system failed, not be- 
cause it was wrong in its psychology, its fundamental postu- 
late of equality, or its anticipation of Lenin’s principle that 
the rulers must be as poor as the ruled so that they can 
raise themselves only by raising their people, but because 
the old priests’ ignorance of economics and political sci- 
ence blinded them to the mischief latent in the selfishness 
of private property in the physical earth. Before the 
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Church knew where it was (it has not quite located itself 
yet) it found itself so prodigiously rich that the Pope was 
a secular Italian prince with armies and frontiers, enjoying 
not only the rent of Church lands, but selling salvation on 
such a scale that when Torquemada began burning Jews 
instead of allowing them to ransom their bodies by pay- 
ments to the Roman treasury, and leaving their souls to 
God, a first-rate quarrel between the Church and the Span- 
ish Inquisition was the result. 

But the riches of the Church were nothing compared to 
the riches of the Church’s great rival, the Empire. And the 
poverty of the priest was opulence compared to the poverty 
of the proletarian. Whilst the Church was being so cor- 
rupted by its own property, and by the influence on it of the 
lay proprietors, that it lost all its moral prestige, the war- 
riors and robbers of the Empire had been learning from 
experience that a pirate ship needs a hierarchy of officers 
and an iron discipline even more than police boats, and 
that the work of robbing the poor all the time involves a 
very elaborate system of government to ensure that the 
poor shall, like bees, continue to produce not only their own 
subsistence but the surplus that can be robbed from them 
without bringing on them the doom of the goose that lays 
the golden eggs. Naked coercion is so expensive that it 
became necessary to practise on the imaginations of the 
poor to the extent of making them believe that it is a pious 
duty to be robbed, and that their moment of life in this 
world is only a prelude to an eternity in which the poor 
will be blest and happy, and the rich horribly tortured. 

Matters at last reached a point at which there was more 
law and order in the Empire than in The Church. Em- 
peror Philip of Spdin was enormously more respectable 
and pious, if less amiable, than Pope Alexander Borgia. 
The Empire gained moral prestige as The Church lost it 
until the Empire, virtuously indignant, took it oil itself to 
reform The Church, all the more readily as the restoration 
of priestly poverty was a first-rate excuse for plundering it. 
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Now The Church could not with any decency allow 
itself to be reformed by a plutocracy of pirate kings, robber 
barons, commercial adventurers, moneylenders, and de- 
serters from its own ranks. It reformed itself from within 
by its own saints and the Orders they founded, and thus 
“dished” the Reformation; whilst the Reformers set up 
national Churches and free Churches of their own under 
the general definition of Protestants, and thereby found 
themselves committed to a curious adulteration of their 
doctrine of Individualism, or the right of private judg- 
ment, with most of the ecclesiastical corruptions against 
which they had protested. And as neither Church nor Em- 
pire would share the government of mankind with the 
other nor allow the common people any say in the matter, 
the Catholics and Protestants set to work to exterminate 
one another with rack and stake, fire, sword, and gun- 
powder, aided by the poison gas of scurrilous calumny, 
until the very name of religion began to stink in the nostrils 
of all really charitable and faithful people. 
GOVERNMENT BY EVERYBODY 

The moral drawn from all this was that as nobody 
could be trusted to govern the people the people must 
govern themselves, which was nonsense. Nevertheless it 
was assumed that by inscribing every man’s name on a 
register of voters we could realize the ideal of every man 
his own Solon and his own Plato, as to which one could 
only ask why not every man his own Shakespear and his 
own Einstein? But this assumption suited the plutocrats 
very well, as they had only to master the easy art of 
stampeding elections by their newspapers to do anything 
they liked in the name of the people. Votes for everybody 
(called for short, Democracy) ended in government nei- 
ther of the best nor of the worst, but in an official govern- 
ment which could do nothing but talk, and an actual gov- 
ernment of landlords, employers, and financiers at war 
with an Opposition of trade unionists, strikers, pickets, and 
— occasionally — rioters. The resultant disorder, indisd- 
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pline, and breakdown of distribution, produced a reaction 
of pure disappointment and distress in which the people 
looked wildly round for a Savior, and were ready to give 
a hopeful trial to anyone bold enough to assume dictator- 
ship and kick aside the impotent official government until 
he had completely muzzled and subjugated it. 

FAILURE ALL ROUND 

That is the history of Catholicism and Protestantism. 
Church and Empire, Liberalism and Democracy, up to 
date. Clearly a ghastly failure, both positively as an 
attempt to solve the problem of government and nega- 
tively as an attempt to secure freedom of thought and 
facility of change to keep pace with thought. 

Now this does not mean in the least that the original 
Catholic plan was wrong. On the contrary, all the dis- 
asters to which it has led have been demonstrations of the 
eternal need for it. The alternative to vocational govern- 
ment is a mixture of a haporth of very incompetent official 
government with an intolerable deal of very competent 
private tyranny. Providence, or Nature if you prefer that 
expression, has not ordained that all men shall have a 
vocation for being “servants of all the rest” as saints or 
rulers. Providence knows better than to provide armies 
consisting exclusively of commanders-in-chief or factories 
staffed exclusively with managing directors; and to that 
inexorable natural fact we shall always have to come back, 
just as the Russian revolutionists, who were reeking with 
Protestant Liberal superstitions at the beginning, have 
had to come back to it. But we have now thought out much 
more carefully than St Peter the basic articles of faith, 
without which the vocation of the priest is inevitably 
pushed out by the vocation of the robbers and the racketeers, 
self-elected as gentlemen and ladies. We know that pri- 
vate property distributes wealth, work, and leisure so un- 
evenly that a wretchedly poor and miserably overworked 
majority are forced to mamtain a minority inordinately 
rich and passionately convinced that labor is so disgraceful 
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to them that they dare not be seen carrying a parcel down 
Bond Street. We know that the strains set up by such a 
division of interests also destroy peace, justice, religion, 
good breeding, honor, reasonable freedom, and every- 
thing that government exists to secure, and that all this 
iniquity arises automatically when we thoughtlessly allow 
a person to own a thousand acres of land in the middle of 
London much more completely than he owns the pair of 
hoots in which he walks over it; for he may not kick me 
out of my house into the street with his boots; but he may 
do so with his writ of ejectment. And so we are driven to 
the conclusion that the modern priesthood must utterly 
renounce, abjure, abhor, abominate and annihilate private 
property as the very worst of all the devil’s inventions for 
the demoralization and damnation of mankind. Civilized 
men and women must live by their ordered and equal share 
in the work needed to support the community, and must 
find their freedom in their ordered and equal share of the 
leisure produced by scientific economy in producing that 
support. It still takes some conviction to repudiate an 
institution so well spoken of as private property; but the 
facts must be faced: our clandestine methods of violating it 
by income tax and surtax, which mean only “What a thief 
stole steal thou from the thief,” will no longer serve; for a 
modern government, as the Russians soon found out, must 
not take money, even from thieves, until it is ready to em- 
ploy it productively. To throw it away in doles as our gov- 
erning duffers do, is to burn the candle at both ends and 
precipitate the catastrophe they are trying to avert. 
OBSOLETE VOWS 

As to the vows, some of the old ones must go. The 
Catholic Church and our Board of Education insist on celi- 
bacy, the one for priests and the other for schoolmistresses, 
That is a remnant of the cynical superstition of original sin. 
Married people have a right to married rulers; mothers 
have a right to have their children taught and handled by 
mothers; and priests and pastors who meddle with family 
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affairs should know what they are talking about. 

Another important modern discovery is that govern- 
ment is not a whole-time job for all its agents. A council 
of peasants derives its ancient wisdom from its normal 
day’s work on the land, without which it would be a coun- 
cil of tramps and village idiots. It is not desirable that an 
ordinary parish priest should have no other occupation, nor 
an abnormal occupation, even that of a scholar. Nor is it de- 
sirable that his uniform should be too sacerdotal; for that 
is the method of idolatry, which substitutes for rational 
authority the superstitious awe produced by a contrived 
singularity. St Vincent de Paul knew thoroughly well 
what he was about when he constituted his Sisterhood of 
Charity on the rule that the sister should not be distin- 
guishable from an ordinary respectable woman, Unfortu- 
nately, the costume prescribed under this rule has in the 
course of the centuries become as extraordinary as that of 
the Bluecoat boy; and St Vincent’s idea is consequently 
lost; but modern industrial experience confirms it; for the 
latest rediscovery of the Vincentian principle has been made 
by Mr Ford, who has testified that if you want a staff of 
helpful persons who will turn their hands to anything at 
need you must not give them either title, rank, or uniform, 
as the immediate result will be their partial disablement 
by the exclusion from their activities of many of the most 
necessary jobs as beneath their dignity. 

Another stipulation made by St Vincent, who already 
in the sixteenth century was far ahead of us, was that no 
sister may pledge herself for longer than a year at a time, 
however often she may renew her vows. Thus the sisters 
can never lose their freedom nor suffer from cold feet. If 
he were alive today St Vincent would probably propose a 
clean sweep of all our difficulties about marriage and 
divorce by forbidding people to marry for longer than a 
year, and make them renew their vows every twelve 
months. In Russia the members of the Communist Party 
cannot dedicate themselves eternally: they can drop out 
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into the laity when they please, and if they do not please 
and nevertheless have become slack in their ministry, they 
are pushed out. 

SUPERNATURAL PRETENSIONS 

Furthermore, modern priests must not make super- 
natural pretensions. They must not be impostors. A voca- 
tion for politics, though essentially a religious vocation, 
must be on the same footing as a vocation for music or 
mathematics or cooking or nursing or acting or architec- 
ture or farming or billiards or any other born aptitude. The 
authority which must attach to all public officials and coun- 
cils must rest on their ability and efficiency. In the Royal 
Navy every mishap to a ship involves a court martial on 
the responsible officer : if the officer makes a mistake he for- 
feits his command unless he can convince the court that he 
is still worthy it. In no other way can our hackneyed phrase 
“responsible government” acquire any real meaning. When 
a Catholic priest goes wrong (or too right) he is silenced: 
when a Russian Commissar goes wrong, he is expelled 
from the Party. Such responsibility necessarily makes offi- 
cial authority very authoritative and frightens off the un- 
duly nervous. Stalin and Mussolini are the most responsi- 
ble statesmen in Europe because they have no hold on 
their places except their efficiency; and their authority is 
consequently greater than that of any of the monarchs, 
presidents, and prime ministers who have to deal with 
them. Stalin is one of the higher functionaries with whom 
governing is necessarily a whole-time job. But he is no 
richer than his neighbors, and can “better himselP’ only 
by bettering them, not by bettering them like a British 
demagogue. 

ECLECTIC DEMOCRACY 

I think my views on intellectual aristocracy and de- 
mocracy and all the rest of it are now plain enough. As 
between the intentions of The Church and the intentions 
of The Empire (unrealized ideals both) I am on the side 
of The Church. As to the evil done by The Church with 
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the best intentions and the good done by The Empire with 
the worst, I am an Eclectic: there is much to be learnt from 
each. I harp on Russia because the Moscow experiment is 
the only really new departure from Tweedledum and 
Tweedledee: Fascism is still wavering between Empire 
and Church, between private property and Communism. 
Years ago, I said that what democracy needed was a trust- 
worthy anthropometric machine for the selection of quali- 
fied rulers. Since then I have elaborated this by demanding 
the formation of panels of tested persons eligible for the 
different grades in the governmental hierarchy. Panel A 
would be for diplomacy and international finance, Panel B 
for national affairs, Panel C for municipal and county 
affairs, Panel D for the village councils, and so forth. Un- 
der such a panel system the voters would lose their present 
liberty to return such candidates as the late Horatio Bot- 
tomley to parliament by enormous majorities; but they 
would gain the advantage of at least knowing that their 
rulers know how to read and write, which they do not enjoy 
at present. 

Nobody ventured to disagree with me when I urged 
the need for such panels; but when I was challenged to 
produce my anthropometric machine or my endocrine or 
phrenological tests, I was obliged to confess that they 
had not yet been invented, and that such existing attempts 
at them as competitive examinations are so irrelevant and 
misleading as to be worse than useless as tests of vocation. 
But the Soviet system, hammered out under the sternest 
pressure of circumstances, supplies an excellent provisional 
solution, which turns out to be the solution of the old 
Catholic Church purged of supernatural pretension, as- 
sumption of final perfection, and the poison of private 
property with its fatal consequences. Mr Stalin is not in 
the least like an Emperor, nor an Archbishop, nor a Prime 
Minister, nor a Chancellor; but he would be strikingly like 
a Pope, claiming for form’s sake an apostolic succession 
from Marx, were it not for his frank method of Trial and 
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Error, his entirely human footing, and his liability to re- 
moval at a moment’s notice if his eminence should upset his 
mental balance. At the other end of the scale are the rank 
and file of the Communist Party, doing an ordinary day’s 
work with the common folk, and giving only their leisure 
to the Party, For their election as representatives of the 
commons they must depend on the votes of their intimate 
and equal neighbors and workmates. They have no incen- 
tive to seek election except the vocational incentive; for 
success, in the first instance, means, not release from the 
day’s ordinary work, but the sacrifice of all one’s leisure to 
politics, and, if promotion to the whole-time-grades be 
achieved, a comparatively ascetic discipline and virtually 
no pecuniary gain. 

If anyone can suggest a better practically tested plan, 
now is the time to do it; for it is all up with the old 
Anarchist-Liberal parliamentary systems in the face of 
thirty millions of unemployed, and World Idiotic Con- 
ferences at which each nation implores all the others to 
absorb its unemployed by a revival of international trade. 
Mr Chesterton says truly that a government, if it is to 
govern, “cannot select one ruler to do something and an- 
other to undo it, one intellectual to restore the nation and 
another to ruin the nation,” But that is precisely what our 
parliamentary party system does. Mr Chesterton has put it 
in a nutshell; and I hope he will appreciate the sound 
Catholicism with which I have cracked it. 

Ayot St Lawrence, 

1933 - 
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ACT I 

N IGHT. One of the best bedrooms in one of the 
best suburban villas in one of the richest cities in 
England. A young lady with an unhealthy com- 
plexion is asleep in the bed. A small table at the head of the 
bed, convenient to her right hand, and crowded with a 
medicine bottle, a measuring glass, a pill box, a clinical 
thermometer in a glass of water, a half read book with the 
place marked by a handkerchief , a powder puff and hand- 
mirror, and an electric bell handle on a flex, shews that the 
bed is a sick bed and the young lady an invalid. 

The furniture includes a very handsome dressing table 
with silver-backed hairbrushes and toilet articles, a dainty 
pincushion, a stand of rings, a jewel box of black steel with 
the lid open and a rope of pearls heaped carelessly half in 
and half out, a Louis Quinze writing table and chair with 
inkstand, blatter, and cabinet of stationery, a magnificent 
wardrobe, a luxurious couch, and a tall screen of Chinese 
workmanship which, like the expensive carpet and every- 
thing else in the room, proclaims that the owner has money 
enough to buy the best things at the best shops in the best 
purchaseable taste. 

The bed is nearly in the middle of the room, so that 
the patient’s nurses can pass freely between the wall and 
the head of it. If we contemplate the room from the foot 
of the bed, with the patient’s toes pointing straight at ns, 
we have the door ( carefully sandbagged lest a draught of 
fresh air should creep underneath ) level with us in the 
righthand wall, the couch against the same wall farther 
away, the window ( every ray of moonlight excluded by 
closed curtains and a dark green spring blind ) in the mid- 
dle of the left wall with the wardrobe on its right and the 
writing table on its left, the screen at right angles to the 
wardrobe, and the dressing table against the wall facing us 
half way between the bed and the couch. 

Besides the chair at the writing table there is an easy 
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inkstand, blotter, and cabinet of stationery, a magnificent 
wardrobe, a luxurious couch, and a tall screen of Chinese 
workmanship which, like the expensive carpet and every- 
thing else in the room, proclaims that the owner has money 
enough to buy the best things at the best shops in the best 
purchaseable taste. 

The bed is nearly in the middle of the room, so that 
the patient’s nurses can pass freely between the wall and 
the head of it. If we contemplate the room from the foot 
of the bed, with the patient’s toes pointing straight at us, 
we have the door (carefully sandbagged lest a draught of 
fresh air should creep underneath) level with us in the 
righthand wall, the couch against the same wall farther 
away , the window ( every ray of moonlight excluded by 
closed curtains and a dark green spring blind) in the mid- 
dle of the left wall with the wardrobe on its right and the 
writing table on its left, the screen at- right angles to the 
wardrobe, and the dressing table against the wall facing us 
half way between the bed and the couch. 

Besides the chair at the writing table there is an easy 
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chair at the medicine table, and a chair at each side of the 
dressing table. 

The room is lighted by invisible cornice lights, and by 
two mirror lights on the dressing table and a portable one 
on the writing table; but these are now switched off; and 
the only light in action is another portable one on the medi- 
cine table , wry carefully subdued by a green shade. 

The patient is sleeping heavily. Near her, in the easy 
chair, sits a Monster. In shape and size it resembles a hu- 
man being; but in substance it seems to be made of a lumi- 
nous jelly with a visible skeleton of short black rods. It 
droops forward in the chair with its head in its hands, and 
seems in the last degree wretched. 

the monster. Oh! Oh! ! Oh! 1 ! I am so ill! so miser- 
able! Oh, I wish I were dead. Why doesnt she die and re- 
lease me from my sufferings? What right has she to get 
ill and make me ill like this? Measles: thats what she’s 
got. Measles! German measles! And she’s given them to 
me, a poor innocent microbe that never did her any harm. 
And she says that I gave them to her. Oh, is this justice? 
Oh, I feel so rotten. I wonder what my temperature is: 
they took it from under her tongue half an hour ago. 
[Scrutinizing the table and discovering the thermometer 
in the glass], Here’s the thermometer: theyve left it for 
the doctor to see instead of shaking it down. If it’s over 
a hundred I’m done for: I darent look. Oh, can it be that 
I’m dying? I must look. [It looks, and drops the ther- 
mometer back into the glass with a gasping scream] . A hun- 
dred and three! It’s all over. [It collapses]. 

The door opens; and cm elderly lady and a young doc- 
tor come in. The lady steals along on tiptoe, full of the 
deepest concern for the invalid. The doctor is indifferent, 
but keeps up his bedside manner carefully, though he evi- 
dently does not think the case so serious as the lady does. 
She comes to the bedside on the invalid's left. He comes to 
the other side of the bed and looks attentively at his pa- 
tient, 
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the elderly lady [in a whisper sibilhnt enough to 
wak e the dead ] She is asleep. 

the monster, I should think so. This fool here, the 
doctor, has given her a dose of the latest fashionable opiate 
that would keep a cock asleep til half past eleven on a May 
morning. 

the elderly lady. Oh doctor, do you think there is 
any chance? Can she possibly survive this last terrible 
complication? 

the monster. Measles ! He mistook it for influenza. 
the elderly lady. It was so unexpected! such a 
crushing blow! And I have taken such care of her. She is 
my only surviving child: my pet: my precious one. Why 
do they all die? I have never neglected the smallest 
symptom of illness. She has had doctors in attendance on 
her almost constantly since she was born. 

the monster. She has the constitution of a horse or 
she’d have died like the others. 

the elderly lady. Oh, dont you think, dear doctor— 
of course you know best; but I am so terribly anxious— 
dont you think you ought to change the prescription? I had 
such hopes of that last bottle; but you know it was after 
that that she developed measles. 

the doctor. My dear Mrs. Mopply, you may rest 
assured that the bottle had nothing to do with the measles. 
It was merely a gentle tonic— 
the monster. Strychnine! 
the doctor. — to brace her up. 
the elderly lady. But she got measles after it. 

THE doctor. That was a specific infection: a germ, a 
microbe. 

the monster. Me! Put it all on me. 
the elderly lady. But how did it get in? I keep the 
windows closed so carefully. And there is a sheet steeped 
in carbolic acid always hung over the door. 

the monster [in tears] Not a breath of fresh air for 
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the doctor. Who knows? It may have lurked here 
since the house was built. You never can tell. But you must 
not worry. It is not serious: a light rubeola: you can hardly 
call it measles. We shall pull her through, believe me. 

the elderly lady. It is such a comfort to hear you 
say so, doctor. I am sure I shall never be able to express my 
gratitude for all you have done for us. 

the doctor. Oh, that is my profession. We do what 
we can. 

the elderly lady. Yes; but some doctors are dread- 
ful. There was that man at Folkstone: he was impossible. 
He tore aside the curtain and let the blazing sunlight into 
the room, though she cannot bear it without green spec- 
tacles. He opened the windows and let in all the cold morn- 
ing air. I told him he was a murderer; and he only said 
“One guinea, please”. I am sure he let in that microbe. 

the doctor. Oh, three months ago! No: it was not 
that. 

the elderly lady. Then what was it? Oh, are you 
quite quite sure that it would not be better to change the 
prescription? 

the doctor. Well, I have already changed it. 
the monster. Three times I 
the elderly lady. Oh, I know you have, doctor: no- 
body could have been kinder. But it really did not do her 
any good. She got worse. 

the doctor. But, my dear lady, she was sickening for 
measles. That was not the fault of my prescription. 

the elderly lady. Oh, of course not. You mustnt 
think that I ever doubted for a moment that everything 
you did was for the best. Still — 

the doctor, Oh, very well, very well: I will write 
another prescription. 

THE elderly lady. Oh, thank you, thank you: I felt 
sure you would, I have so often known a change of medi- 
cine work wonders, 

the doctor. When we have pulled her through this 
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attack I think a change of air — 

the elderly lady. Oh no: dont say that. She must be 
near a doctor who knows her constitution. Dear old Dr 
Newland knew it so well from her very birth. 
the doctor. Unfortunately, Newland is dead. 
the elderly lady. Yes; but you bought his practice. 

I should never be easy in my mind if you were not within 
call. You persuaded me to take her to Folkstone; and see 
what happened! No: never again. 

the doctor. Oh, well! [He shrugs his shoulders re- 
signedly, and goes to the bedside table] , What about the 
temperature? 

the elderly lady. The day nurse took it. I havnt 
dared to look. 

the doctor [looking at the thermometer] Hm! 
the elderly lady [ trembling \ Has it gone up? Oh, 
doctor! 

the doctor [ hastily shaking the mercury down] No. 
Nothing. Nearly normal. 
the monster. Liar. 
the elderly lady. What a relief! 
the doctor. You must be careful, though. Dont fancy 
she’s well yet: she isnt. She must not get out of bed for a 
moment. The slightest chill might be serious. 

the elderly lady. Doctor: are you sure you are not 
concealing something from me? Why does she never get 
well in spite of the fortune I have spent on her illnesses r 
There must be some deep-rooted cause. Tell me the worst: 
I have dreaded it all my life. Perhafis I should have told 
you the whole truth ; but I was afraid. Her uncle s step- 
father died of an enlarged heart. Is that what it is? 

the doctor. Good gracious, NO! What put that into 

your head? . . 

the elderly lady. But even before this rash broke 

out there were pimples. 

the monster. Boils! Too many chocolate creams. _ 
the doctor. Oh, that! Nothing. Her blood is not quite 
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what it should be. But we shall get that right. 

the elderly lady. You are sure it is not her lungs? 

the doctor. My good lady, her lungs are as sound as 
a seagull’s. 

the elderly lady. Then it must be her heart. Dont 
deceive me. She has palpitations. She told me the other 
day that it stopped for five minutes when that horrid nurse 
was rude to her. 

the doctor, Nonsense! She wouldnt be alive now if 
her heart had stopped for five seconds. There is nothing 
constitutionally wrong. A little below par: that is all. We 
shall feed her up scientifically. Plenty of good fresh meat. 
A half bottle of champagne at lunch and a glass of port 
after dinner will make another woman of her. A chop at 
breakfast, rather underdone, is sometimes very helpful. 

the monster. I shall die of overfeeding. So will she 
too: thats one consolation. 

the doctor. Dont worry about the measles. It’s really 
quite a light case. 

the elderly lady. Oh, you can depend on me for 
that. Nobody can say that I am a worrier. You wont forget 
the new prescription? 

the doctor. I will write it here and now [he takes out 
his fen and hook, and sits down at the writing table]. 

the elderly lady. Oh, thank you. And I will go and 
see what the new night nurse is doing. They take so long 
with their cups of tea [ she goes to the door and is about 
to go out when she hesitates and comes back]. Doctor: I 
know you dont believe in inoculations; but I cant help 
thinking she ought to have one. They do so much good. 

the doctor [almost at the end of his -patience ] My 
dear Mrs Mopply: I never said that I dont believe in 
inoculations, But it is no use inoculating when the patient 
is already fully infected. 

the elderly lady, But I have found it so necessary 
myself. I was inoculated against influenza three years 
ago; and 1 have had it only four times since. My sister 
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has it every February. Do, to please me, give her an inocu- 
lation. I feel such a responsibility if anything is left undone 
to cure her. 

the doctor. Oh very well, very well: I will see what 
can be done. She shall have both an inoculation and a new 
prescription, Will that set your mind at rest? 

THE elderly lady. Oh, thank you. You have lifted 
such a weight from my conscience. 1 feel sure they will do 
her the greatest good. And now excuse me a moment 
while I fetch the nurse. [She goes out], 

the doctor. What a perfectly maddening woman! 
the monster [rising and coming behind h'mi\ Yes: 
aint she? 

THE doctor [staring] What! Who is that? 
the monster. Nobody but me and the patient. And 
you have dosed her so that she wont speak again for ten 
hours. You will overdo that some day. 

the doctor. Rubbish! She thought it was an opiate; 
but it was only an aspirin dissolved in ether. But who am I 
talking to ? I must be drunk. 
the monster. Not a bit of it. 
the doctor. Then who are you? What are you? 
Where are you? Is this a trick? 

the monster. I’m only an unfortunate sick bacillus. 
the doctor. A sick bacillus I 
the monster. Yes. I suppose it never occurs to you 
that a bacillus can be sick like anyone else. 
the doctor. Whats the matter with you? 
the monster. Measles. 

the doctor. Rot! The microbe of measles has never 
been discovered. If there is a microbe it cannot be measles: 
it must be parameasles. 

the monster. Great Heavens! what are parameasles? 
the doctor. Something so like measles that nobody 
can see any difference. 

the monster. If there is no measles microbe why did 
you tell the old girl that her daughter caught measles from 
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a microbe? 

the doctor. Patients insist on having microbes nowa- 
days. If I told her there is no measles microbe she wouldnt 
believe me; and I should lose my patient. When there is 
no microbe I invent one. Am 1 to understand that you are 
the missing microbe of measles, and that you have given 
them to this patient here? 

the monster, No: she gave them to me. These hu- 
mans are full of horrid diseases: they infect us poor mi- 
crobes with them; and you doctors pretend that it is we 
that infect them. You ought all to be struck off the register. 
the doctor. We should be, if we talked like that. 
the monster. Oh, I feel so wretched! Please cure my 
measles. 

the doctor. I cant. I cant cure any disease. But I get 
the credit when the patients cure themselves. When she 
cures herself she will cure you too. 

the monster. But she cant cure herself because you 
and her mother wont give her a dog’s chance. You wont 
let her have even a breath of fresh air. I tell you she’s nat- 
urally as strong as a rhinoceros. Curse your silly bottles and 
inoculations! Why dont you chuck them and turn faith 
healer? 

the doctor. I am a faith healer. You dont suppose I 
believe the bottles cure people? But the patient’s faith in 
the bottle does. 

the monster, Youre a humbug: thats what you are. 
the doctor. Faith is humbug. But it works. 
the monster. Then why do you call it science? 
the doctor. Because people believe in science. The 
Christian Scientists call their fudge science for the same 
reason. 

the monster. The Christian Scientists let their pa- 
tients cure themselves. Why dont you? 

the doctor. I do. But I help them. You see, it’s easier 
to believe in bottles and inoculations than in oneself and in 
that mysterious power that gives us our life and that none 
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of us knows anything about. Lots of people believe in the 
bottles and wouldnt know what you were talking about if 
you suggested the real thing. And the bottles do the trick. 
My patients get well as often as not. That is, unless their 
number’s up. Then we all have to go. 

the monster. No girl’s number is up until she’s worn 
out. I tell you this girl could cure herself and cure me if 
youd let her. 

the doctor. And 1 tell you that it would be very hard 
work for her. Well, why should she work hard when she 
can afford to pay other people to work for her? She doesnt 
black her own boots or scrub her own floors. She pays some- 
body else to do it. Why should she cure herself, which is 
harder work than blacking boots or scrubbing floors, when 
she can afford to pay the doctor to cure her? It pays her and 
it pays me. That’s logic, my friend. And now, if you will 
excuse me, I shall take myself off before the old woman 
comes back and provokes me to wring her neck. [Rising] 
Mark my words: someday somebody will fetch her a clout 
over the head. Somebody who can afford to. Not the doc- 
tor. She has driven me mad already: the proof is that I 
hear voices and talk to them. [He goes out]. 

the monster, Youre saner than most of them, you 
fool. They think I have the keys of life and death in my 
pocket; but I have nothing but a horrid headache. Oh dear! 
oh dear! 

The Monster wanders away behind the screen. The ■pa- 
tient, left alone, begins to stir in her bed. She turns over 
and calls querulously for somebody to attend to her, 
the patient. Nurse! Mother! Oh, is anyone there? 
[Crying] Selfish beasts' to leave me like this, | She 
snatches angrily at the electric bell which hangs within her 
reach and presses the button repeatedly]. 

The Elderly Lady and the night nurse come running 
in. T he nurse is young, quick, active, resolute, and decid- 
edly pretty. Mrs Mop-ply goes to the bedside table, the 
nurse going to the patient’s left. 
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the elderly lady. What is it, darling? Are you 
awake? Was the sleeping draught no good? Are you worse? 
What has happened? What has become of the doctor? 

the patient. I am in the most frightful agony. I have 
been lying here ringing for ages and ages, and no one has 
come to attend to me. Nobody cares whether I am alive or 
dead. 

the elderly lady. Oh, how can you say such things, 
darling? 1 left the doctor here. I was away only for a min- 
ute. I had to receive the new night nurse and give her her 
instructions. Here she is. And oh, do cover up your arm, 
darling. You will get a chill; and then it will be all over. 
Nurse: see that she is never uncovered for a moment. Do 
you think it would be well to have another hot water bot- 
tle against her arm until it is quite warm again? Do you 
feel it cold, darling? 

the patient \ angrily] Yes, deadly cold. 
the elderly lady. Oh, dont say that. And there is so 
much pneumonia about. I wish the doctor had not gone. 
He could sound your lungs — 

night nurse [feeling the -patient's arm ] She is quite 
warm enough. 

the patient [bursting into tears] Mother: take this 
hateful woman away. She wants to kill me. 

the elderly lady. Oh no, dear: she has been so 
highly recommended. I cant get a new nurse at this hour. 
Wont you try, for my sake, to put up with her until the 
day nurse comes in the morning? 

the nurse. Come! Let me arrange your pillows and 
make you comfortable. You are smothered with all this 
bedding. Four thick blankets and an eiderdown! No won- 
der you feel irritable. 

the patient [ screaming ] Dont touch me. Go away. 
You want to murder me. Nobody cares whether I am alive 
or dead. 

the elderly lady. Oh, darling, dont keep on saying 
that. You know it’s not true; and it does hurt me so. 
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the nurse. You must not mind what a sick person 
says, madam. You had better go to bed and leave the pa- 
tient to me. You are quite worn out. [She comes to Mrs 
Mopply and takes her arm coaxingly but firmly) . 

the elderly lady, I know I am: I am ready to drop. 
How sympathetic of you to notice it! But how can 1 leave 
her at such a moment? 

the nurse. She ought not to have more than one per- 
son in the room at a time. You see how it excites and wor- 
ries her. 

the elderly lady. Oh, thats very true. The doctor 
said she was to be kept as quiet as possible. 

the nurse [leading her to the door ] You need a good 
night’s sleep. You may trust me to do what is right and 
necessary. 

the elderly lady [whispering) I will indeed. How 
kind of you! You will let me know if anything — 

the nurse. Yes, yes. I promise to come for you and 
wake you if anything happens. Good night, madam. 

THE ELDERLY lady [iotto voce] Good night. [She 
steals out ] . 

The nurse, left alone with her patient , pays no atten- 
tion to her, but goes to the window. She opens the cur- 
tains and raises the blind, admitting a flood of moonlight. 
She unfastens the sash and throws it right up. She then 
makes for the door, where the elettric switch is. 

the patient [huddling herself up in the bedclothes ] 
What are you doing? Shut that window and pull down 
that blind and close those curtains at once. Do you want 
to kill me? 

The nurse turns all the lights full on. 
the patient [hiding her eyes ] Oh! Oh! I cant bear 
it: turn it off. 

The nurse switches the lights of. 
the patient. So inconsiderate of you! 

The nurse switches the lights on again. 

the patient. Oh, please, please. Not all that light. 
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The nurse switches off. 

the patient. No, no. Leave me something to read by. 
My bedside lamp is not enough, you stupid idiot. 

The nurse switches on again, and calmly returns to the 
bedsitie. 

the patient. I cant imagine how anyone can be so 
thoughtless and clumsy when I am so ill. I am suffering 
horribly. Shut that window and switch off half those lights 
at once: do you hear? 

The nurse snatches the eiderdown and one of the pil- 
lows rudely from the bed, letting the patient down with 
a jerk , and arranges them comfortably in the bedside 
chair. 

the patient. How dare you touch my pillow? The 
audacity! 

The nurse sits down ; takes out a leaf cut from an illus- 
trated journal; and proceeds to study it attentively. 

the patient. Well! How much longer are you going 
to sit there neglecting me? Shut that window instantly. 

the nurse f insolently, in her commonest dialect ] Oh 
go to — to sleep [she resumes her study of the document]. 

the patient. Dont dare address me like that. I dont 
believe you are a properly qualified nurse. 

the nurse [ calmly ] I should think not. I wouldnt 
take five thousand a year to be a nurse. But I know how to 
deal with you and your like, because I was once a patient 
in a hospital where the women patients were a rough lot, 
and the nurses had to treat them accordingly. I kept ray 
eyes open there, and learnt a little of the game. [ She takes 
a paper packet from her pocket and opens it on the bed- 
side table. It contains about half a pound of kitchen salt]. 
Do you know what that is and what it’s for? 

the patient. Is it medicine? 

the nurse. Yes, It’s a cure for screaming and hysterics 
and tantrums. When a woman starts making a row, the 
first thing she does is to open her mouth. A nurse who 
knows her business just shoves a handful of this into it. 
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Common kitchen salt. No more screaming. Understand? 

the patient [hardily] No I dont [ she reaches for the 
bell ] . 

the nurse [intercepting her quickly] No you dont. 

[ She throws the bell cord with its button away on the floor 
behind the bed ] . Now we shant be disturbed. No bell, And 
if you open your mouth too wide, youll get the salt. .Seer 
the patient, And do you think I am a poor woman in 
a hospital whom you can illtrcat as you please? Do you 
know what will happen to you when my mother comes in 
the morning? 

the nurse. In the morning, darling, 1 shall be over 
the hills and far away. 

the patient. And you expect me, sick as I am, to stay 
here alone with you! 

the nurse. We shant be alone. I’m expecting a friend. 
the patient. A friend! 

the nurse. A gentleman friend. I told him he might 
drop in when he saw the lights switched off twice. 
the patient. So that was why — 


the nurse. That was why. 
the patient. And you calmly propose to have your 
young man here in my room to amuse yourself all night 
before my face. 

the nurse. You can go to sleep. 
the patient, I shall do nothing of the sort. A ou will 
have to behave yourself decently before me. 

the nurse. Oh, dont worry about that. He’s coming on 
business. He’s my business partner, in fact: not my best boy. 

the patient. And can you not find some more suitable 
place for your business than in my room at nightr 

.the nurse. You see, you dont know the nature or the 
business yet. It’s got to be done here and at night. Here he 


is, I think. , , , , > 

A burglar, well dressed , wearing rubber gloves and a 
small white mask over his nose, clambers in. He is still m 
his early thirties, and quite goodlookmg. His voice is cits- 
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armingly -pleasant . 

the burglar. All right, Sweetie? 
the nurse. All right, Popsy. 

The burglar closes the window softly; draws the cur- 
tains ; and comes past the nurse to the bedside. 

the burglar. Damn it, she’s awake. Didn’t you give 
her a sleeping draught? 

the patient. Do you expect me to sleep with you in 
the room? Who are you? and what are you wearing that 
mask for? 

the burglar. Only so that you will not recognize me 
if we should happen to meet again. 

the patient, I have no intention of meeting you again. 
So you may just as' well take it off. 

the nurse. 1 havent broken to her what we are here 
for, Popsy. 

the patient. 1 neither know nor care what you are 
here for. All I can tell you is that if you dont leave the 
room at once and send my mother to me, I will give you 
both measles. 

the burglar. We have both had them, dear invalid. I 
am afraid we must intrude a little longer. [To the nurse ] 
Have you found out where it is? 

the nurse. No: I havent had time. The dressing 
table’s over there. Try that. 

The burglar crosses to the other side of the bed , com- 
ing round by the foot of it , and is making for the dressing 
table when — 

the patient. What do you want at my dressing table? 
the burglar. Obviously, your celebrated pearl neck- 
lace. 

the patient [ escaping from her bed with a formidable 
bound and planting herself with her back to the dressing 
table as a bulwark for the jewel case] Not if I know it, you 
shant. 

the burglar [ approaching her] You really must 
allow me. 
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THE patient, Take that. 

Holding on to the table edge behind her , she lifts her 
foot vigorously waist high , and shoots it hard into his solar 
plexus. He curls up on the bed with an agonized groan 
and rolls of on to the carpet at the other side. The nurse 
rushes across behind the head of the bed and tackles the 
patient. The patient swoops at her knees , lifts her; and 
sends her flying. She comes down with a thump fat on her 
back on the couch. The patient pants hard ; sways giddily; 
staggers to the bed and falls on it, exhausted. The nurse, 
dazed by the patient's very unexpected athleticism, but 
not hurt, springs up. 

the nurse. Quick, Popsy: tie her feet. She’s fainted. 
the burglar [utters a lamentable groan and rolls 
over on his face ] ! ! 

the nurse. Be quick, will you? 
the burglar [ trying to rise] Ugh! Ugh! 
the nurse [running to him and shaking him] My 
God, you are a fool, Popsy. Come and help me before she 
comes to. She’s too strong for me. 
the burglar. Ugh! Let me die. 
the nurse. Are you going to lie there for ever? Has 
she killed you? 

the burglar [rising slowly to his knees] As nearly as 
docsnt matter. Oh, Sweetiest, why did you tell me that 
this heavyweight champion was a helpless invalid? 
the nurse. Shut up. Get the pearls. 
the burglar [rising with difficulty] I dont seem to 
want any pearls. She got me just in the wind. I am sorry 
to have been of so little assistance; but oh, my Swectic- 
Weetie, Nature never intended us to be burglars. Our 
first attempt has been a hopeless failure. Let us apologize 
and withdraw. 

the nurse. Fathead! Dont be such a coward. [Look- 
ing closely at the patient] I say, Popsy: I believe she’s 
asleep. 

the burglar. Let her sleep. Wake not the lioness’s 
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wrath. 

the nurse. You maddening fool, dont you see that 
we can tie her feet and gag her before she wakes, and get 
away with the pearls. It’s quite easy if we do it quick 
together. Come along. 

the burglar. Do not deceive yourself, my pet: we 
should have about as much chance as if we tried to take a 
female gorilla to the Zoo. No: I am not going to steal 
those jewels. Honesty is the best policy. I have another 
idea, and a much better one. You leave this to me. [He 
goes to the dressing table. She follows him ] . 

the nurse. Whatever have you got into your silly 
head now? 

the burglar. You shall see. [Handling the jewel 
case] One of these safes that open by a secret arrangement 
of letters. As they are as troublesome as an automatic tele- 
phone nobody ever locks them. Here is the necklace. By 
Jove! If they are all real, it must be worth about twenty 
thousand pounds. Gosh! here’s a ring with a big blue 
diamond in it. Worth four thousand pounds if it’s worth 
a penny. Sweetie: we are on velvet for the rest of our lives. 

the nurse. What good are blue diamonds to us if we 
dont steal them? 

the burglar. Wait. Wait and see. Go and sit down in 
that chair and look as like a nice gentle nurse as you can. 
the nurse. But — 

the burglar. Do as you are told. Have faith — faith 
in your Popsy. 

the nurse [ obeying ] Well, I give it up. Youre mad. 
the burglar. I was never saner in my life. Stop. How 
does she call people? Hasnt she an electric bell? Where 
is it? 

the nurse [picking it up] Here. I chucked it out of 
her reach when die was grabbing at it. 

the burglar. Put it on the bed close to her hand. 
the nurse. Popsy: youre off your chump. She — 
the burglar. Sweetie: in our firm I am the brains: 
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you are the hand. This is going to be our most glorious 
achievement, Obey me instantly. 

the nurse [i resignedly ] Oh, very well. [She places 
the handle of the hell as desired], I wash my hands of this 
job. [ She sits down doggedly j . 

the burglar j coming to the bedside ] By the way, she 
is hardly a success as The Sleeping Beauty. She has a 
wretched complexion ; and her breath is not precisely am- 
brosial. But if we can turn her out to grass she may put up 
some good looks. And if her punch is anything like her 
kick she will be an invaluable bodyguard for us two weak- 
lings— if I can persuade her to join us. 

THE NURSE. Joinus! What do you mean? 
the burglar. Shshshshsh. Not too much noise: we 
must wake her gently. [He stoops to the patient’s ear and 
whispers] Miss Mopply. 

the patient [in a murmur of protest] Mmmmmmm- 
mmmmmmmmm. 

the nurse. What does she say? 
the burglar. She says, in effect, “You have waked me 
too soon: I must slumber again.” [To the patient , more 
distinctly] It is not your dear mother, Miss Mopply: it 
is the burglar. [ T he patient springs half up, threateningly. 
He falls on his knees and throws tip his hands.] Kamerad, 
Miss Mopply: Kamerad! I am utterly at your mercy. The 
bell is on your bed, close to your hand: look at it. You have 
only to press the button to bring your mother and the 
police in upon me [she seizes the handle of the bell ] and 
be a miserable invalid again for the rest of your life. [She 
drops the bell thoughtfully]. Not an attractive prospect, is 
it? Now listen, I have something to propose to you of the 
greatest importance: something that may make another 
woman of you and change your entire destiny. You can 
listen to me in perfect security: at any moment you can 
ring your bell, or throw us out of the window if you prefer 
it. I ask you for five minutes only. 

the patient [still dangerously on guard] Well? 
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the burglar f rising ] Let me give you one more proof 
of my confidence. [ He takes off his mask] . Look. Can you 
be afraid of such a face? Do I look like a burglar? 

the patient [relaxing, and even shewing signs of 
goodhumor] No: you look like a curate. 

the burglar [a little hurt ] Oh, not a curate. I hope 
I look at least like a beneficed clergyman. But it is very 
clever of you to have found me out. The fact is, I am a 
clergyman. But I must ask you to keep it a dead secret; 
for my father, who is an atheist, would disinherit me if he 
knew. I was secretly ordained when I was up at Oxford. 

the patient. Oh, this is ridiculous. I’m dreaming. It 
must be that new sleeping draught the doctor gave me. 
But it’s delicious, because I’m dreaming that I’m perfectly 
well. Ive never been so happy in my life. Go on with the 
dream, Pops: the nicest part of it is that I am in love with 
you. My beautiful Pops, my own, my darling, you are a 
perfect film hero, only more like an English gentleman. 
[She waves him a &«]. 

the nurse. Well I’ll be da — 
the burglar. Shshshshsh. Break not the spell. 
the patient [with a deep sigh of contentment ] Let 
nobody wake me. I’m in heaven. [She sinks back blissfully 
on her pillows]. Go on, Pops. Tell me another. 

the burglar. Splendid. [He takes a chair from beside 
the dressing table and seats himself comfortably at the 
bedside ]. We are going to have an ideal night. Now 
listen. Picture to yourself a heavenly afternoon in July: a 
Scottish loch surrounded by mirrored mountains, and a 
boat — may I call it a shallop? — 

the patient [ ecstatically ] A shallop! Oh,Popsy! 
the burglar. — with Sweetie sitting in the stern, and 
I stretched out at full length with my head pillowed on 
Sweetie’s knees. 

.the patient. You can leave Sweetie out, Pops. Her 
amorous emotions do not interest me. 

the burglar. You misunderstand. Sweetie’s thoughts 
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were far from me. She was thinking about you. 

the patient. Just like her impudence! How did she 
know about me? 

the burglar. Simply enough. In her lily hand was a 
copy of The Lady’s Pictorial. It contained an illustrated 
account of your jewels. Can you guess what Sweetie said 
to me as she gazed at the soft majesty of the mountains 
and bathed her soul in the beauty of the sunset? 

the patient. Yes. She said “Popsy: we must pinch 
that necklace.” 

the burglar. Exactly. Word for word. But now can 
you guess what 1 said? 

the patient. I suppose you said “Right you are, 
Sweetie” or something vulgar like that. 

the burglar. Wrong. I said, “If that girl had any 
sense she’d steal the necklace herself.” 

the patient. Oh! This is getting interesting. How 
could I steal my own necklace? 

the burglar. Sell it; and have a glorious spree with 
the price. See life. Live. You dont call being an invalid 
living, do you? 

the patient. Why shouldnt I call it living? I am not 
dead. Of course when I am awake I am terribly delicate — 
the burglar. Delicate! It’s not five minutes since you 
knocked me out, and threw Sweetie all over the room. If 
you can fight like that for a string of pearls that you never 
have a chance of wearing, why not fight for freedom to do 
what you like, with your pocket full of money and all the 
fun in the wide world at your command? Hang it all, dont 
you want to be young and goodlooking and have a sweet 
breath and be a lawn tennis champion and enjoy everything 
that is to be enjoyed instead of frowsting here and being 
messed about by your silly mother and all the doctors that 
live on her folly? Have you no conscience, that you waste 
God’s gifts so shamefully? You think you are in a state of 
illness. Youre not: youre in a state of sin. Sell the necklace 
and buy your salvation with the proceeds. 
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the patient. Yourc a clergyman all right, Pops. But 
I dont know how to sell the necklace. 

the burglar. I do. Let me sell it for you. You will of 
course give us a fairly handsome commission on the trans- 
action. 

the patient. Theres some catch in this. If I trust you 
with it how do I know that you will not keep the whole 
price for yourself? 

the burglar. Sweetie : Miss Mopply has the makings 
of a good business woman in her. [To the -patient ] Just 
reflect, Mops (Let us call one another Mops and Pops for 
short). If I steal that necklace, I shall have to sell it as a 
burglar to a man who will know perfectly well that I have 
stolen it. I shall be lucky if I get a fiftieth of its value. But 
if I sell it on the square, as the agent of its lawful owner, 
I shall be able to get its full market value. The payment 
will be made to you; and I will trust you to pay me the 
commission. Sweetie and I will be more than satisfied with 
fifty per cent. 

the patient. Fifty! Oh! 

the burglar [firmly] I think you will admit that we 
deserve it for our enterprise, our risk, and the priceless 
boon of your emancipation from this wretched home. Is it 
a bargain, Mops? 

the patient. It’s a monstrous overcharge; but in 
dreamland generosity costs nothing. You shall have your 
fifty. Lucky for you that I’m asleep. If I wake up I shall 
never get loose from my people and my social position. It’s 
all very well for you two criminals: you can do what you 
like. If you were ladies and gentlemen, youd know how 
hard it is not to do what everybody else does. 

the burglar. Pardon me; but I think you will feel 
more at ease with us if I inform you that we are ladies and 
gentlemen. My own rank — not that I would presume on 
it for a moment — is, if you ask Burke or Debrett, higher 
than your own. Your people’s money was made in trade: 
my people have always lived by owning property or gov- 
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erning Crown Colonies. Sweetie would be a woman of the 
highest position but for the unfortunate fact that her 
parents, though united in the sight of Heaven, were not 
legally married. At least so she tells me. 

the nurse [hotly] I tell you what is true. [To the 
'patient ] Popsy and 1 are as good company as ever you kept. 

the patient. No, Sweetie: you are a common little 
devil and a liar. But you amuse me. If you were a real lady 
you wouldnt amuse me. Youd be afraid to be so unladylike. 

the burglar, Just so. Come! confess! we are better 
fun than your dear anxious mother and the curate and all 
the sympathizing relatives, arcnt we? Of course we are. 

the patient. I think it perfectly scandalous that you 
two, who ought to be in prison, are having all the fun 
while I, because I am respectable and a lady, might just as 
well be in prison. 

the burglar. Dont you wish you could come with us? 
the patient [calmly] I fully intend to come with 
you. Pm going to make the most of this dream. Do you 
forget that I love you, Pops? The world is before us. You 
and Sweetie have had a week in the land of the mountain 
and the flood for seven guineas, tips included. Now you 
shall have an eternity with your Mops in the loveliest 
earthly paradise we can find, for nothing. 
the nurse. And where do I come in? 
the patient. You will be our chaperone. 
the nurse. Chaperone! Well, you have a nerve, you 
have. 

the patient. Listen, You will be a Countess. We shall 
go abroad, where nobody will know the difference. You 
shall have a splendid foreign title. The Countess Valbrioni: 
doesnt that tempt you? 

the nurse. Tempt me hell! I’ll see you further first. 
the burglar. Stop. Sweetie: 1 have another idea. A 
regular dazzler. Let’s stage a kidnap. 

the nurse. What do you mean? stage a kidnap. 
the burglar, It’s quite simple. We kidnap Mops: 
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that is, we shall hide her in the mountains of Corsica or 
Istria or Dalmatia or Greece or in the Atlas or where you 
please that is out of reach of Scotland Yard. We shall pre- 
tend to be brigands. Her devoted mother will cough up 
five thousand to ransom her. We shall share the ransom 
fifty-fifty: fifty for Mops, twentyfive for you, twentyfive 
for me. Mops: you will realize not only the value of the 
pearls, but of yourself. What a stroke of finance! 

the patient [excited] Greece! Dalmatia! Kid- 
napped! Brigands! Ransomed! [Collapsing a little] Oh, 
dont tantalize me, you two fools: you have forgotten the 
measles. 

The Monster suddenly reappears from behind the 
screen. It is transfigured. The bloated moribund Caliban 
has become a dainty Ariel. 

the monster [picking up the last remark of the 
patient ] So have you. No more measles: that scrap for the 
jewels cured you and cured me. Ha ha! I am well, 1 am 
well, I am well. [It bounds about ecstatically, and finally 
perches on the pillows and gets into bed beside the patient], 
the nurse. If you could jump out of bed to knock out 
Popsy and me you can jump out to dress yourself and hop 
it from here. Wrap yourself up well: we have a car waiting. 

the burglar. It’s no worse than being taken to a 
nursing home, Mops. Strike for freedom. Up with you! 
They pull her out of bed. 

the patient. But I cant dress myself without a maid. 
the nurse. Have you ever tried? 
the burglar. We will give you five minutes. If you 
are not ready we go without you [he looks at his watch]. 

The patient dashes at the wardrobe and tears out a 
fur cloak, a hat, a walking dress , a combination, a pair of 
stockings, black silk breeches , and shoes, all of which she 
flings on the floor. The nurse picks up most of them', the 
patient snatches up the rest ; the two retire behind the 
screen. Meanwhile the burglar comes forward to the foot 
of the bed and comments oratorically, half auctioneer, half 
clergyman. 
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the burglar. Fur cloak, Seal. Old fashioned but 
worth forty-five guineas. Hat. Quiet and ladylike. Tailor 
made frock. Combination: silk and wool. Real silk stock- 
ings without ladders. Knickers: how daringly modern! 
Shoes: heels only two inches but no use for the mountains. 
What a theme for a sermon! The well brought up maiden 
revolts against her respectable life. The aspiring soul es- 
capes from home, sweet home, which, as a wellknown au- 
thor has said, is the girl’s prison and the woman’s work- 
house. The intrusive care of her anxious parents, the offi- 
cious concern of the family clergyman for her salvation 
and of the family doctor for her health, the imposed affec- 
tion of uninteresting brothers and sisters, the outrage of 
being called by her Christian name by distant cousins who 
will not keep their distance, the invasion of her privacy 
and independence at every turn by questions as to where 
she has been and what she has been doing, the whispering 
behind her back about her chances of marriage, the con- 
tinual violation of that sacred aura which surrounds every 
living soul like the halo surrounding the heads of saints 
in religious pictures: against all these devices for worrying 
her to death the innermost uppermost life in her rises like 
milk in a boiling saucepan and cries “Down with you! away 
with you! henceforth my gates are open to real life, bring 
what it may. For what sense is there in this world of 
hazards, disasters, elations and victories, except as a field 
for the adventures of the life everlasting? In vain do we 
disfigure our streets with scrawls of Safety First: m vain 
do the nations clamor for Security, security, security, They 
who cry Safety First never cross the street: the empires 
which sacrifice life to security find it in the grave. For me 
Safety Last ; and Forward, Forward, always For— 

the nurse [ coming from behind the screen] Dry up, 

Popsy: she’s ready. „ , 

The patient, cloaked , hatted , and skoed, follows her 
breathless , and comes to the burglar, on his left. 

THE patient. Here I am, Pops. One kiss; and then— 

Lea4 on. 



TOO TRUE TO BE GOOD 

the burglar. Good. Your complexion still leaves 
something to be desired; but | kissing her] your breath is 
sweet: you breathe the air of freedom. 

the monster. Never mind her complexion: look at 
mine! 

the burglar [releasing the patient and turning to the 
nurse \ Did you speak? 

the nurse. No. Hurry up, will you. 

the burglar. It must have been your mother snoring, 
Mops. It will be long before you hear that music again. 
Drop a tear. 

the patient. Not one. A woman’s future is not with 
her mother. 

the nurse. If you are going to start preaching like 
Popsy, the milkman will be here before we get away. Re- 
member, I have to take off this uniform and put on my 
walking things downstairs. Popsy: there may be a copper 
on his beat outside. Spy out and see. Safety First [the 
hurries out ] . 

the burglar. Well, for just this once, safety first [he 
makes for the window]. 

the patient [stopping him ] Idiot: the police cant 
touch you if I back you up. It’s I who run the risk of being 
caught by my mother. 

the burglar. True, You have an unexpectedly power- 
ful mind. Pray Heaven that in kidnapping you I am not 
biting off more than I can chew. Come along. [He runs 
out], 

the patient. He’s forgotten the pearls! ! ! Thank 
Heaven he’s a fool, a lovely fool: I shall be able to do as 
I like with him. [She rushes to the dressing table ; bundles 
the jewels into their case; and carries it out]. 

the monster [sitting up] The play is now virtually 
over; but the characters will discuss it at great length f or 
two acts more. The exit doors are all in order. Goodnight. 
[It draws up the bedclothes round its neck and goes to 
sleep], 
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ACT II 

A SEA beach in a mountainous country. Sand dunes 
rise to a brow which cuts off the view of the -plain 
beyond , only the summits of the distant mountain 
range which bounds it being visible. An army hut on the 
hither side , with a klaxon electric horn projecting from a 
board on the wall , shews that we are in a military cuntoon- 
ment. Opposite the hut is a particolored canvas bathing 
pavilion with a folding stool beside the entrance. As seen 
from the sand dunes the hut is on the right and the pavilion 
on the left. From the neighborhood of the hut a date palm 
throws a long shadow, for it is early morning. 

In this shadow sits a British colonel in a deck chair, 
peacefully reading the weekly edition of The Times, but 
with a revolver in his equipment. A light cane chair for 
use by his visitors is at hand by the hut. Though well over 
fifty, he is still slender, handsome, well set up, and every 
inch a commanding officer. His full style and title is Colo- 
nel Tallboys V.C., D.S.O. He won his cross as a company- 
officer, and has never looked back since then. 

He is disturbed by a shattering series of explosions an- 
nouncing the approach of a powerful and very imperfectly 
silenced motor bicycle from the side opposite to the huts. 
tallboys. Damn that noise I 
The unseen rider dismounts and races his engine with 
a hideous clatter. 

tallboys [angrily] Stop that motorbike, will you? 
The noise stops; and the bicyclist, having hoiked his 
machine up on to its stand, taken off his goggles and gloves, 
and extracted a letter from his carrier, comes past the pavil- 
ion into the colonel's view with the letter in his hand. 

He is an insignificant looking private soldier, dusty as 
to his clothes and a bit gritty as to his windbeaten face. 
Otherwise there is nothing to find fault mihi his tunic 
and puttees are smart and correct, and his speech ready 
and rapid. Yet the colonel, already irritated by the racket 
of the bicycle and the interruption to his newspaper, con- 
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templates him with stern disfavor; for there is something 
exasperatmgly and inexplicably wrong about him. He 
wears a pith helmet with a pagr't; and in profile this pagri 
suggests a shirt which he has forgotten to tuck in behind, 
whilst its front view as it falls on his shoulders gives him 
a feminine air of having ringlets and a veil which is in the 
last degree unsoldierly. His figure is that of a boy of seven- 
teen; but he seems to have borrowed a long head and 
W ellingtonian nose and chin from somebody else for the 
express purpose of annoying the colonel. Fortunately for 
him these are offences which cannot be stated on a charge 
sheet and dealt with by the provo-marshal; and of this the 
colonel is angrily aware. The dispatch rider seems con- 
scious of his incongruities; for , though very prompt, con- 
cise, and soldierly in his replies , he somehow suggests that 
there is an imprescriptible joke somewhere by an invisible 
smile which unhappily produces at times an impression of 
irony. 

He salutes ; hands the letter to the colonel; and stands 
at attention. 

tallboys [taking the letter \ Whats this? 
the rider. I was sent with a letter to the headman of 
native village in the mountains, sir. That is his answer, sir. 
tallboys. I know nothing about it. Who sent you? 
the rider. Colonel Saxby, sir. 
tallboys. Colonel Saxby has just returned to the base, 
seriously ill. I have taken over from him. I am Colonel 
Tallboys. 

the rider. So I understand, sir. 
tallboys. Well, is this a personal letter to be sent on 
to him, or is it a dispatch ? 

the rider. Dispatch, sir, Service document, sir. You 
may open it. 

tallboys [turning in his chair and concentrating on 
him with fierce sarcasm ] Thank you. [He surveys him 
from his instep to his nose). What is your name? 

the rider. Meek, sir. 
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tallboys [ with disgust ] What! 
the rider. Meek, sir. M, double e, k. 

The colonel looks at him with loathing , and tears open 
the letter. There is a painjul silence whilst he puzzles 
over it. 

tallboys. In dialect. Send the interpreter to me. 
meek.. It’s of no consequence, sir. It was only to im- 
press the headman. 

tallboys. INNdeed. Who picked you for this duty? 
meek. Sergeant, sir. 

tallboys. He should have selected a capable responsi- 
ble person, with sufficient style to impress the native head- 
man to whom Colonel Saxby’s letter was addressed. How 
did he come to select you? 
meek. I volunteered, sir. 

tallboys. Did you indeed? You consider yourself an 
impressive person, eh? You think you carry about with 
you the atmosphere of the British Empire, do you? 

meek. No, sir. I know the country. I can speak the 
dialects a little. 

tallboys. Marvellous! And why, with all these ac- 
complishments, are you not at least a corporal? 
meek. Not educationally qualified, sir. 
tallboys. Illiterate! Are you not ashamed? 
meek. No, sir. 
tallboys. Proud of it, eh? 
meek. Cant help it, sir. 

tallboys. Where did you pick up your knowledge of 

the country? , 

MEEK. I was mostly a sort of tramp before I enlisted, 

sir. 

tallboys. Well, if 1 could get hold of the recruiting 
sergeant who enlisted you, I’d have his stripes off. Youre 
a disgrace to the army. 

meek. Yessir. , , 

tallboys. Go and send the interpreter to me. And 
dont come back with him. Keep out of my sight. 
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meek | hesitates] Er — 

tallboys [peremptorily] Now then! Did you hear me 
give you an order? Send me the interpreter. 
meek. The fact is, Colonel — 
tallboys [outraged] How dare you say Colonel and 
tell me that the fact is? Obey your order and hold your 
tongue. 

meek. Yessir. Sorry, sir. 1 am the interpreter. 

Tallboys bounds to his feet-, towers oner Meek, who 
looks smaller than ever ; and folds his arms to give em- 
phasis to a terrible rejoinder. On the point of delivering 
it, he suddenly unfolds them again and sits down resign- 
edly. 

tallboys [wearily and quite gently ] Very well If you 
are the interpreter you had better interpret this for me. 
[He proffers the letter] . 

meek [ not accepting it j No need, thank you, sir. The 
headman, cnuldnt compose a letter, sir. I had to do it for 
him. 

tallboys. How did you know what was in Colonel 
Saxby’s letter? 

meek. I read it to him, sir. 
tallboys. Did he ask you to? 
meek. Yessir. 

tallboys. He had no right to communicate the con- 
tents of such a letter to a private soldier. He cannot have 
known what he was doing. You must have represented 
yourself as being a responsible officer. Did you? 

meek. It would be all the same to him, sir. He ad- 
dressed me as Lord of the Western Isles. 

tallboys. You! You worm! If my letter was sent by 
the hands of an irresponsible messenger it should have 
contained a statement to that effect. Who drafted it? 
meek. Quartermaster’s clerk, sir. 
tallboys. Send him to me. Tell him to bring his note 
of Colonel Saxby’s instructions. Do you hear? Stop making 
idiotic faces; and get a move on. Send me the quarter- 
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master’s clerk, 

meek.. The fact is — 
tallboys [thundering] Again!! 
meek, Sorry, sir. 7 am the quartermaster’s clerk. 
tallboys, What! You wrote both the letter and the 
headman’s answer? 
meek. Yessir, 

tallboys. Then either you are lying now or you were 
lying when you said you were illiterate. Which is it? 

meek. I don’t seem to be able to pass the examination 
when they want to promote me. It’s my nerves, sir, I sup- 
pose. 

tallboys. Your nerves! What business has a soldier 
with nerves? You mean that you are no use for fighting, 
and have to be put to do anything that can be done without 
it. 

meek. Yessir. 

tallboys. Well, next time you are sent with a letter I 
hope the brigands will catch you and keep you. 
meek. There are no brigands, sir. 
tallboys. No brigands! Did you say no brigands? 
meek. Yessir. 

tallboys. You are acquainted with the Articles of 
War, are you not? 

meek. I have heard them read out, sir. 
tallboys. Do you understand them? 
meek. I think so, sir, 

tallboys. You think so! Well, do a little more think- 
ing. You are serving on an expeditionary force sent out to 
suppress brigandage in this district and to rescue a British 
lady who is being held for ransom. You know that. Tfou 
dont think it: you know it, eh? 
meek. So they say, sir. > 

tallboys. You know also that under the Articles of 
War any soldier who knowingly does when on active serv- 
ice any act calculated to imperil the success of his Majesty’s 
forces or any part thereof shall be liable to suffer death. Do 
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you understand? Death! 

meek.. Yessir. Army Act, Part One, Section Four, 
Number Six. I think you mean Section Five, Number Five, 
sir. 

tallboys. Do I? Perhaps you will be good enough to 
quote Section Five, Number Five. 

meek. Yessir. “By word of mouth spreads reports 
calculated to create unnecessary alarm or despondency.” 

tallboys. It is fortunate for you, Private Meek, that 
the Act says nothing about private soldiers who create 
despondency by their personal appearance. Had it done so 
your life would not be worth half an hour’s purchase. 

meek. No, sir. Am 1 to file the letter and the reply 
with a translation, sir? 

tallboys [tearing the letter to -pieces anti throwing 
them away ] Your folly has made a mockery of both. What 
did the headman say? 

meek. Only that the country has very good roads now, 
sir. Motor coaches ply every day all the year round. The 
last active brigand retired fifteen years ago, and is ninety 
years old. 

tallboys. The usual tissue of lies. That headman is in 
league with the brigands. He takes a turn himself occa- 
•sionally, I should say. 

meek. I think not, sir. The fact is — 
tallboys. Did I hear you say “The fact is”? 
meek. Sorry, sir. That old brigand was the headman 
himself. He is sending you a present of a sheep and six 
turkeys. 

tallboys. Send them back instantly. Take them back 
on your damned bicycle. Inform him that British officers 
are not orientals, and do not accept bribes from officials in 
whose districts they have to restore order. 

meek. He wont understand, sir. He wont believe you 
have any authority unless you take presents. Besides, they 
havnt arrived yet. 

tallboys. Well, when his messengers arrive pack them 
66 2 



TOO TRUE TO BE GOOD 
back with their sheep and their turkeys and a note to say 
that my favor can be earned by honesty and diligence, hut 
not purchased. 

meek.. They wont dare take back either the presents or 
the note, sir. Theyll steal the sheep and turkeys and report 
gracious messages from you. Better keep the meat and the 
birds, sir: they will be welcome after a long stretch of 
regulation food. 

tallboys. Private Meek. 
meek. Yessir. 

tallboys. If you should be at any future time entrusted 
with the command of this expedition you will no doubt 
give effect to your own views and moral standards. For 
the present will you be good enough to obey my orders 
without comment? 

meek. Yessir. Sorry, sir. 

As Meek salutes and turns to go, he is confronted by 
the nurse, who, brilliantly undressed for bathing under a 
variegated silk wrap, comes from the pavilion, followed 
by the patient in the character of a native servant. All traces 
of the patient’s illness have disappeared: she is sunburnt 
to the color of terra cotta ; and her muscles are hard and 
glistening with unguent. She is disguised en belle sauvage 
by headdress, wig, ornaments, and girdle proper to no 
locality on earth except perhaps the Russian ballet. She 
carries a sun umbrella and a rug. 

tallboys [ rising gallantly ] Ah, my dear Countess, 
delighted to see you. How good of you to come! 

the countess [giving him her finger tips] How do, 
Colonel? Hot, isn’t it? [Her dialect is now a spirited 
amalgamation of the foreign accents of all the waiters she 
has known ] . 

tallboys. Take my chair. [He goes behind it and 
moves it nearer to her] . 

the countess. Thanks. [She throws off her wrap, 
which the patient takes, and flings herself with careless 
elegance into the chair, calling ] Mr. Meek. Mr. 
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Mee-e-e-eek! 

Meek returns smartly , and touches the front of his cap, 

the countess. My new things from Paris have arrived 
at last. If you would be so very sweet as to get them to my 
bungalow somehow. Of course 1 will pay anything neces- 
sary. And could you get a letter of credit cashed for me. 
I’d better have three hundred pounds to go on with. 

meek. [ quite at his ease: unconsciously dropping the 
soldier and assuming the gentleman\ How many boxes, 
Countess? 

the countess. Six, I am afraid. Will it be a lot of 
trouble? 

meek. It will involve a camel. 

the countess. Oh, strings of camels if necessary. Ex- 
pense is no object. And the letter of credit? 

meek. Sorry, Countess: I have only two hundred on 
me. You shall have the other hundred tomorrow. | He 
hands her a roll of notes; and she gives him the letter of 
credit], 

the countess. You are never at a loss. Thanks. So 
good of you. 

tallboys. Chut! Dismiss, 

Meek comes to attention, salutes, left-turns, and goes 
out at the double. 

tallboys [ who has listened to this colloquy in re- 
newed stupefaction ] Countess: that was very naughty of 
you. 

the countess. What have I done? 

tallboys. In camp you must never forget discipline. 
We keep it in the background; but it is always there and 
always necessary. That man is a private soldier. Any sort 
of social relation — any hint of familiarity with him — is 
impossible for you. 

the countess. But surely I may treat him as a human 
being. 

tallboys. Most certainly not. Your intention is natural 
and kindly; but if you treat a private soldier as a human 
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being the result is disastrous to himself. He presumes. He 
takes liberties. And the consequence of that is that he gets 
into trouble and has a very bad time of it until he is taught 
his proper place by appropriate disciplinary measures. 1 
must ask you to be particularly careful with this man Meek. 
He is only half-witted: he carries all his money about with 
him. If you have occasion to speak to him, make him fuel 
by your tone that the relation between you is one of a 
superior addressing a very distant inferior. Never let him 
address you on his own initiative, or call you anything but 
“my lady.” If there is anything we can do for you we shall 
be delighted to do it; but you must always ask me. 

T he patient, greatly pleased with the colonel for smib- 
h'mg Sweetie, deposits her rug and umbrella on the sand, 
and places a chair for him on the lady's right with grinning 
courtesy. She then seats herself on the rag, and listens to 
them, hugging her knees and her umbrella, and trying to 
look as indigenous as possible. 

tallboys. Thank you. [He sits down ] . 
the countess. I am so sorry. But if I ask anyone else 
they only look helpless and say “You had better see Meek 
about it.” 

tallboys. No doubt they put everything on the poor 
fellow because he is not quite all there. Is it understood 
that in future you come to me, and not to Meek? 

the countess. I will indeed, Colonel. I am so sorry, 
and I thoroughly understand. I am scolded and forgiven, 
arnt I ? 

tallboys [smiling graciously ] Admonished, we call 
it. But of course it is not your fault: I have no right to 
scold you. It is I who must ask your forgiveness. 
the countess. Granted. 

the patient [in waiting behind them, coughs sig- 
nificantly J ! ! 

the countess [hastily] A vulgar expression, Colonel, 
isnt it? But so simple and direct. I like it. 

tallboys, I didnt know it was vulgar. It is concise. 
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the countess. Of course it isnt really vulgar. But a 
little lower middle class, if you follow me. 

the patient [pokes the chair with the sun umbrella ] ! 
the countess [as before] Any news of the brigands, 
Colonel? 

tallboys. No; but Miss Mopply’s mother, who is in 
a distracted condition — very naturally of course, poor 
woman! — has actually sent me the ransom. She implores 
me to pay it and release her child. She is afraid that if I 
make the slightest hostile demonstration the brigands will 
cut off the girl’s fingers and send them in one by one until 
the ransom is paid. She thinks they may even begin with 
her ears, and disfigure her for life. Of course that is a pos- 
sibility: such things have been done; and the poor lady 
points out very justly that I cannot replace her daughter’s 
ears by exterminating the brigands afterwards, as I shall 
most certainly do if they dare lay a hand on a British lady. 
But I cannot countenance such a concession to deliberate 
criminality as the payment of a ransom. [The two con- 
spirators exchange dismayed glances], I have sent a 
message to the old lady by wireless to say that payment 
of a ransom is out of the question, but that the British Gov- 
ernment is offering a substantial reward for information. 

the countess [jumping up excitedly] Wotjesoy? A 
reward on top of the ransom? 

the patient [pokes her savagely with the um- 
brella] ! ! ! 

tallboys [surprised] No. Instead of the ransom, 
the countess [recollecting herself] Of course. How 
silly of me! [She sits down and adds , reflectively] If this 
native girl could find out anything would she get the re- 
ward? 

tallboys. Certainly she would. Good idea that: what? 
THE countess. Yes, Colonel, isn’t it? 
tallboys. By the way, Countess, I met three people 
yesterday who know you very well. 

the patient [forgetting herself and scrambling for- 
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ward to her knees] But you — 

the countess [stopping her with a backhanded slap on 
the mouth ] Silence, girl. How dare you interrupt the 
colonel? Go back to your place and hold your tongue. 

T he patient obeys humbly until the Colonel delicately 
turns his head away , when she shakes her fist threateningly 
at the smiter. 

tallboys. One of them was a lady. I happened to men- 
tion your brother’s name; and she lit up at once and said 
“Dear Aubrey Bagot! I know his sister intimately. We 
were all three children together.” 

the countess. It must have been dear Florence Dor- 
chester. I hope she wont come here. I want to have an 
absolute holiday. I dont want to see anybody — except you, 
Colonel. 

tallboys. Haw! Very good of you to say so. 

T he burglar comes from the bathing tent , very elegant 
in black and white bathing costume and black silken wrap 
with white silk lapels: a clerical touch. 

tallboys \ continuing] Ah, Bagot! Ready for your 
dip? I was just telling the Countess that I met some friends 
of yours yesterday. Fancy coming on them out here of all 
places! Shews how small the world is, after all. [Rising] 
And now I am off to inspect stores. There is a shortage of 
maroons that I dont understand. 

the countess. What a pity! I love maroons. They 
have such nice ones at that confectioner’s near the Place 
Vendome. 

tallboys, Oh, youre thinking of marrons glaces. No: 
maroons are fireworks: things that go off with a bang. For 
signalling. 

the countess. Oh! the things they used to have in 
the war to warn us of an air raid? 
tallboys. Just so. Well, au revoir. 
the countess. Au revoir. Au revoir. 

The Colonel touches his cap gallantly and bustles off 
past the hut to his inspection. 
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the patient | rising i'e>i^ej till \ \ Von dare smack me 
in the face again, my girl, and I’ll lay you out flat, even if 
I have to give away the whole show. 

the countess. Well, you keep that umbrella to your- 
self next time. What do you suppose I’m made of) 
Leather? 

aubrey | coming heKccett them ] Now! now! now! 
Children! children! Whats wrong? 

THE PATIENT. This silly hitch 

aubrey. Oh no, no, no, Mops. Damn it, be a lady. 
Whats the matter, Sweetie? 

the countess. You shouldnt talk like that, dearie, A 
low girl might say a thing like that; hut youre expected to 
know better. 

aubrey. Mops: you vc shocked Sweetie. 
the patient. Well: do you think she never shocks 
me? She’s a walking earthquake. And now what arc we to 
do if these people the colonel has met turn up? There must 
be a real Countess Valbrioni. 

the countess. Not much there isnt. Do you suppose 
we three are the only liars in the world? All you have to 
do is to give yourself a swell title, and all the snobs within 
fifty miles will swear that you tire their clearest friend. . 

aubrey. The first lesson a crook has to learn, darling, 
is that nothing succeeds like lying. Make any statement 
that is so true that it has been staring us in the face all our 
lives, and the whole world will rise up and passionately 
contradict you. If you dont withdraw and apologize, it will 
be the worse for you. But just tell a thundering silly lie 
that everyone knows is a lie, and a murmur of pleased as- 
sent will hum up from every quarter of the globe. If 
Sweetie had introduced herself as what she obviously is: 
that is, an ex-hotel chambermaid who became a criminal 
on principle through the preaching of an ex-army chaplain 
— me! — with whom she fell in love deeply but transitorily, 
nobody would have believed her. But she has no sooner 
made the impossible statement that she is a countess, and. 
668 



TOO TRUE TO BE GOOD 
that the cx-chapiain is her half step-brother the Honorable 
Aubrey Bagot, than clouds of witnesses spring up to assure 
Colonel Tallboys that it is all gospel truth. So have no fear 
of exposure, darling; and do you, my Sweetie, lie and lie 
and lie until your imagination bursts. 

the patient [ throwing herself moodily into the deck 
chair ] I wonder are all crooks as fond of preaching as you 
are. 

aubrey [bending affectionately over her\ Not all, 
dearest. I dont preach because 1 am a crook, but because 
I have a gift — a divine gift — that way. 

the patient. Where did you get it? Is your father a 
bishop? 

aubrey [straightening himself u-p to declaim ] Have 
I not told you that he is an atheist, and, like all atheists, an 
inflexible moralist? He said I might become a preacher if 
I believed what I preached. That, of course, was nonsense: 
my gift of preaching is not confined to what I believe: I 
can preach anything, true or false. I am like a violin, on 
which you can play all sorts of music, from jazz to Mozart. 
[Relaxing] But the old man never could be brought to see 
it. He said the proper profession for me was the bar. [He 
snatches up the rug; replaces it on the patient’s left; and 
throws himself down lazily on it\. 

the countess. Aint we going to bathe? 
aubrey. Oh, dash it, dont lets go into the water. Lets 
sun-bathe. 

the countess. Lazy devil! [She takes the folding 
stool from the pavilion , and sits down discontentedly]- 
the patient. Your father was right. If you have no 
conscience about what you preach, your proper job is at th,e 
bar. But as you have no conscience about what you do, you 
will probably end in the dock. 

aubrey. Most likely. But I am a born preacher, not a 
pleader. The theory of legal procedure is that if you set 
two liars to expose one another, the truth will emerge. 
That would not suit me. I greatly dislike being contra- 
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dieted; and the only place where a man is safe from con- 
tradiction is in the pulpit. I detest argument: it is unman- 
nerly, and obscures the preacher’s message. Besides, the 
law is too much concerned with crude facts and too little 
with spiritual things; and it is in spiritual things that 1 am 
interested: they alone call my gift into full play. 

the patient. You call preaching things you dont be- 
lieve spiritual, do you? 

aubrey. Put a sock in it, Mops. My gift is divine: it is 
not limited by my petty personal convictions. It is a gift 
of lucidity as well as of eloquence. Lucidity is one of the 
most precious of gifts: the gift of the teacher: the gift of 
explanation. I can explain anything to anybody; and I love 
doing it. I feel I must do it if only the doctrine is beautiful 
and subtle and exquisitely put together. I may feel instinc- 
tively that it is the rottenest nonsense. Still, if I can get a 
moving dramatic effect out of it, and preach a really splen- 
did sermon about it, my gift takes possession of me and 
obliges me to sail in and do it. Sweetie: go and get me a 
cushion for my head : there’s a dear. 

the patient. Do nothing of the kind, Sweetie. Let 
him wait on himself. 

the countess [rising] He’d only mess everything 
about looking for it. I like to have my rooms left tidy. [She 
goes into the pavilion] . 

the patient. Isn’t that funny, Pops? She has a con- 
science as a chambermaid and none as a woman. 

aubrey. Very few people have more than one point of 
honor, Mops. And lots of them havnt even one. 

the countess [returning with a silk cushion , which 
she hurls hard at Aubrey’s head ] There! And now I give 
you both notice. I’m getting bored with this place. 

aubrey [making himself comfortable with his cush- 
ion ] Oh, you are always getting bored. 

the patient. I suppose that means that you are tired 
of Tallboys. 

the countess [moving restlessly about ] 1 am fed up 
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with him to that degree that I sometimes feel I could al- 
most marry him, just to put him on the list of the inevita- 
bles that I must put up with willynilly, like getting up in 
the morning, and washing and dressing and eating and 
drinking: things you darent let yourself get tired of be- 
cause if you did theyd drive you mad. Lets go and have 
a bit of real life somewhere. 

the patient. Real life! I wonder where thats to be 
found! Weve spent nearly six thousand pounds in two 
months looking for it. The money we got for the necklace 
wont last for ever. 

aubrev. Sweetie: you will have to stick it in this spot 
until we touch that ransom; and that’s all about it. 

the countess. I’ll do as I like, not what you tell me. 
And I tell you again — the two of you — you can take a 
week’s notice. I’m bored with this business. I need a 
change. 

aubrev. What are we to do with her, Mops? Always 
change! change! change! 

the countess. Well, I like to see new faces. 
aubrey. I could be happy as a Buddha in a temple, 
eternally contemplating my own middle and having the 
same old priest to polish me up every day. But Sweetie 
wants a new face every fortnight. I have known her fall in 
love with a new face twice in the same week, [Turning to 
her ] Woman: have you any sense of the greatness of con- 
stancy? 

countess. I might be constant if I were a real countess. 
But I’m only a hotel chambermaid; and a hotel chamber- 
maid gets so used to new faces that at last they become a 
necessity. [ She sits down on the stool\ . 

aubrey. And the oftener the faces change the more the 
tips come to, eh? 

countess. Oh, it’s not that, though of course that 
counts. The real secret of it is that though men are awfully 
nice for the first few days, it doesnt last. T? oil get the best 
out of men by having them always new. What I say is that 
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a love affair should always be a honeymoon. And the only 
way to make sure of that is to keep changing the man; for 
the same man can never keep it up. In all my life I have 
known only one man that kept it up til he died. 

the patient [interested] Ah! Then the thing is pos- 
sible? 

countess. Yes: it was a man that married my sister: 
that was how I came to know about it. 

Aubrey. And his ardor never palled? Day in and day 
out, until death did them part, he was the same as on the 
wedding day? Is that really true, Sweetie? 

the countess. It is. But then he beat her on their 
wedding day; and he beat her just as hard every day after- 
wards. I made her get a separation order; but she went 
back to him because nobody else paid her any attention. 

aubrey. Why didn’t you tell me that before? I’d have 
beaten you black and blue sooner than lose you. \ Sitting 
up] Would you believe it, Mops, I was in love with this 
woman: madly in love with her. She was not my intellec- 
tual equal; and I had to teach her table manners. But there 
was an extraordinary sympathy between our lower centres; 
and when after ten days she threw me over for another 
man I was restrained from murder and suicide only by the 
most resolute exercise of my reasoning powers, my deter- 
mination to be a civilized man, and fear of the police. 

the countess. Well, I gave you a good time for the 
ten days, didnt I? Lots of people dont get that much to 
look back on. Besides, you know it was for your own good, 
Popsy. We werent really suited, were we? 

aubrey. You had acquired an insatiable taste for com- 
mercial travellers. You could sample them at the rate of 
three a week. I could not help admiring such amazing 
mobility of the affections, I had heard operatic tenors 
bawling Woman Is Fickle; but it always seemed to me that 
what was to be dreaded in women was their inplacable con- 
stancy. But you! Fickle! I should think so. 

the countess. Well, the travellers were just as bad, 
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you know. 

aubrev. Just as bad! Say just as good. Fickleness 
means simply mobility, and mobility is a mark of civiliza- 
tion. You should pride yourself on it. If you dont you will 
lose your self-respect; and I cannot endure a woman who 
has no self-respect. 

the countess. Oh, whats the use of us talking about 
self-respect? You are a thief and so am I. I go a little 
further than that, myself; and so would you if you were 
a woman. Dont you be a hypocrite, Popsy: at least not with 
me. 

aubrey. At least not with you! Sweetie: that touch of 
concern for my spiritual welfare almost convinces me that 
you still love me. 

the countess. Not me. Not much. Pm through with 
you, my lad. And I cant quite fancy the colonel: he’s too 
old, and too much the gentleman. 

aubrey. He’s better than nobody. Who else is there? 

the countess. Well, there’s the sergeant. I daresay 
I have low tastes; but he’s my sort, and the colonel isnt. 

the rATiENT. Have you fallen in love with Sergeant 
Fielding, Sweetie? 

the countess. Well, yes; if you like to call it that. 

aubrey. May I ask have you sounded him on the sub- 
ject? 

the countess. How can I? I’m a countess; and he’s 
only a sergeant. If I as much as let on that I’m conscious 
of his existence I give away the show to the colonel. I can 
only look at him. And I cant do even that when anyone else 
is looking. And all the time I want to hug him [ she breaks 
down in tears ] . 

aubrey. Oh for Heaven’s sake dont start crying. 

the patient. For all you know, Sweetie, the sergeant 
may be a happily married man. 

the countess. What difference does that make to my 
feelings? I am so lonely. The place is so dull. No pictures. 
No dances. Nothing to do but be ladylike. And the one 
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really lovable man going to waste! I’d rather be dead. 
the patient. Well, it’s just as bad for me. 
the countess, No it isnt. Youre a real lady: youre 
broken in to be dull. Besides, you have Popsy. And youre 
supposed to be our servant. That gives you the run of the 
whole camp when youre tired of him. You can pick up a 
private when you like. Whats to prevent you? 
the patient. My ladylike morals, I suppose. 
the countess. Morals your grandmother! I thought 
youd left all that flapdoodle behind you when you came 
away with us. 

the patient. I meant to. Ive tried to. But you shock 
me in spite of myself every second time you open your 
mouth. 

the countess. Dont you set up to be a more moral 
woman than I am, because youre not. 

the patient. I dont pretend to be. But I may tell you 
that my infatuation for Popsy, which I now see was what 
really nerved me to this astonishing breakaway, has been, 
so far, quite innocent. Can you believe that, you clod? 

the countess. Oh yes I can: Popsy’s satisfied as long 
as you let him talk. What I mean is — and I tell it to you 
straight — that with all my faults I’m content with one man 
at a time. 

the patient. Do you suggest that I am carrying on 
with two men? 

the countess. 1 dont suggest anything. I say what I 
mean straight out; and if you dont like it you can lump it. 
You may be in love with Popsy; but youre interested in 
Private Meek, though what you see in that dry little worm 
beats me, 

the patient. Have you noticed, my Sweetie, that your 
big strapping splendid sergeant is completely under the 
thumb of that dry little worm? 

the countess. He wont be when I get him under my 
thumb. But you just be careful. Take this tip from me: one 
man at a time. I am advising you for your good, because 
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youre only a beginner; and what you think is love, and 
interest, and all that, is not real love at all: three quarters 
of it is only unsatisfied curiosity. Ive lived at that address 
myself; and I know. When I love a man now it’s all love 
and nothing else, It’s the real thing while it lasts. I havnt 
the least curiosity about my lovely sergeant: 1 know just 
what he’ll say and what he’ll do. I just want him to do it. 

the patient [rising, revolted] Sweetie: I really can- 
not bear any more of this, No doubt it’s perfectly true. It’s 
quite right that you should say it frankly and plainly. I 
envy and admire the frightful coolness with which you 
plump it all out. Perhaps I shall get used to it in time. But 
at present it knocks me to pieces. I shall simply have to go 
away if you pursue the subject. [She sits down in the cane 
chair with her back to them] . 

aubrey. Thats the worst of Sweetie. We all have — 
to put it as nicely as I an — our lower centres and our higher 
centres. Our lower centres act: they act with a terrible power 
that sometimes destroys us; but they dont talk. Speech be- 
longs to the higher centres. In all the great poetry and litera- 
ture of the world the higher centres speak. In all respectable 
conversation the higher centres speak, even when they are 
saying nothing or telling lies. But the lo wer centres are there 
all the time: a sort of guilty secret with every one of us, 
though they are dumb. I remember asking my tutor at col- 
lege whether, if anyone’s lower centres began to talk, the 
shock would not be worse than the one Balaam got when his 
donkey began talking to him. He only told me half a dozen 
improper stories to shew how openminded he was. I never 
mentioned the subject again until 1 met Sweetie. Sweetie is 

Balaam’s ass. . , 

the countess. Keep a civil tongue m your head, 

Popsy. 1 — , T 

aubrey [swinging to his feet] Woman: I am paying 
you a compliment: Balaam’s ass was wiser than Balaam. 
You should read your Bible. That is what makes Sweetie 
almost superhuman. Her lower centres speak. Since the 
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war the lower centres have become vocal. And the effect 
is that of an earthquake. For they speak truths that have 
never been spoken before — truths that the makers of our 
domestic institutions have tried to ignore. And now that 
Sweetie goes shouting them all over the place, the institu- 
tions are rocking and splitting and sundering. They leave 
us no place to live, no certainties, no workable morality, no 
heaven, no hell, no commandments, and no God. 

the patient. What about the light in our own souls 
that you were so eloquent about the day before yesterday 
at lunch when you drank a pint of champagne? 

aubrey. Most of us seem to have no souls. Or if we 
have them, they have nothing to hang on to. Meanwhile, 
Sweetie goes on shouting. [He takes refuge in the deck 
chair], 

the countess [rising] Oh, what are you gassing 
about? I am not shouting. I should be a good woman if 
it wasnt so dull. If youre goodnatured, you just get put 
upon. Who are the good women? Those that enjoy being 
dull and like being put upon. Theyve no appetites. Life’s 
thrown away on them: they get nothing out of it. 

the patient. Well, come, Sweetie! What do you get 
out of it? 

the countess. Excitement: thats what I get out of it. 
Look at Popsy and me! We’re always planning robberies. 
Of course I know it’s mostly imagination; but the fun is 
in the planning and the expectation. Even if we did them 
and were caught, there would be the excitement of being 
tried and being in all the papers. Look at poor Harry 
Smiler that murdered the cop in Croydon! When he came 
and told us what he’d done Popsy offered to go out and get 
him some cyanide to poison himself; for it was a dead sure 
thing that he’d be caught and bumped off. “What!” says 
Harry; “and lose the excitement of being tried for my life! 
I’d rather be hanged” he says; and hanged he was. And I 
say it must have been almost worth it. After all, he’d have 
died anyhow : perhaps of something really painful. Harry 
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wasnt a bad man really; but he couldnt bear dullness. He 
had a wonderful collection of pistols that he had begun as 
a boy: he picked up a lot in the war. Just for the romance 
of it, you know: he meant no harm. But he’d never shot 
anyone with them; and at last the temptation was too great 
and he went out and shot the cop. Just for nothing but the 
feeling that he’d fired the thing off and done somebody in 
with it. When Popsy asked him why he’d done it, all he 
could say was that it was a sort of fulfilment, But it gives 
you an idea, doesnt it, of what I mean? [S/n? sits down 
again, relieved by her outburst ] . 

aubrey. All it means is a low vitality. Here is a man 
with all the miracles of the universe to stagger his imagina- 
tion and all the problems of human destiny to employ his 
mind, and he goes out and shoots an innocent policeman 
because he can think of nothing more interesting to do. 
Quite right to hang him. And all the people who can find 
nothing more exciting to do than to crowd into the court 
to watch him being sentenced to death should have been 
hanged too. You will be hanged someday, Sweetie, because 
you have not what people call a richly stored mind. I have 
tried to educate you — 

the countess. Yes: you gave me books to read. But 
I couldnt read them: they were as dull as ditchwater. Ive 
tried crossword puzzles to occupy my mind and keep me 
off planning robberies; but what crossword puzzle is half 
the fun and excitement of picking somebody’s pocket, let 
alone that you cant live by it? You wanted me to take to 
drink to keep me quiet. But I dont like being drunk; and 
what would become of my good looks if I did? Ten bottles 
of champagne couldnt make you feel as you do when you 
walk past a policeman who has only to stop you and search 
you to put you away for three years. 

the patient. Pops: did you really try to set her drink- 
ing? What a thoroughpaced blackguard you are! 

AUBREY. She is much better company when she’s half 
drunk. Listen to her now, when she is sober! 
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the patient. Sweetie : are you really having such a 
jolly time after all? You began by threatening to give up 
our exciting enterprise because it is so dull. 

aubrey. She is free, There is the sergeant. And there 
is always the hope of something turning up and the sense 
of being ready for it without having to break all the 
shackles and throw down all the walls that imprison a 
respectable woman. 

the patient. Well, what about me? 
aubrey [puzzled] Well, what about you? You are 
free, arnt you? 

the patient [rising very deliberately , and going be- 
hind him to his left hand, which she picks up and fondles 
as she sermonizes, seated on the arm of his chair ] My angel 
love, you have 1 rescued me from respectability so com- 
pletely that I have for a month past been living the life 
of a mountain goat. I have got rid of my anxious worrying 
mother as completely as a weaned kid, and I no longer hate 
her. My slavery to cooks stuffing me with long meals of 
fish, flesh, and fowl is a thing of the miserable past: I eat 
dates and bread and water and raw onions when I can get 
them; and when I cant get them I fast, with the result that 
I have forgotten what illness means; and if I ran away 
from you two neither of you could catch me; and if you 
did I could fight the pair of you with one hand tied behind 
me. I revel in all your miracles of the universe: the de- 
licious dawns, the lovely sunsets, the changing winds, the 
cloud pictures, the flowers, the animals and their ways, the 
birds and insects and reptiles. Every day is a day of adven- 
ture with its cold and heat, its light and darkness, its cycles 
of exultant vigor and exhaustion, hunger and satiety, its 
longings for action that change into a longing for sleep, its 
thoughts of heavenly things that change so suddenly into 
a need for food. 

aubrey. What more could any mortal desire? 
the patient [seizing him by the ears] Liar. 
aubrey. Thank you. You mean, I presume, that these 
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things do not satisfy you: you want me as well. 

the patient. You! ! You! ! ! you selfish lazy sugary 
tongued blackguard. [Releasing him ] No: I included you 
with the animals and their ways, just as I included Sweetie 
and the sergeant, 

the countess, You let Sweetie and her sergeant alone: 
d’y’hear? I have had enough of that joke on me. 

the patient [rising and taking her by the thin to 
turn her face uf] It is no joke, Sweetiest: it fc the dead 
solemn earnest. I called Pops a liar, Sweetie, because all 
this is not enough. The glories of nature dont last any 
decently active person a week, unless theyre professional 
naturalists or mathematicians or a painter or something. I 
want something sensible to do. A beaver has a jolly time 
because it has to build its dam and bring up its family. I 
want my little job like the beaver. If I do nothing but 
contemplate the universe there is so much in it that is 
cruel and terrible and wantonly evil, and so much more 
that is oppressively astronomical and endless and incon- 
ceivable and impossible, that I shall just go stark raving 
mad and be taken back to my mother with straws in my 
hair. The truth is, I am free; I am healthy; I am happy; 
and I am utterly miserable. [ Turning on Aubrey] Do you 
hear? Utterly miserable. 

aubrey [losing his temfer] And what do you suppose 
I am? Here with nothing to do but drag about two damn’ 
silly women and talk to them. 

the countess. It’s worse for them. They have to listen 

to you. _ 

the patient, I despise you. I hate you. You you 
you — you gentleman thief. What right has a thief to be a 
gentleman? Sweetie is bad enough, heaven knows, with hei 
vulgarity and her low cunning : always trying to get the 
better of somebody or to get hold of a man; hut at least 
she’s a woman; and she’s real. Men are not real: theyre ail 

talk, talk, talk — _ . ... 

■the countess r half rising] You keep a civil tongue in 
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your head: do you hear? 

the patient. Another syllable of your cheek, Sweetie; 
and I’ll give you a hiding that will keep you screaming for 
half an hour. [ Sweetie subsides ] . I want to beat somebody : 

I want to kill somebody. I shall end by killing the two of 
you. What are we, wc three glorious adventurers? Just 
three inefficient fertilizers. 

aubrev. What on earth do you mean by that? 
the patient. Yes: inefficient fertilizers. We do noth- 
ing but convert good food into bad manure. We are walk- 
ing factories of bad manure : thats what we are. 

the countess [rising] Well, I am not going to sit 
here and listen to that sort of talk. You ought to be 
ashamed of yourself. 

aubrey [rising also , shocked ] Miss Mopply : there are 
certain disgusting truths that no lady would throw in the 
teeth of her fellow creatures — 

the patient. I am not a lady: I am free now to say 
what I please. How do you like it? 

the countess [relenting] Look here, dearie. You 
mustnt go off at the deep end like this. You — [The 
; patient turns fiercely on her: she screams J Ah-a-a-ah! 
Popsy: she’s mad. Save me [She runs away, out fast the 
pavilion] . 

aubrey. What is the matter with you? Are you out 
of your senses? [He tries to hold her ; but she sends him 
sprawling ] . 

the patient. No. I am exercising my freedom. The 
freedom you preached. The freedom you made possible 
for me. You dont Eke to hear Sweetie’s lower centres shout- 
ing. Well, now you hear my higher centres shouting. You 
dont seem to like it any better. 

aubrey. Mops: youre hysterical. You felt splendid an 
hour ago; and you will feel splendid again an hour from 
now. You will always feel splendid if you keep yourself fit. 

the patient. Fit for what? A lost dog feels fit: thats 
what makes him stray; but he’s the unhappiest thing alive. 
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I am a lost dog: a tramp, a vagabond. Ive got nothing to 
do. Ive got nowhere to go. Sweetie’s miserable; and youre 
miserable; and Pm miserable; and I shall just kick you 
and beat you to a jelly. 

She rushes at him. He dodges her and runs off fast 
the hut. At that moment Tallboys returns with Meek -past 
the other side of the hut ; and the patient , unable to check 
herself , crashes into his arms. 

tallboys [sternly] Whats this? What are you doing 
here? Why are you making this noise? Dont clench your 
fists in my presence. | She droops obsequiously], Whats 
the matter? 

the patient [salaaming and chanting ] Bmal elttil 
a dah yram, Tuan. 

tallboys. Can you speak English? 
the patient. No Engliss. 
tallboys. Or French? 

the patient. No Frennss, Tuan. Wons sa etihw saw 
eceelf sti. 

tallboys. Very well: dont do it again. Now off with 
you. 

She goes out backward into the pavilion, salaaming. 
Tallboys sits down in the deck chair. 

tallboys [To Meek J Here, you. You say youre the 
interpreter. Did you understand what that girl said to me? 
meek. Yessir. 

tallboys. What dialect was it? It didnt sound like 
what the natives speak here. 

meek. No sir. I used to speak it at school. English 
back slang, sir. 

tallboys. Back slang? What do you mean? 
meek. English spelt backwards. She reversed the 
order of the words too, sir. That shews that she has those 
two little speeches off by heart. 

tallboys. But how could a native girl do such a thing? 
I couldnt do it myself. 

meek. That shews that she’s not a native girl, sir. 
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tallboys. But this must be looked into. Were you 
able to pick up what she said? 

meek.. Only bmal clttil, sir. That was quite easy. It 
put me on to the rest. 

tallboys. But what does bmal elttil mean? 
meek. Little lamb, sir. 
tallboys. She called me a little lamb! 
meek. No sir. All she said was “Mary had a little 
lamb.” And when you asked her could she speak French 
she said, of course, “Its fleece was white as snow.” 
tallboys. But that was insolence. 
meek. It got her out of her difficulty, sir. 
tallboys. This is very serious. The woman is passing 
herself off on the Countess as a native servant. 
meek. Do you think so, sir? 

tallboys. I dont think so: I know so. Dont be a fool, 
man. Pull yourself together, and dont make silly answers. 
meek, Yessir. No sir. 

tallboys [angrily bawling at him] “Ba Ba black 
sheep: have you any wool? Yes sir, no sir, three bags full.” 
Dont say yessir no sir to me. 

MEEK. No sir. 

tallboys. Go and fetch that girl back. Not a word to 
her about my finding her out, mind. When I have finished 
with her you will explain to me about those maroons. 
meek. Yessir. [He goes into the pavilion ] . 
tallboys. Hurry up. [He settles himself comfortably 
and takes out his cigar et case ] . 

The Countess peers round the comer of the pavilion 
to see whether she may safely return. Aubrey makes a 
similar reconnaissance round the corner of the hut. 

the countess. Here I am again, you see. [She smiles 
fascinatingly at the Colonel and sits down on her stool ] . 

aubrey. Moi aussi. May I — [he stretches himself on 
the rug] . 

tallboys [sitting up and putting the cigaret case back 
in his pocket] Just in the nick of time. I was about to send 
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for you. I have made a very grave discovery. That native 

y ours 18 a native. Her lingo is a ridiculous 
fraud, she is an English-woman. 
aubrey. You dont say so! 

THE countess. Oh, impossible. 
tallboys. Not a doubt of it. She’s a fraud: take care of 
your jewels. Or else — and this is what I suspect— ^she’s a 
spy. 

aubrey. A spy! But we are not at war, 
tallboys. The League of Nations has spies every- 
where. [To the Countess ] You must allow me to search 
her luggage at once, before she blows that 1 have found 
her out. 

the countess. But I have missed nothing. I am sure 
she hasnt stolen anything. What do you want to search her 
luggage for? 

tallboys. For maroons. 

tallboys. Yes, maroons, I inspected the stores this 
morning; and the maroons are missing. I particularly 
wanted them to recall me at lunch time when I go sketch- 
ing. I am rather a dab at water-colors. And there is not a 
single maroon left. There should be fifteen. 

aubrey. Oh, I can clear that up. It’s one of your men: 
Meek. He goes about on a motor bicycle with a sack full of 
maroons and a lot of wire. He said he was surveying. He 
was evidently very anxious to get rid of me; so I did not 
press my inquiries. But that accounts for the maroons. 

tallboys. Not at all. This is very serious. Meek is a 
half witted creature who should never have been enlisted. 
He is like a child: this woman could do anything she 
pleases with him. 

the countess. But what could she possibly want with 
maroons? 

tallboys, I dont know, This expedition has been sent 
out without the sanction of the League of Nations. We 
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always forget to consult it when there is anything serious in 
hand. The woman may be an emissary of the League. She 
may he working against us. 

the countess. But even so, what harm can she do us? 
tallboys [tapping his revolver] My dear lady, do 
you suppose I am carrying this for fun? Dont you realize 
that the hills here are full of hostile tribes who may try to 
raid us at any moment? Look at that electric horn there. 
If it starts honking, look out ; for it will mean that a body 
of tribesmen has been spotted advancing on us. 

the countess [ alarmed ] If I’d known that, you 
wouldnt have got me here. Is that so, Popsy? 

aubrey. Well, yes; but it doesnt matter: they’re afraid 
of us. 

tallboys. Yes, because they dont know that we are a 
mere handful of men. But if this woman is in communica- 
tion with them and has got hold of that idiot Meek, we 
may have them down on us like a swarm of hornets. I dont 
like this at all. I must get to the bottom of it at once. Ah! 
here she comes. 

Meek appears at the entrance to the pavilion. He 
stands politely aside to let the patient pass him, and re- 
mains there. 

meek. The colonel would like a word with you, Miss. 
aubrey. Go easy with her, Colonel. She can run like 
a deer. And she has muscles of iron. You had better turn 
out the guard before you tackle her. 
tallboys. Pooh! Here, you! 

The patient comes to him past the Countess with an air 
of disarming innocence; falls on her knees ; lifts her palms ; 
and smites the ground with her forehead. 

tallboys. They tell me you can run fast. Well, a 
bullet can run faster. [He taps his revolver]. Do you un- 
derstand that? 

the patient [salaaming] Bmal elttil a dah yram 
wons sa etihwa saw eceelf tsi — 

tallboys [tomitruant] And everywhere that Mary 
went — 

684 



TOO TRUE TO BE GOOD 
the patient [ adroitly cutting in] That lamh was sure 
to go. Got me, Colonel. How clever of you! Well, what 
of it? 

tallboys. That is what I intend to find out. You are 
not a native. 

THE patient. Yes, of Somerset. 
tallboys. Precisely. Well, why are you disguised? 
Why did you try to make me believe that you dont under- 
stand English? 

the patient. For a lark, Colonel. 
tallboys. Thats not good enough. Why have you 
passed yourself off on this lady as a native servant? Being 
a servant is no lark. Answer me. Dont stand there trying to 
invent a lie. Why did you pretend to be a servant? 

the patient. One has so much more control of the 
house as a servant than as a mistress nowadays, Colonel. 

tai.lboys. Very smart, that. You will tell me next that 
one controls a regiment much more effectively as a private 
than as a colonel, eh? 

The klaxon sounds stridently. The Colonel draws his 
revolver and makes a dash for the top of the sandhill, but 
is outraced by Meek, who gets there first and takes the 
word of command with irresistible authority, leaving him 
stupent. Aubrey , who has scrambled to his feet, moves 
towards the sand dunes to see what is happening. Sweetie 
clutches the patient’s arm in terror and drags her towards 
the pavilion. She is fiercely shaken off; and Mops stands 
her ground defiantly and runs towards the sound of the 
guns when they begin. 

meek. Stand to. Charge your magazines. Stand by the 
maroons. How many do you make them, sergeant? How 
far off? 

sergeant fielding [invisible] Forty horse. Nine 
hundred yards, about, I make it. 

meek. Rifles at the ready. Cut-offs open. Sights up to 
eighteen hundred, right over their heads: no hitting. Ten 
rounds rapid: fire. [ Fusillade of rifles]. How is that? 
sergeant’s voice. Theyre coming on, sir. 
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meek. Number one maroons: ready. Contact. [For- 
midable explosions on the right\. How is that? 
sergeant’s voice. Theyve stopped. 
meek. Number two maroons ready. Contact. [Explo- 
sions on the left] . How is that? 

sergeant’s voice. Bolted, sir, every man of them. 
Meek returns from the hill in the character of an in- 
significant private, followed by Aubrey, to the Colonel's 
left and right respectively. 

meek. Thats all right, sir. Excuse interruption. 
tallboys. Oh! You call this an interruption? 
meek. Yessir: theres nothing in it to trouble you 
about. Shall I draw up the report, sir? Important engage- 
ment: enemy routed: no British casualties. D.S.O. for you, 
perhaps, sir. 

tallboys. Private Meek: may I ask — if you will par- 
don my presumption — who is in command of this expedi- 
tion, you or I? 
meek. You, sir. 

tallboys [repouching the revolver] You flatter me. 
Thank you. May I ask, further, who the devil gave you 
leave to plant the entire regimental stock of maroons all 
over the hills and explode them in the face of the enemy? 

meek. It was the duty of the intelligence orderly, sir. 
I’m the intelligence orderly. I had to make the enemy 
believe that the hills are bristling with British cannon. 
They think that now, sir. No more trouble from them. 

tallboys. Indeed! Quartermaster’s clerk, interpreter, 
intelligence orderly. Any further rank of which I have not 
been informed? 
meek. No sir. 

tallboys. Quite sure youre not a fieldmarshal, eh? 
meek. Quite sure, sir. I never was anything higher 
than a colonel, 

tallboys. You a colonel? What do you mean? 
meek. Not a real colonel, sir. Mostly a brevet, sir, to 
save appearances when I had to take command. 

tallboys, And how do you come to be a private now? 
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meek. I prefer the ranks, sir. I have a freer hand. And 
the conversation in the officers’ mess doesnt suit me. I 
always resign a commission and enlist again. 

tallboys. Always! How many commissions have vou 
held? 

meek. I dont quite remember, sir. Three, I think. 
tallboys. Well, I am dashed! 
the patient. Oh, Colonel! And you mistook this 
great military genius for a half wit! ! ! 

tallboys [c oith aplomb] Naturally. The symptoms 
are precisely the same. [To Meek] Dismiss. 

Meek salutes and trots smartly out ■past the hut, 
aubrey. By Jove! ! 

the countess. Well I ne — [ Correcting herself ] 
Tiens, tiens, tiens, tiens! 

the patient. What are you going to do about him, 
Colonel? 

tallboys. Madam: the secret of command, in the army 
and elsewhere, is never to waste a moment doing anything 
that can be delegated to a subordinate. I have a passion for 
sketching in watercolors. Hitherto the work of command- 
ing my regiment has interfered very seriously with its 
gratification. Henceforth I shall devote myself almost en- 
tirely to sketching, and leave the command of the expedi- 
tion to Private Meek. And since you all seem to be on 
more intimate terms with him than I can claim, will you 
be good enough to convey to him — casually, you under- 
stand — that I already possess the D.S.O. and that what I 
am out for at present is a K.C.B. Or rather, to be strictly 
accurate, that is what my wife is out for. For myself, my 
sole concern for the moment is whether 1 should paint 
that sky with Prussian blue or with cobalt. 

the countess. Fancy you wasting your time on paint- 
ing pictures I 

tallboys. Countess: I paint pictures to make me feel 
sane. Dealing with men and women makes me feel mad. 
Humanity always fails me: Nature never. 


687 



TOO TRUE TO BE GOOD 
meek. Number one maroons: ready. Contact. |For- 
miiable explosions on ihe right]. How is that? 
sergeant’s voice. Theyve stopped. 
meek. Number two maroons ready. Contact. [Explo- 
sions on the left] - How is that? 

sergeant’s voice. Bolted, sir, every man of them. 
Meek returns from the hill in the character of an in- 
significant private , followed by Aubrey , to the Colonel's 
left and right respectively. 

meek.. Thats all right, sir. Excuse interruption. 
tallboys. Oh! You call this an interruption? 
meek. Yessir: theres nothing in it to trouble you 
about Shall I draw up the report, sir? Important engage- 
ment: enemy routed: no British casualties. D.S.O. for you, 
perhaps, sir. 

tallboys. Private Meek: may I ask — if you will par- 
don my presumption — who is in command of this expedi- 
tion, you or I? 
meek. You, sir. 

tallboys | repouching the revolver \ You flatter me. 
Thank you. May I ask, further, who the devil gave you 
leave to plant the entire regimental stock of maroons all 
over the hills and explode them in the face of the enemy? 

meek. It was the duty of the intelligence orderly, sir. 
Pm the intelligence orderly. 1 had to make the enemy 
believe that the hills are bristling with British cannon. 
They think that now, sir. No more trouble from them. 

tallboys. Indeed! Quartermaster’s clerk, interpreter, 
intelligence orderly. Any further rank of which I have not 
been informed? 
meek. No sir. 

tallboys. Quite sure youre not a fieldmarshal, eh? 
meek. Quite sure, sir. I never was anything higher 
than a colonel, 

tallboys, You a colonel? What do you mean? 
meek. Not a real colonel, sir. Mostly a brevet, sir, to 
save appearances when I had to take command. 

tallboys. And how do you come to be a private now? 
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meek., I prefer the ranks, sir, I have a freer hand. And 
the conversation in the officers’ mess doesnt suit me. I 
always resign a commission and enlist again. 

tallboys. Always! How many commissions have you 
held? 

MEEK. I dont quite remember, sir. Three, I think. 
tallboys. Well, I am dashed! 
the patient. Oh, Colonel! And you mistook this 
great military genius for a half wit! ! ! 

tallboys [with aplomb ] Naturally. The symptoms 
are precisely the same. [To Meek] Dismiss. 

Meek salutes and trots smartly out past the hut. 
AUBREY. By Jove! ! 

THE countess. Well I ne — [Correcting herself ] 
Tiens, tiens, tiens, tiens! 

the patient. What are you going to do about him, 
Colonel? 

tallboys. Madam: the secret of command, in the army 
and elsewhere, is never to waste a moment doing anything 
that can be delegated to a subordinate. I have a passion for 
sketching in watercolors. Hitherto the work of command- 
ing my regiment has interfered very seriously with its 
gratification. Henceforth I shall devote myself almost en- 
tirely to sketching, and leave the command of the expedi- 
tion to Private Meek. And since you all seem to be on 
more intimate terms with him than I can claim, will you 
be good enough to convey to him — casually, you under- 
stand — that I already possess the D.S.O. and that what I 
am out for at present is a K.C.B. Or rather, to be strictly 
accurate, that is what my wife is out for. For myself, my 
sole concern for the moment is whether I should paint 
that sky with Prussian blue or with cobalt. 

the countess. Fancy you wasting your time on paint- 
ing pictures! 

tallboys. Countess: I paint pictures to make me feel 
sane. Dealing with men and women makes me feel mad. 
Humanity always fails me: Nature never. 
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ACT III 

A NARROW gap leading ioirn to the beach through 
masses of soft brown sandstone , pitted with natural 
grottoes. Sand and big stones in the foreground. 
Two of the grottoes are accessible from the beach by mount- 
ing from the stones , which make rough platforms in from 
of them. The soldiers have amused themselves by hew- 
ing them into a rude architecture and giving them fancy 
names. The one on your right as you descend the rough 
path through the gap is taller than it is broad > and has « 
natural pillar and a stone like an altar in it, giving a Gothic 
suggestion which has been assisted by knocking the top of 
the opening into something like a pointed arch, and sur- 
mounting it with the inscription st Pauls. The grotto to 
the left is much wider. It contains a bench long enough to 
accommodate two persons; its recesses are illuminated 
rosily by bulbs wrapped in pink paper; and some scholarly 
soldier has carved above it in Greek characters the word 
Aywwepftve, beneath which is written in red chalk the 
abode of love, under which again some ribald has added 
in white chalk, no need to waste the electric light. 

For the moment The Abode of Love has been taken 
possession of by the sergeant, a wellbuilt handsome man, 
getting on for forty. He is sitting on the bench, and is com- 
pletely absorbed in two books, comparing them with rapt 
attention. 

St Pauls is also occupied. A very tall gaunt elder, by 
his dress and bearing a well-to-do Englishman, sits on a 
stone at the altar, resting his elbows on it with his chin in 
his hands. He is in the deepest mourning; and his attitude 
is one of hopeless dejection. 

Sweetie, now fully and brilliantly dressed, comes 
slowly down the path through the gap, moody and bored. 
On the beach she finds nothing to interest her until the ser- 
geant unconsciously attracts her notice by finding some re- 
markable confirmation or contradiction between his two 
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books, and smiting one of them appreciamely with his fist. 
She instantly brightens up; climbs to the mouth of the 
grotto eagerly; and posts herself beside him , on his right. 
But he is so rapt in his books that she waits in vain to be 
noticed. 

sweetie [contemplating him ardently] Aheml 
The sergeant looks up. Seeing who it is, he springs to 
his feet and stands to attention. 

sweetie [ giving henelf no airs] You neednt stand up 
for me, you know. 

the sergeant [stiffly] Beg pardon, your ladyship. I 
was not aware of your ladyship’s presence. 

sweetie. Can all that stuff, Sergeant. [ She sits on the 
bench on his right], Dont lets waste time. This place is as 
dull for me as it is for you. Dont you think we two could 
amuse ourselves a bit if we were friends? 

the sergeant [with stem contempt] No, my lady, I 
dont. I saw a lot of that in the war: pretty ladies brighten- 
ing up the hospitals and losing their silly heads, let alone 
upsetting the men; and I dont hold with it. Keep to your 
class: I’ll keep to mine. 

sweetie. My class! Garn! I’m no countess; and I’m 
fed up with pretending to be one. Didnt you guess? 

the sergeant [ resuming his seat and treating her as 
one of his own class] Why should I trouble to start guess- 
ing about you? Any girl can be a countess nowadays if 
she’s goodlooking enough to pick up a count. 

sweetie. Oh! You think I’m goodlooking, do you? 
the sergeant. Come! If youre not a countess what 
are you? Whats the game, eh? 

sweetie. The game, darling, is that youre my fancy. I 
love you. 

THE sergeant. Whats that to me? A man of my figure 
can have his pick. 

sweetie. Not here, dear. Theres only one other white 
woman within fifty miles; and she’s a real lady, She 
wouldn’t look at you. 
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the sergeant. Weil, thats a point. Thats a point, cer- 
tainly. 

sweetie [snuggling to him\ Yes, isnt it? 
the sergeant [suffering the advance but not resp end- 
ing] This climate plays the devil with a man, no matter 
how serious minded he is. 

sweetie [slipping her arm through his] Well, isnt it 
natural? Whats the use of pretending. 

the sergeant. Still, I’m not a man to treat a woman 
as a mere necessity. Many soldiers do: to them a woman is 
no more than a jar of marmalade, to be consumed and put 
away. I dont take that view. I admit that there is that side 
to it, and that for people incapable of anything better — 
mere animals as you might say — thats the beginning and 
the end of it. But to me thats only the smallest part of it. 
I like getting a woman’s opinions. I like to explore her 
mind as well as her body. See these two little books I was 
deep in when you accosted me? I carry them with me 
wherever I go. I put the problems they raise for me to 
every woman I meet. 

sweetie [with growing misgiving] What are they? 
the sergeant [pointing to them successively] The 
Bible. The Pilgrim’s Progress from this world to that 
which is to come. 

sweetie [dismayed, trying to rise ] Oh, my God! 
serceant [holding her ruthlessly m the crook of his 
elbow 1 No you dont. Sit quiet; and dont take the name of 
the Lord your God in vain. If you believe in him, it’s 
blasphemy: if you dont, it’s nonsense. You must learn to 
exercise your mind: what is a woman without an active 
mind to a man but a mere convenience? 

sweetie. I have plenty to exercise my mind looking 
after my own affairs. What I look to you for, my lad, is a 
bit of fun. 

the sergeant. Quite. But when men and women pick 
one another up just for a bit of fun, they find theyve 
picked up more than they bargained for, because men and 
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women have a top storey as well as a ground floor; and 
you cant have the one without the other. Theyre always 
trying to; but it doesnt work. Youve picked up my mind 
as well as my body; and youve got to explore it. You 
thought you could have a face and a figure like mine with 
the limitations of a gorilla. Youre finding out your mistake: 
thats all. 

sweetie. Oh, let me go: I have had enough of this. If 
I’d thought you were religious I’d have given you a wide 
berth, I tell you. Let me go, will you? 

the sergeant. Wait a bit. Nature may be using me 
as a sort of bait to draw you to take an interest in things of 
the mind. Nature may be using your pleasant animal 
warmth to stimulate my mind. I want your advice. I dont 
say I’ll take it; but it may suggest something to me. You 
see, Pm in a mess. 

sweetie. Well, of course. Youre in the sergeants’ mess. 
the sergeant. Thats not the mess I mean. My mind’s 
in a mess — a muddle. I used to be a religious man; but Pm 
not so clear about it as I was. 

sweetie. Thank goodness for that, anyhow. 
the sergeant. Look at these two books. I used to be- 
lieve every word of them because they seemed to have 
nothing to do with real life. But war brought those old 
stories home quite real ; and then one starts asking ques- 
tions. Look at this bit here [he ■points to a page of The Pil- 
grim's Progress ] . It’s on the very first page of it. “I am for 
certain informed that this our city will be burned with fire 
from heaven, in which fearful overthrow both myself, with 
thee my wife, and you my sweet babes, shall miserably 
come to ruin, except some way of escape can be found 
whereby we may be delivered.” Well, London and Paris 
and Berlin and Rome and the rest of them will be burned 
with fire from heaven all right in the next war: thats cer- 
tain, Theyre all Cities of Destruction, And our Govern- 
ment chaps are running about with a great burden of 
corpses and debts on their backs, crying “What must we do 
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to be saved?” There it is: not a story in a book as it used to 
be, but God’s truth in the real actual world. And all the 
comfort they get is “Flee from the wrath to come.” But 
where are they to flee to? There they are, meeting at 
Geneva or hobnobbing at Chequers over the weekend, 
asking one another, like the man in the book, “Whither 
must we flee?” And nobody can tell them. The man in 
the book says “Do you see yonder shining light?” Well, 
today the place is blazing with shining lights: shining lights 
in parliament, in the papers, in the churches, and in the 
hooks that they call Outlines — Outlines of History and Sci- 
ence and what not — and in spite of all their ballyhoo here 
we are waiting in the City of Destruction like so many 
sheep for the wrath to come. This uneducated tinker tells 
me the way is straight before us and so narrow that we cant 
miss it. But he starts by calling the place the wilderness of 
this world. Well, theres no road in a wilderness: you have 
to make one. All the straight roads are made by soldiers; 
and the soldiers didnt get to heaven along them. A lot of 
them landed up in the other place. No, John: you could 
tell a story well; and they say you were a soldier; but 
soldiers that try to make storytelling do for service end in 
the clink; and thats where they put you. Twelve years in 
Bedford Gaol, he got. He used to read the Bible in gaol; 
and — 

sweetie. Well, what else was there to read there? It’s 
all they give you in some gaols. 

the sergeant. How do you know that? 
sweetie. Never you mind how I know it. It’s nothing 
to do with you. 

the sergeant. Nothing to do with me! You dont 
know me, my lass. Some men would just order you off; 
but to me the most interesting thing in the world is the 
experience of a woman thats been shut up in a cell for years 
at a time with nothing but a Bible to read. 

sweetie. Years! What are you talking about? The 
longest I ever did was nine months; and if anyone says I 
€92 



TOO TRUE TO BE GOOD 
ever did a day longer she’s a liar. 

the sergeant | laying his hand on the S title] You 
could read that book from cover to cover in nine months. 

sweetie. Some of it would drive you melancholy mad. 
It only got me into trouble: it did. The chaplain asked me 
what I was in for. Spoiling the Egyptians, I says; and 
heres chapter and verse for it. He went and reported me, 
the swine; and I lost seven days remission for it. 

the sergeant, Serves you right! I dont hold with 
spoiling the Egyptians. Before the war, spoiling the 
Egyptians was something holy. Now I see plainly it’s 
nothing but thieving. 

sweetie [shocked] Oh, you shouldnt say that. But 
what I say is, if Moses might do it why maynt I? 

the sergeant. If thats the effect it had on your mind, 
it’s a bad effect. Some of this scripture is all right. Do 
justice; love mercy; and walk humbly before your God. 
That appeals to a man if only it could be set out in plain 
army regulations. But all this thieving, and slaughtering 
your enemies without giving quarter, and offering up hu- 
man sacrifices, and thinking you can do what you like to 
other people because youre the chosen people of God, and 
you are in the right and everyone else is in the wrong: 
how does that look when you have had four years of the 
real thing instead of merely reading about it. No: damn it, 
we’re civilized men; and though it may have gone down 
with those old Jews it isnt religion. And, if it isnt, where 
are we? Thats what I want to know. 

sweetie. And is this all you care about? Sitting here 
and thinking of things like that? 

the sergeant. Well, somebody must think about 
them, or whats' going to become of us all? The officers 
wont think about them. The colonel goes out sketching: 
the lootnants go out and kill the birds and animals, or play 
polo. They wont flee from the wrath to come, not they. 
When they wont do their military duties I have to do 
them. It’s the same with our religious duties. It’s the 
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chaplain’s job, not mine ; but when you get a real religious 
chaplain you find he doesnt believe any of the old stuff; 
and if you get a gentleman, all he cares about is to shew you 
that he’s a real sport and not a mealy mouthed parson. So 
I have to puzzle it out for myself. 

sweetie. Well, God help the woman that marries you: 
thats all 1 have to say to you. I dont call you a man. [She 
rises quickly to escape from him]. 

the sergeant [also rising, and seizing her in a very 
hearty embrace] Not a man, eh? [He kisses her]. How 
does that feel, Judy? 

sweetie [struggling, but not very resolutely ] You 
let me go, will you. I dont want you now. 

the sergeant. You will if I kiss you half a dozen 
times, more than you ever wanted anything in your life 
before. Thats a hard fact of human nature; and it’s one of 
the facts that religion has to make room for. 

sweetie. Oh, well, kiss me and have done with it. You 
cant kiss and talk about religion at the same time. 

the elder [springing from his cell to the platform in 
front of it] Forbear this fooling, both of you. You, sir, are 
not an ignorant man: you know that the universe is 
wrecked. 

sweetie [dinging to the sergeant] He’s mad. 
the elder. I am sane in a world of lunatics. 
the sergeant [putting Sweetie away] It’s a queer 
thing, isn’t it, that though there is a point at which I’d 
rather kiss a woman than do anything else in the world, yet 
I’d rather be shot than let anyone see me doing it? 

the elder. Sir: women are not, as they suppose, more 
interesting than the universe. When the universe is crum- 
bling let women be silent; and let men rise to something 
nobler than kissing them. 

The Sergeant, interested and overawed, sits down 
quietly and makes Sweetie sit beside him as before. The 
Elder continues to declaim with fanatical intensity. 

the elder. Yes, sir: the universe of Isaac Newton, 
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which has been an impregnable citadel of modern civiliza- 
tion for three hundred years, has crumbled like the walls 
of Jericho before the criticism of Einstein. Newton’s uni- 
verse was the stronghold of rational Determinism: the 
stars in their orbits obeyed immutably fixed laws; and 
when we turned from surveying their vastness to study the 
infinite littleness of the atoms, there too we found the 
electrons in their orbits obeying the same universal laws. 
Every moment of time dictated and determined the fol- 
lowing moment, and was itself dictated and determined by 
the moment that came before it. Everything was calculable: 
everything happened because it must: the commandments 
were erased from the tables of the law; and in their place 
came the cosmic algebra: the equations of the mathema- 
ticians. Here was my faith: here I found my dogma of in- 
fallibility: I, who scorned alike the Catholic with his vain 
dream of responsible Free Will, and the Protestant with 
his pretence of private judgment. And now— now — what 
is left of it? The orbit of the electron obeys no law: it 
chooses one path and rejects another: it is as capricious as 
the planet Mercury, who wanders from his road to warm 
his hands at the sun. All is caprice: the calculable world has 
become incalculable: Purpose and Design, the pretexts for 
all the vilest superstitions, have risen from the dead to cast 
down the mighty from their seats and put paper crowns on 
presumptuous fools. Formerly, when differences with my 
wife, or business worries, tried me too hard, I sought con- 
solation and reassurance in our natural history museums, 
where I could forget all common cares in wondering at the 
diversity of forms and colors in the birds and fishes and 
animals, all produced without the agency of any designer 
by the operation of Natural Selection. Today I dare not 
enter an aquarium, because I can see nothing in those gro- 
tesque monsters of the deep but the caricatures of some 
freakish demon artist: some Zeus-Mephistopheles with 
paintbox and plasticine, trying to surpass himself in the 
production of fantastic and laughable creatures to people 
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a Noah’s ark for his baby. I have to rush from the building 
lest I go mad, crying, like the man in your book, “What 
must I do to be saved?” Nothing can save us from a per- 
petual headlong fall into a bottomless abyss but a solid 
footing of dogma ; and we no sooner agree to that than we 
find that the only trustworthy dogma is that there is no 
dogma. As I stand here I am falling into that abyss, down, 
down, down. We are all falling into it; and our dizzy 
brains can utter nothing but madness. My wife has died 
cursing me. I do not know how to live without her: we 
were unhappy together for forty years. My son, whom I 
brought up to be an incorruptible Godfearing atheist, has 
become a thief and a scoundrel; and I can say nothing to 
him but “Go, boy : perish in your villainy; for neither your 
father nor anyone else can now give you a good reason for 
being a man of honor.” 

He turns from them and is rushing distractedly away 
when Aubrey , m white tropcals, comes strolling along the 
beach from the St Pauls side, and hails him nonchalantly. 

aubrey. Hullo, father, is it really you? I thought I 
heard the old trombone: I couldnt mistake it. How the 
dickens did you turn up here? 

the elder [to the sergeant] This is my prodigal son. 
aubrey. I am not a prodigal son. The prodigal son 
was a spendthrift and neer-do-well who was reduced to 
eating the husks that the swine did eat. I am not ruined: I 
am rolling in money. I have never owed a farthing to any 
man. I am a model son; but I regret to say that you are 
very far from being a model father. 

the elder. What right have you to say that, sir? In 
what way have I fallen short? 

aubrey. You tried to thwart my manifest destiny. Na- 
ture meant me for the Church. I had to get ordained se- 
cretly. 

the elder. Ordained! You dared to get ordained 
without my knowledge! 

aubrey. Of course, You objected. How could I have 
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done it with your knowledge? You would have stopped 
my allowance. 

the elder [sitting down on the nearest stone, over- 
whelmed] My son a clergyman! This will kill me. 

aubrey [coolly taking another stone , on his father's 
right] Not a bit of it: fathers are not so easily killed. It 
was at the university that I became what was then called 
a sky pilot. When the war took me it seemed natural that 
I should pursue that avocation as a member of the air force. 
As a flying ace I won a very poorly designed silver medal 
for committing atrocities which were irreconcilable with 
the profession of a Christian clergyman. When I was 
wounded and lost my nerve for flying, I became an army 
chaplain. I then found myself obliged to tell mortally 
wounded men that they were dying in a state of grace and 
were going straight to heaven when as a matter of fact 
they were dying in mortal sin and going elsewhere. To 
expiate this blasphemy I kept as much under fire as pos- 
sible; but my nerve failed again: I had to take three 
months leave and go into a nursing home. In that home I 
met my doom. 

the elder. What do you mean by your doom? You 
are alive and well, to my sorrow and shame. 

aubrey. To be predse, I met Sweetie. Thats Sweetie. 

sweetie. Very pleased to meet Popsy’s father, I’m 
sure. 

the elder. My son was called Popsy in his infancy, I 
put a stop to it, on principle, when he entered on his sixth 
year. It is strange to hear the name from your lips after so 
long an interval. 

sweetie. I always ask a man what his mother called 
him, and call him that. It takes the starch out of him, some- 
how. 

aubrey [resuming his narrative] Sweetie was quite the 
rottenest nurse that ever raised the mortality of a hospital 
by ten per cent. But — 

sweetie. Oh, what a lie! It was the other nurses that 
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killed the men: waking them up at six in the morning and 
washing them! Half of them died of chills. 

aubrey. Well, you will not deny that you were the 
prettiest woman in the place. 

sweetie. You thought so, anyhow. 
the elder. Oh, cease — cease this trifling. I cannot 
endure this unending sex appeal. 

aubrey. During the war it was found that sex appeal 
was as necessary for wounded or shellshocked soldiers as 
skilled nursing; so pretty girls were allowed to pose as 
nurses because they could sit about on beds and prevent 
the men from going mad. Sweetie did not prevent me go- 
ing mad: on the contrary, she drove me mad. I saw in 
Sweetie not only every charm, but every virtue. And she 
returned my love. When I left that nursing home, she left 
it too. I was discharged as cured on the third of the month: 
she had been kicked out on the first. The trained staff could 
stand a good deal; but they could not stand Sweetie. 
sweetie. They were jealous; and you know it. 
aubrey. I daresay they were. Anyhow, Sweetie and I 
took the same lodgings; and she was faithful to me for ten 
days. It was a record for her. 

sweetie. Popsy: are you going to give the whole show 
away, or only part of it? The Countess Valbrioni would 
like to know. 

aubrey. We may as well be frank up to the point at 
which we should lose money by it. But perhaps I am bor- 
ing the company. 

the elder. Complete your confession, sir. You have 
just said that you and this lady took the same lodging. Am 
I to understand that you are husband and wife? 

sweetie. We might have been if we could have de- 
pended on you for a good time. But how could I marry an 
army chaplain with nothing but his pay and an atheist for 
his father? 

aubrey. So that was the calculation, Sweetie, was it? 
I never dreamt that the idea of marriage had occurred to 
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either of us. It certainly never occurred to me. I went to 
live with you quite simply because I felt I could not live 
without you. The improbability of that statement is the 
measure of my infatuation. 

sweetie. Dont you be so spiteful. Did I give you a 
good time or did I not! 

aubrey. Heavenly. That also seems improbable} but it 
is gospel truth. 

the elder. Wretched boy: do not dare to trifle with 
me. You said just now that you owe no man anything, and 
that you are rolling in money. Where did you get that 
money? 

AUBREY. I stole a very valuable pearl necklace and re- 
stored it to the owner. She rewarded me munificently. 
Hence my present opulence. Honesty is the best policy — 
sometimes. 

the elder. Worse even than a clergyman! A thief! 
aubrey. Why make such a fuss about nothing? 
the elder. Do you call the theft of a pearl necklace 
nothing? 

aubrey. Less than nothing, compared to the things I 
have done with your approval. I was hardly more than a 
boy when I first dropped a bomb on a sleeping village. I 
cried all night after doing that. Later on I swooped into a 
street and sent machine gun bullets into a crowd of civil- 
ians: women, children, and all. I was past crying by that 
time. And now you preach to me about stealing a pearl 
necklace! Doesnt that seem a little ridiculous? 
the sergeant. That was war, sir. 
aubrey. It was me, Sergeant: me. You cannot divide 
my conscience into a war department and a peace depart- 
ment. Do you suppose that a man who will commit murder 
for political ends will hesitate to commit theft for personal 
ends? Do you suppose you can make a man the mortal 
enemy of sixty millions of his fellow creatures without 
making him a little less scrupulous about his next door 
neighbor? 
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the elder. I did not approve. Had I been of military 
age 1 should have been a conscientious objector. 

aubrev. Oh, you were a conscientious objector to ev- 
erything, even to God. But my mother was an enthusiast 
for everything: that was why you never could get on with 
her. She would have shoved me into the war if I had 
needed any shoving. She shoved my brother into it, 
though he did not believe a word of all the lies we were 
stuffed with, and didnt want to go. He was killed; and 
when it came out afterwards that he was right, and that 
we were all a parcel of fools killing one another for noth- 
ing, she lost the courage to face life, and died of it. 

the sergeant, Well, sir, I’d never let a son of mine 
talk to me like that. Let him have a bit of your Deter- 
minism, sir. 

the father \ rising impulsively] Determinism is 
gone, shattered, buried with a thousand dead religions, 
evaporated with the clouds'of a million forgotten winters. 
The science I pinned my faith to is bankrupt: its tales 
were more foolish than all the miracles of the priests, its 
cruelties more horrible than all the atrocities of the In- 
quisition. Its spread of enlightenment has been a spread 
of cancer: its counsels that were to have established the 
millennium have led straight to European suicide. And 
I — I who believed in it as no religious fanatic has ever be- 
lieved in his superstition! For its sake I helped to destroy 
the faith of millions of worshippers in the temples of a 
thousand creeds. And now look at me and behold the su- 
preme tragedy of the atheist who has lost his faith — his 
faith in atheism, for which more martyrs have perished 
than for all the creeds put together. Here I stand, dumb 
before my scoundrel of a son; for that is what you are, boy, 
a common scoundrel and nothing else. 

aubrey. Well, why notj 1 If I become an honest man 
I shall become a poor man; and then nobody will respect 
me: nobody will admire me; nobody will say thank you 
to me. If on the contrary I am bold, unscrupulous, ac- 
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quisitive, successful and rich, everyone will respect me, 
admire me, court me, grovel before me. Then no doubt I 
shall be able to afford the luxury of honesty. I learnt that 
from my religious education. 

the elder. How dare you say that you had a re- 
ligious education. I shielded you from that, at least. 

aubrey. You thought you did, old man; but you reck- 
oned without my mother. 

THE ELDER. What! 

aubrey. You forbad me to read the Bible; but my 
mother made me learn three verses of it every day, and 
whacked me if I could not repeat them without misplac- 
ing a word. She threatened to whack me still worse if I 
told you. 

the elder [thunderstruck] Your mother! ! ! 
aubrey. So I learnt my lesson. Six days on the make, 
and on the seventh shalt thou rest. I shall spend another 
six years on the make, and then I shall retire and be a saint. 

the elder. A saint! Say rather the ruined son of an 
incorrigibly superstitious mother. Retire now— from the 
life you have dishonored. There is the sea. Go. Drown 
yourself. In that graveyard there are no lying epitaphs, 
f He mounts to his chapel and again gives way to utter de- 
jection ] . 

aubrey [unconcerned] I shall do better as a saint. 
A few thousands to the hospitals and the political party 
funds will buy me a halo as large as Sweetie’s sun hat. That 
is my program. What have any of you to say against it? 

the sergeant. Not the program of a gentleman, as I 
understand the word, sir. 

aubrey. You cannot be a gentleman on less than fifty 
thousand a year nowadays, sergeant. 

the sergeant, You can in the army, by God. 
aubrey. Yes: because you drop bombs on sleeping vil- 
lages. And even then you have to be an officer. Are you a 
gentleman? 

the sergeant. No, sir: it wouldnt pay me. I couldnt 
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afford it. 

Disturbance. A voice is heard in complaint and lamen- 
tation. It is that of the Elderly Lady , Mrs Mopply. She 
is pursuing Colonel Tallboys down the path through the 
gap , the lady distracted and insistent , the colonel almost 
equally distracted: she clutching him and stopping him: 
he breaking loose and trying to get away from her. She is 
dressed in black precisely as if she were in Cheltenham, , 
except that she wears a sun helmet. He is equipped with a 
box of sketching materials slung over his shoulder , an 
easel, which he has tucked under his left arm , and a sun 
umbrella , a substantial affair of fawn lined with red, 
podgily rolled up, which he carries in his right hand. 

mrs mopply. I wont be patient. I wont be quiet. My 
child is being murdered. 

tallboys. I tell you she is not being murdered. Will 
you be good enough to excuse me whilst I attend to my 
business. 

mrs mopply. Your business is to save my child. She is 
starving. 

tallboys. Nonsense. Nobody starves in this country. 
There are plenty of dates. Will you be good enough— 
mrs mopply. Do you think my child can live on dates? 
She has to have a sole for breakfast, a cup of nourishing 
soup at eleven, a nice chop and a sweetbread for lunch, a 
pint of beef-tea with her ordinary afternoon tea, and a 
chicken and some lamb or veal — 

tallboys. Will you be good enough — 
mrs mopply. My poor delicate child with nothing to 
eat but dates! And she is the only one I have left: they 
were all delicate — 

tallboys. I really must — [He breaks away and hur- 
ries off along the beach past the Abode of Love ] . 

mrs mopply [ running after him] Colonel, Colonel: 
you might have the decency to listen to a distracted mother 
for a moment. Colonel: my child is dying. She may be 
dead for all I know. And nobody is doing anything; no- 
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body cares. Oh dear, wont you listen — [Her voice is lost 
in the distance]. 

Whilst they are staring mutely after the retreating 
-pair, the patient , still in her slave girl attire , but with sonte 
brilliant variations, comes down the path. 

the patient. My dream has become a nightmare. My 
mother has pursued me to these shores. I cannot shake her 
off. No woman can shake off her mother. There should be 
no mothers: there should be only women, strong women 
able to stand by themselves, not dingers. I would kill all 
the dingers. Mothers cling: daughters cling: we are all 
like drunken women clinging to lamp posts: none of us 
stands upright, 

the elder. There is great comfort in clinging, and 
great loneliness in standing alone. 

the patient. Hallo! [She climbs to the St Pauls plat- 
form and peers into the cell]. A sententious anchorite! [ T o 
Aubrey j . Who is he? 

aubrey. The next worst thing to a mother: a father. 
the elder. A most unhappy father. 
aubrey. My father, in fact. 
the patient. If only I had had a father to stand be- 
tween me and my mother's care. Oh, that I had been an 

orphan! . . , . , 

THE sergeant. You will be, miss, if the old lady 
drives the colonel too hard, She has been at him all the 
morning, ever since she arrived; and 1 know the colonel. 
He has a temper; and when it gives way, it’s a bit of high 
explosive. He’ll kill her if she pushes him too far. 

the patient. Let him kill her. I am young and 
strong: I want a world without parents: there is no room 
for them in my dream, I shall found a sisterhood. 

AUBREY. All right, Mops. Get thee to a nunnery. ^ 

the 
come in 
must be 
plenty o 


patient. It need not be a nunnery ii men 
without spoiling everything. But all the women 
rich There must be no chill of poverty. There are 
f rich women like me who hate being devoured by 
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parasites. 

aubrey. Stop. You have the most disgusting mental 
pictures, I really cannot stand intellectual coarseness. 
Sweetie’s vulgarity I can forgive and even enjoy. But you 
say perfectly filthy things that stick in my mind, and 
break my spirit. I can bear no more of it. [He rises angrily 
and tries to escape by the beach past the A bode of Love ] . 

sweetie. Youre dainty, amt you? If chambermaids 
were as dainty as you, youd have to empty your own slops. 

aubrey [recoiling from her with a yell of disgust] 
You need not throw them in my teeth, you beast. [He sits 
in his former place, sulking ]. 

the elder. Silence, boy. These are home truths. They 
are good for you. [To the patient ]. May I ask, young 
woman, what are the relations between you and my son, 
whom you seem to know. 

the patient. Popsy stole my necklace, and got me to 
run away with him by a wonderful speech he made about 
freedom and sunshine and lovely scenery. Sweetie made 
me write it all down and sell it to a tourist agency as an 
advertisement. And then I was devoured by parasites: by 
tourist agencies, steamboat companies, railways, motor car 
people, hotel keepers, dressmakers, servants, all trying to 
get my money by selling me things I dont really want; 
shoving me all over the globe to look at what they call new 
skies, though they know as well as I do that it is only the 
same old sky everywhere; and disabling me by doing all 
the things for me that I ought to do for myself to keep my- 
self in health. They preyed on me to keep themselves alive: 
they pretended they were making me happy when it was 
only by drinking and drugging — cocktails and cocaine — 
that I could endure my life. 

aubrey. I regret to have to say it, Mops; but you 
have not the instincts of a lady. [He sits down moodily on 
a stone a little way up the path ] . 

the patient. You fool, there is no such thing as a 
lady. I have the instincts of a good housekeeper: I want 
704 



TOO TRUE TO BE GOOD 
to clean up this filthy world and keep it clean. There must 
be other women who want it too. Florence Nightingale had 
the same instinct when she went to clean up the Crimean 
war. She wanted a sisterhood; but there wasnt one. 

the elder. There were several. But steeped in super- 
stition, unfortunately. 

the patient. Yes, all mixed up with things that I 
dont believe. Women have to set themselves apart to join 
them. 1 dont want to set myself apart. I want to have every 
woman in my sisterhood, and to have all the others stran- 
gled. 

the elder. Down! down! down! Even the young, 
the strong, the rich, the beautiful, feel that they are plung- 
ing into a bottomless pit. 

the sergeant. Your set, miss, if you will excuse me 
saying so, is only a small bit of the world. If you dont like 
the officers’ mess, the ranks are open to you. Look at 
Meek! That man could be an emperor if he laid his mind 
to it: but he’d rather be a private. He’s happier so. 

the patient. 1 dont belong to the poor, and dont 
want to. I always knew that there were thousands of poor 
people; and I was taught to believe that they were poor 
because God arranged it that way to punish them for being 
dirty and drunken and dishonest, and not knowing how to 
read and write. But I didnt know that the rich were misera- 
ble. I didnt know that 1 was miserable. 1 didnt know that 
our respectability was uppish snobbery and our religion 
gluttonous selfishness, and that my soul was starving on 
them. I know now. I have found myself out thoroughly 
in my dream. 

the elder. You are young. Some good man may cure 
you of this for a few happy years. When you fall in love, 

life will seem worth living. . , 

the patient. I did fall in love. With that thing. And 
though I was never a hotel chambermaid I got tired of him 
sooner than Sweetie did. Love gets people into difficulties, 
not out of them. No more lovers for me: I want a sister- 
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parasites. 

aubuf.y. Stop. You have the most disgusting mental 
pictures. I really cannot stand intellectual coarseness. 
Sweetie’s vulgarity I can forgive and even enjoy. But you 
say perfectly filthy things that stick in my mind, and 
break my spirit. I can bear no more of it. | He rises angrily 
and tries to escape by the beach past the Abode of Love}. 

sweetie. Youre dainty, arnt you? If chambermaids 
were as dainty as you, youd have to empty your own slops, 
aubrey [recoiling from her with a yell of disgust ] 
You need not throw them in my teeth, you beast. [He sits 
in his former place , sulking \ . 

the eider. Silence, boy. These are home truths. They 
are good for you. [ To the patient | . May I ask, young 
woman, what are the relations between you and my son, 
whom you seem to know. 

the patient. Popsy stole my necklace, and got me to 
run away with him hy a wonderful speech he made about, 
freedom and sunshine and lovely scenery. Sweetie made 
me write it all down and sell it to a tourist agency as an 
advertisement. And then I was devoured by parasites: by 
tourist agencies, steamboat companies, railways, motor car 
people, hotel keepers, dressmakers, servants, all trying to 
get my money by selling me things I dont really want; 
shoving me all over the globe to look at what they call new 
skies, though they know as well as I do that it is only the 
same old sky everywhere; and disabling me by doing all 
the things for me that I ought to do for myself to keep my- 
self in health. They preyed on me to keep themselves alive: 
they pretended they were making me happy when it was 
only by drinking and drugging — cocktails and cocaine — 
that I could endure my life. 

aubrey. I regret to have to say it, Mops; but you 
have not the instincts of a lady. [He sits down moodily on 
a stone a little my up the path ] . 

the patient. You fool, there is no such thing as a 
lady. I have the instincts of a good housekeeper: I want 
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to clean up this filthy world and keep it clean. There must 
be other women who want it too. Florence Nightingale had 
the same instinct when she went to clean up the Crimean 
war. She wanted a sisterhood; but there wasnt one. 

THE ELDER. There were several. But steeped in super- 
stition, unfortunately. 

the patient. Yes, all mixed up with things that 1 
dont believe. Women have to set themselves apart to join 
them. I dont want to set myself apart. I want to have every 
woman in my sisterhood, and to have all the others stran- 
gled. 

the elder, Down! down! down! Even the young, 
the strong, the rich, the beautiful, feel that they are plung- 
ing into a bottomless pit. 

THE sergeant. Your set, miss, if you will excuse me 
saying so, is only a small bit of the world. If you dont like 
the officers’ mess, the ranks are open to you. Look at 
Meek! That man could be an emperor if he laid his mind 
to it: but he’d rather be a private. He’s happier so. 

the patient. I dont belong to the poor, and dont 
want to. I always knew that there were thousands of poor 
people; and I was taught to believe that they were poor 
because God arranged it that way to punish them for being 
dirty and drunken and dishonest, and not knowing how to 
read and write. But I didnt know that the rich were misera- 
ble. I didnt know that I was miserable. I didnt know that 
our respectability was uppish snobbery and our religion 
gluttonous selfishness, and that my soul was starving on 
them. I know now. I have found myself out thoroughly — 
in my dream. 

the elder. You are young. Some good man may cure 
you of this for a few happy years. When you fall in love, 
life will seem worth living. 

the patient, I did fall in love. With that thing. And 
though I was never a hotel chambermaid I got tired of him 
sooner than Sweetie did. Love gets people into difficulties, 
not out of them. No more lovers for me: I want a sister- 
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hood. Since I came here I have been wanting to join the 
army, like Joan of Arc. It’s a brotherhood, of a sort. 

the sergeant. Yes, miss: that is so; and there used to 
be a peace of mind in the army that you could find no- 
where else. But the war made an end of that. You see, miss, 
the great principle of soldiering, I take it, is that the world 
is kept going by the people who want the right thing kill- 
ing the people who want the wrong thing. When the 
soldier is doing that, he is doing the work of God, which 
my mother brought me up to do. But thats a very different 
thing from killing a man because he’s a German and he 
killing you because youre an Englishman. We were not 
killing the right people in 1915. We werent even killing 
the wrong people. It was innocent men killing one another. 
the patient. Just for the fun of it. 
the sergeant. No, miss: it was no fun. For the misery 
of it. 

the patient. For the devilment of it, then. 
the serceant, For the devilment of the godless rulers 
of this world. Those that did the killing hadnt even the 
devilment to comfort them: what comfort is there in 
screwing on a fuse or pulling a string when the devilment 
it makes is from three to forty miles off, and you dont 
know whether you have only made a harmless hole in the 
ground or blown up a baby in its cradle that might have 
been your own? That wasnt devilment: it was damnation. 
No, miss: the bottom has come out of soldiering. What the 
gentleman here said about our all falling into a bottomless 
pit came home to me, I feel like that too. 
the elder, Lost souls, all of us. 
the patient. No: only lost dogs. Cheer up, old man: 
the lost dogs always find their way home. [ The voice of the 
Elderly Lady is heard returning]. Oh! here she comes 
again! 

Mrs Mopply is still ‘pursuing the colonel, who is walk- 
ing doggedly and steadily away from her, with closed lips 
and a dangerous expression on his set features. 
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mrs mopply. You wont even speak to me. It’s a dis- 
grace. I will send a cable message home to the Govern- 
ment about it. You were sent out here to rescue my daugh- 
ter from these dreadful brigands. Why is nothing being 
done? What are the relations between yourself and that 
disgraceful countess who ought to have her coronet 
stripped off her back? You are all in a conspiracy to mur- 
der my poor lost darling child. You are in league with the 
brigands. You are — 

The colonel turns at hay , and brings down his um- 
brella whack on poor Mrs Mopply' s helmet. 

MRS MOPPLY. Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! [With a series o ) 
short, dry, detached screams she totters and flutters back 
along the beach out of sight like a wounded bird]. 

General stupefaction. All stare at the colonel aghast. 
The sergeant rises in amazement, and remains standing 
afterwards as a matter of military etiquette. 

the patient. Oh, if only someone had done that to 
her twenty years ago, how different my childhood would 
have been! But I must see to the poor old dear. [She runs 
after her mother] . 

aubrey. Colonel: you have our full, complete, unre- 
served sympathy. We thank you from the bottom of our 
hearts. But that does not alter the fact that the man who 
would raise his hand to a woman, save in the way of kind- 
ness, is unworthy the name of Briton. 

tallboys. I am perfectly aware of that, sir. I need no 
reminder. The lady is entitled to an apology. She shall 
have it. 

the elder. But have you considered the possibility of 
a serious injury — 

tallboys [cutting him short ] My umbrella is quite 
uninjured, thank you. The subject is now closed. [He sits 
down on the stone below St Pauls recently vacated by 
Aubrey. His manner is so decisive that nobody dares carry 
the matter further ] . 

As they sit uneasily seeking one another’s eyes and 
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avoiding them again , dumbfounded by the violence of the 
catastrophe, a noise like that of a machine gun in action 
reaches their ears from afar. It increases to shattering in- 
tensity as it approaches. They all put their fingers to their 
ears. It diminishes slightly, then suddenly rises to a climax 
of speed and uproar, and stops. 
tallboys. Meek. 
aubrey. Meek, 
sweetie. Meek. 

the elder. What is this? Why do you all say Meek? 
Meek, dusty and gritty, but very alert , comes down the 
path through the gap with a satchel of papers. 

tallboys. My dear Meek, can you not be content with 
a motor cycle of ordinary horse power? Must you always 
travel at eighty miles an hour? 

meek. I have good news for you, Colonel; and good 
news should travel fast. 
tallboys. For me? 

meek. Your K.C.B., sir. | Presenting a paper] Honors 
list by wireless. 

tallboys | rising joyously to take the paper] Ah! 
Congratulate me, my friends. My dear Sarah is Lady Tall- 
boys at last. [He resumes his seat and pores over the 
paper], 

aubrey Splendid! 

the sergeant r , ■. _ You deserve it, sir, if I 
*• ° ■* may say so. 

sweetie Delighted, I am sure. 

the elder, May I crave to know the nature of the dis- 
tinguished service which has won this official recognition, 
sir? 

tallboys. I have won the battle of the maroons. I have 
suppressed brigandage here. I have rescued a British lady 
from the dutches of the brigands. The Government is pre- 
paring for a general election, and has had to make the most 
of these modest achievements. 

the elder. Brigands! Are there any here? 
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tallboys. None. 

THE elder. But— ? The British lady? In their 
clutches? 

tallboys. She has been in my clutches, and perfectly 
safe, all the time. 

the elder [more and more -puzzled] Oh! Then the 
battle of the — 

tallboys. Won by Private Meek. I had nothing what- 
ever to do with it. 

aubrey. I invented the brigands and the British lady. 
[To Tallboys] By the way, Colonel, the impressive old 
party in the shrine is my father. 

tallboys. Indeed! Happy to meet you, sir, though I 
cannot congratulate you on your son, except in so far as 
you have brought into the world the most abandoned liar 
I have ever met. 

the elder. And may I ask, sir, is it your intention not 
only to condone my son’s frauds, but to take advantage of 
them to accept a distinction which you have in no way 
earned? 

tallboys, I have earned it, sir, ten times over. Do you 
suppose, because the brigandage which I am honored for 
suppressing has no existence, that I have never suppressed 
real brigands? Do you forget that though this battle of 
which I am crowned victor was won by a subordinate, I, 
too, have won real battles, and seen all the honors go to 
a brigadier who did not even know what was happening? 
In the army these things average themselves out: merit is 
rewarded in the long run. Justice is none the less justice 
though it is always delayed, and finally done by mistake. 
My turn today: Private Meek’s tomorrow. 

the father. And meanwhile Mr Meek — this humble 
and worthy soldier — is to remain in obscurity and poverty 
whilst you are strutting as a K.C.B. 

tallboys. How I envy him! Look at me and look at 
him! I, loaded with responsibilities whilst my hands are 
tied, my body disabled, my mind crippled because a colonel 
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must not do anything but give orders and look significant 
and profound when his mind is entirely vacant! he, free to 
turn his hand to everything and to look like an idiot when 
he feels like one! I have been driven to sketching in water- 
colors because I may not use my hands in life’s daily useful 
business. A commanding officer must not do this, must not 
do that, must not do the other, must not do anything but 
tell other men to do it. He may not even converse with 
them. I see this man Meek doing everything that is natural 
to a complete man: carpentering, painting, digging, pulling 
and hauling, fetching and carrying, helping himself and 
everybody else, whilst I, with a bigger body to exercise and 
quite as much energy, must loaf and loll, allowed to do 
nothing but read the papers and drink brandy and water 
to prevent myself going mad. I should have become a 
drunkard had it not been for the colors. 

the sergeant. Ah yes, sir, the colors. The fear of dis- 
gracing them has kept me off the drink many a time. 

tallboys. Man: I do not mean the regimental colors, 
but the watercolors. How willingly would I exchange my 
pay, my rank, my K.C.B., for Meek’s poverty, his ob- 
scurity! 

meek.. But, my dear Colonel — sorry, sir: what I mean 
to say is that you can become a private if you wish. Nothing 
easier: I have done it again and again. You resign your 
commission j take a new and very common name by deed 
poll; dye your hair and give your age to the recruiting ser- 
geant as twenty-two, and there you are! You can select 
your own regiment. 

tallboys. Meek: you should not tantalize your com- 
manding officer. No doubt you are an extraordinary soldier. 
But have you ever passed the extreme and final test of 
manly courage? 

meek. Which one is that, sir? 
tallboys. Have you ever married? 
meek. No, sir. 

tallboys. Then do not ask me why I do not resign my 
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commission and become a free and happy private. My wife 
would not let me. 

the countess. Why dont you hit her on the head with 
your umbrella? 

tallboys. I dare not. There are moments when I wish 
some other man would. But not in my presence. I should 
kill him. 

THE ELDER. We are all slaves. But at least your son is 
an honest man. 

tallboys. Is he? I am glad to hear it. I have not 
spoken to him since he shirked military service at the be- 
ginning of the war and went into trade as a contractor. He 
is now so enormously rich that I cannot afford to keep up 
his acquaintance. Neither need you keep up that of your 
son. By the way, he passes here as the half step-brother of 
this lady, the Countess Valbrioni. 

sweetie. Valbrioni be blowed! My name is Susan 
Simpkins. Being a countess isnt worth a damn. There’s no 
variety in it: no excitement. What I want is a month’s leave 
for the sergeant. Wont you give it to him, Colonel? 

tallboys. What for? 

sweetie, Never mind what for. A fortnight might do; 
but I dont know for certain yet. There’s something steady- 
ing about him; and I suppose I will have to setde down 
some day. 

tallboys. Nonsense! The sergeant is a pious man, not 
your sort. Eh, Sergeant? 

sergeant. Well, sir, a man should have one woman to 
prevent him from thinking too much about women in 
general, You cannot read your Bible undisturbed if visions 
and wandering thoughts keep coming between you and it. 
And a pious man should not marry a pious woman: two 
of a trade never agree. Besides, it would give the children 
a onesided view of life. Life is very mixed, sir: it is not 
all piety and it is not all gaiety. This young woman has no 
conscience; but I have enough for two. I have no money; 
but she seems to have enough for two. Mind: I am not 
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committing myself ; but I will go so far as to say that I 
am not dead set against it. On the plane of this world and 
its vanities — and weve got to live in it, you know, sir — she 
appeals to me. 

atjbrey. Take care, Sergeant. Constancy is not 
Sweetie’s strong point. 

the sergeant. Neither is it mine. As a single man and 
a wandering soldier I am fair game for every woman. But 
if I settle down with this girl she will keep the others off. 
I’m a bit tired of adventures. 

sweetie. Well, if the truth must be told, so am I. We 
were made for one another, Sergeant, What do you say? 

the sergeant. Well, I dont mind keeping company 
for a while, Susan, just to see how we get along together. 

The voice of Mrs Mop-ply is again heard-. Its tone is 
hardy and even threatening ; and its sound is approaching 
rapidly. 

mrs mopply’s voice. You just Jet me alone, will you? 
Nobody asked you to interfere. Get away with you. 

General awe and dismay. Mrs Mnpply appears striding 
resolutely along the beach. She walks straight -up to the 
colonel , and is about to address him when he rises firmly to 
the occasion and takes the word out of her mouth. 

tallboys. Mrs Mopply: I have a duty to you which 
I must discharge at once. At our last meeting, I struck you. 

mrs mopply. Struck me! You bashed me. Is that what 
you mean? 

tallboys. If you consider my expression inadequate 
I am willing to amend it. Let us put it that I bashed you. 
Well, I apologize without reserve, fully and amply. If 
you wish, I will give it to you in writing. 

mrs mopply. Very well. Since you express your regret, 
I suppose there is nothing more to be said. 

tallboys [darkening ominously ] Pardon me. I apolo- 
gized, I did not express my regret. 

aubrey. Oh, for heaven’s sake, Colonel, dont start her 
again. Dont qualify your apology in any way. 
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mrs mopply. You shut up, whoever you are. 
tallboys. I do not qualify my apology in the least. 
My apology is complete. The lady has a right to it. My 
action was inexcusable. But no lady — no human being — has 
a right to impose a falsehood on me. I do not regret my 
action. I have never done anything which gave me more 
thorough and hearty satisfaction. When I was a company 
officer I once cut down an enemy in the field. Had I not 
done so he would have cut me down. It gave me no satis- 
faction: I was half ashamed of it: I have never before 
spoken of it. But this time I struck with unmixed enjoy- 
ment. In fact I am grateful to Mrs Mopply. I owe her 
one of the very few delightfully satisfactory moments of 
my life. 

mrs mopply. Well, thats a pretty sort of apology, isnt 
it? 

tallboys | firmly ] I have nothing to add, madam. 
mrs mopply. Well, I forgive you, you peppery old 
blighter. 

Sensation. They catch their breaths , and stare at one 
another in consternation. The •patient arrives. 

the patient. I am sorry to say, Colonel Tallboys, that 
you have unsettled my mother’s reason. She wont believe 
that I am her daughter. She’s not a bit like herself. 

mrs mopply. Isnt she? What do you know about my- 
self? my real self? They told me lies; and I had to pretend 
to be somebody quite different. 

tallboys. Who told you lies, madam? It was not with 
my authority. 

mrs mopply. I wasnt thinking of you. My mother told 
me lies. My nurse told me lies. My governess told me 
lies. Everybody told me lies. The world is not a bit like 
what they said it was. I wasnt a bit like what they said I 
ought to be. I thought I had to pretend. And I neednt have 
pretended at all. 

the elder. Another victim! She, too, is falling 
through the bottomless abyss. 
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MRS mopply. I dont know who you are or what you 
think you mean; but you have just hit it: I dont know my 
head from my heels. Why did they tell me that children 
couldnt live without medicine and three meat meals a 
day? Do you know that I have killed two of my children 
because they told me that? My own children! Murdered 
them, just! 

the elder. Medea! Medea! 
mrs mopply. It isn’t an idea: it’s the truth. I will never 
believe anything again as long as I live. I’d have killed the 
only one I had left if she hadnt run away from me. I was 
told to sacrifice myself — to live for others; and I did it if 
ever a woman did. They told me that everyone would love 
me for it; and I thought they would; but my daughter ran 
away when I had sacrificed myself to her until I found my- 
self wishing she would die like the others and leave me a 
little to myself. And now I find it was not only my daugh- 
ter that hated me but that all my friends, all the time they 
were pretending to sympathize, were just longing to bash 
me over the head with their umbrellas. This poor man only 
did what all the rest would have done if theyd dared. 
When I said I forgave you I meant it: I am greatly obliged 
to you. [She kisses him]. But now what am I to do? How 
am I to behave in a world thats just the opposite of every- 
thing I was told about it? 

the patient. Steady, mother! steady! steady! Sit 
down. [She picks up a heavy stone and places it near the 
Abode of Love for Mrs Mopply to sit on], 

mrs mopply [seating herself ] Dont you call me 
mother. Do you think my daughter could carry rocks about 
like that? she that had to call the nurse to pick up her 
Pekingese dog when she wanted to pet it! You think you 
can get round me by pretending to be my daughter; but 
that just shews what a fool you are; for I hate my daugh- 
ter and my daughter hates me, because I sacrificed myself 
to her, She was a horrid selfish girl, always ill and com- 
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plaining, and never satisfied, no matter how much you did 
for her. The only sensible thing she ever did was to steal 
her own necklace and sell it and run away to spend the 
money on herself. I expect she’s in bed somewhere with a 
dozen nurses and six doctors all dancing attendance on her. 
Youre not a bit like her, thank goodness: thats why Ive 
taken a fancy to you. You come with me, darling. I have 
lots of money, and sixty years of a misspent life to make 
up for; so you will have a good time with me. Come with 
me as my companion; and lets forget that there are such 
miserable things in the world as mothers and daughters. 
the patient. What use shall we be to one another? 
mrs mopply. None, thank God. We can do without 
one another if we dont hit it off. 

the patient. Righto! I’ll take you on trial until Ive 
had time to look about me and see what Pm going to do. 
But only on trial, mind. 

MRS MorPLY. Just so, darling. We’ll both be on trial. 
So thats settled. 

the patient. And now, Mr Meek, what about the 
little commission you promised to do for me? Have you 
brought back my passport? 

the countess. Your passport! Whatever for? 
aubrey. What have you been up to, Mops? Are you 
going to desert me? 

Meek advances and empties a heap of passports from 
his satchel on the sand , kneeling down to sort out the 
patient's. 

tallboys. What is the meaning of this? Whose pass- 
ports are these? What are you doing with them? Where 

did you get them? _ ... 

meek. Everybody within fifty miles is asking me to 

get a passport visa’d, 

tallboys. Visa’d! For what country? 
meek. For Beotia, sir. 
tallboys. Beotia? 
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meek. Yessir. The Union of Federated Sensible So- 
cieties, sir. The U.F.S.S. Everybody wants to go there now, 
sir. 

the countess. Well I never! 
the elder, And what is to become of our unhappy 
country if all its inhabitants desert it for an outlandish 
place in which even property is not respected? 

meek. No fear, sir: they wont have us. They wont 
admit any more English, sir: they say their lunatic asylums 
are too full already. I couldn’t get a single visa, except [to 
the Colonel ] for you, sir. 

tallboys. For me! Damn their impudence! I never 
asked for one. 

meek. No, sir; but their people have so much leisure 
that they are at their wits’ end for some occupation to keep 
them out of mischief. They want to introduce the only 
institution of ours that they admire. 

the elder. And pray which one is that? 
meek. The English school of watcrcolor painting, sir. 
Theyve seen some of the Colonel’s work; and theyll make 
him head of their centres of repose and culture if he’ll 
settle there. 

tallboys. This cannot be time, Meek. It indicates a 
degree of intelligence of which no Government is capable. 
meek. It’s true, sir, I assure you. 
tallboys. But my wife — 

meek. Yessir: I told them. [He repacks his satchel], 
tallboys. Well, well: there is nothing for it but to 
return to our own country. 

the elder. Can our own country return to its senses, 
sir? that is the question. 
tallboys. Ask Meek. 

meek. No use, sir: all the English privates want to be 
colonels: there’s no salvation for snobs. [To Tallboys] 
Shall I see about getting the expedition back to England, 
sir? 

tallboys. Yes. And get me two tubes of rose madder 
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and a big one of Chinese White, will you? 

meek [about to go] Yessir. 

THE elder. Stop. There are police in Eng land . What 
is to become of my son there? 

sweetie [rising] Make Popsy a preacher, old man. 
But dont start him until weve gone. 

the elder, Preach, my son, preach to your heart’s 
content. Do anything rather than steal and make your 
military crimes an excuse for your civil ones. Let men call 
you the reverend. Let them call you anything rather than 
thief. 

aubrey [ rising ] If I may be allowed to improve the 
occasion for a moment — 

General consternation. All who are sealed rise in alarm, 
except the patient , who jumps up and- daps her hands in 
mischievous encouragement to the orator. 

mrs mopply You hold your tongue, 

young man. 

sweetie Oh Lord! we’re in for it 

■ T together] ■ now ‘ 

the elder L * J Shame and silence would 

better become you, sir. 

the patient Go on, Pops. It’s the only 

thing you do well. 

aubrey [continuing] — it is clear to me that though we 
seem to be dispersing quietly to do very ordinary things: 
Sweetie and the sergeant to get married [the sergeant 
hastily steals down from his grotto , beckoning to Sweetie 
to follow him. They both escape along the beach ] the 
colonel to his wife, his watercolors, and his K.C.B. [the 
colonel hurries away noiselessly in the opposite direction ] 
Napoleon Alexander Trotsky Meek to his job of repatriat- 
ing the expedition [Meek takes to flight up the path 
through the gap ] Mops, like Saint Teresa, to found an 
unladylike sisterhood with her mother as cook-housekeeper 
[Mrs Mopply hastily follows the sergeant, dragging with 
her the patient, who is listening to Aubrey with signs of 
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becoming raft in his discourse] yet they are all, like my 
father here, falling, falling, falling endlessly and hope- 
lessly through a void in which they can find no footing. 

[ The Elder vanishes into the recesses of St Pauls , leaving 
his son to f reach in solitude.] There is something fantastic 
about them, something unreal and perverse, something 
profoundly unsatisfactory. They are too absurd to be be- 
lieved in; yet they are not fictions: the newspapers are full 
of them: what storyteller, however reckless a liar, would 
dare to invent figures so improbable as men and women 
with their minds stripped naked? Naked bodies no longer 
shock us: our sunbathers, grinning at us from every illus- 
trated summer number of our magazines, are nuder than 
shorn lambs. But the horror of the naked mind is still more 
than we can bear. Throw off the last rag of your bathing 
costume; and I shall not blench nor expect you to blush. 
You may even throw away the outer garments of your 
souls: the manners, the morals, the decencies. Swear; use 
dirty words; drink cocktails; kiss and caress and cuddle 
until girls who are like roses at eighteen are like battered 
demireps at twenty-two: in all these ways the bright young 
things of the victory have scandalized their dull old pre- 
war elders and left nobody but their bright young selves a 
penny the worse. But how are we to bear this dreadful new 
nakedness: the nakedness of the souls who until now have 
always disguised themselves from one another in beautiful 
impossible idealisms to enable them to bear one another’s 
company. The iron lightning of war has burnt great rents 
in these angelic veils, just as it has smashed great holes in 
our cathedral roofs and torn great gashes in our hillsides. 
Our souls go in rags now; and the young are spying 
through the holes and getting glimpses of the reality that 
was hidden. And they are not horrified: they exult in hav- 
ing found us out: they expose their own souls; and when 
we their elders desperately try to patch our torn clothes 
with scraps of the old material, the young lay violent hands 
on us and tear from us even the rags that were left to us. 
But when they have stripped themselves and us utterly 
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naked, will they be able to bear the spectacle? You have 
seen me try to strip my soul before my father; but when 
these two young women stripped themselves more boldly 
than I— when the old woman had the mask struck from 
her soul and revelled in it instead of dying of it— I shrank 
from the revelation as from a wind bringing from the un- 
known regions of the future a breath which may be a breath 
of life, but of a life too keen for me to bear, and therefore 
for me a blast of death. I stand midway between youth and 
age like a man who has missed his train: too late for the 
last and too early for the next. What am I to do? What am 
I? A soldier who has lost his nerve, a thief who at his first 
great theft has found honesty the best policy and restored 
his booty to its owner. Nature never intended me for 
soldiering or thieving: I am by nature and destiny a 
preacher. I am the new Ecclesiastes. But I have no Bible, 
no creed: the war has shot both out of my hands. The war 
has been a fiery forcing house in which we have grown with 
a rush like flowers in a late spring following a terrible 
winter. And with what result? This: that we have out- 
grown our religion, outgrown our political system, out- 
grown our own strength of mind and character. The fatal 
word not has been miraculously inserted into all our 
creeds: in the desecrated temples where we knelt murmur- 
ing “I believe” we stand with stiff knees and staffer necks 
shouting “Up, all! the erect posture is the mark of the 
man: let lesser creatures kneel and crawl: we will not kneel 
and we do not believe.” But what next? Is no enough? For 
a boy, yes: for a man, never. Are we any the less obsessed 
with a belief when we are denying it than when we were 
affirming it? No: I must have affirmations to preach. With- 
out them the young will not listen to me; for even the 
young grow tired of denials. The negative-monger falls 
before the soldiers, the men of action, the fighters, strong 
in the old uncompromising affirmations which give them 
status, duties, certainty of consequences; so that the pugna- 
cious spirit of man in them can reach out and strike death- 
blows with steadfastly closed minds. Their way is straight 
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and sure; but it is the way of death ; and the preacher must 
preach the way of life. Oh, if I could only find it! \A 
white sett fog swirls up from the bench to his feet, rising 
and thuken'mg round him]. 1 am ignorant: 1 have lost my 
nerve and am intimidated: all I know is that 1 must find 
the way of life, for myself and all of us, or we shall surely 
perish. And meanwhile my gift has possession of me: I 
must preach and preach and preach no matter how late the 
hour and how short the day, no matter whether I have 
nothing to say — 

The fog has enveloped him ; the gap with its grottoes 
is lost to sight; the ponderous stones are wisps of shifting 
white cloud; there is left only fog: impenetrable fog; but 
the incorrigible preacher will not be denied his peroration , 
which, could we only hear it distinctly, would probably 
run — 

— or whether in some pentecostal flame of revelation the 
Spirit will descend on me and inspire me with a message 
the sound whereof shall go out unto all lands and realize 
for us at last the Kingdom and the Power and the Glory 
for ever and ever. Amen. 

The audience disperses {or the reader puts down the 
book) impressed in the English manner with the Pente- 
costal flame and the echo from the hard's Prayer. But fine 
words butter no parsnips. A few of the choicer spirits wdl 
know that the Pentecostal flame is always alight at the 
service of those strong enough to bear its terrible intensity. 
They will not forget that it is accompanied by a rushing 
mighty wind, and that any rascal who happens to be also 
a windbag can get a prodigious volume of talk out of it 
without ever going near enough to be shrivelled up. The 
author, though himself a professional talk maker, does not 
believe that the world can be saved by talk alone. He has 
given the rascal the last word; but his own favorite is the 
woman of action, who begins by knocking the wind out of 
the rascal , and ends with a cheerful conviction that the lost 
dogs always find their way home. So they will, perhaps , if 
the women go out and look for them. 
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PREFACE ON BOSSES 

T HOUGH this play of The Millionairess does not 
pretend to be anything more than a comedy of 
humorous and curious contemporary characters 
such as Ben Jonson might write were he alive now, yet it 
raises a question that has troubled human life and moulded 
human society since the creation. 

The law is equal before all of us; but we are not all 
equal before the law. Virtually there is one law for the 
rich and another for the poor, one law for the cunning 
and another for the simple, one law for the forceful and 
another for the feeble, one law for the ignorant and an- 
other for the learned, one law for the brave and another 
for the timid, and within family limits one law for the 
parent and no law at all for the child, 

In the humblest cabin that contains a family you may 
find a maitresse jemme who rules in the household by a 
sort of divine right. She may rule amiably by being able 
to think more quickly and see further than the others, or 
she may be a tyrant ruling violently by intensity of will 
and ruthless egotism. She may be a grandmother and she 
may be a girl . But the others find they are unable to resist 
her. Often of course the domestic tyrant is a man; but the 
phenomenon is not so remarkable in his case, as he is by 
convention the master and lawgiver of the hearthstone. 

In every business street you will find a shopkeeper who 
is always in difficulties and ends his business adventures in 
the bankruptcy court. Hard by you will find another shop- 
keeper, with no greater advantages to start with, or pos- 
sibly less, who makes larger and larger profits, and inspires 
more and more confidence in his banker, until he ends as 
the millionaire head of a giant multiple shop. 

How does the captain of a pirate ship obtain his posi- 
tion and maintain his authority over a crew of scoundrels 
who are all, like himself, outside the law? How does an 
obscure village priest, the son of humble fisherfolk, come 
to wear the triple crown and sit m the papal chair? How 
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do common soldiers liecomc Kings, Shahs, nnd Dictators? 
Why does :i hereditary peer find th.it he is u nonentity in 
a grand house organized and ruled hy his butler? 

Questions like these force themselves on us so con- 
tinually and ruthlessly that many turn in despair from 
Socialism and political reform on the ground that to 
abolish all the institutional tyrannies would only deliver 
the country helplessly into the hands of the horn bosses. 
A king, a prelate, a squire, a capitalist, a justice of the 
peace may be a good kind Christian soul, owing his posi- 
tion, as most of us do, to being the son of his father; but a 
born boss is one who rides roughshod over us by some mys- 
terious power that separates him from our species and 
makes us fear him: that is, hate him. 

What is to be done with that section of the possessors 
of specific talents whose talent is for moneymaking? His- 
tory and daily experience teach us that if the world does 
not devise some plan of ruling them, they will rule the 
world. Now it is not desirable that they should rule the 
world; for the secret of moneymaking is to care for noth- 
ing else and to work at nothing else; and its the world’s 
welfare depends on operations by which no individual can 
make money, whilst its ruin by war and drink and disease 
and drugs and debauchery is enormously profitable to 
moneymakers, the supremacy of the moneymaker is the 
destruction of the State. A society which depends on the 
incentive of private profit is doomed. 

And what about ambitious people who possess com- 
manding business ability or military genius or both? They 
are irresistible unless they are restrained by law; for or- 
dinary individuals are helpless in their hands. Are they to 
be the masters of society or its servants? 

What should the nineteenth century have done in its 
youth with Rothschild and Napoleon? What is the United 
States to do with its money kings and bosses? What are we 
to do with ours? How is the mediocre private citizen to 
hold his own with the able bullies and masterful women 
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who establish family despotisms, school despotisms, office 
despotisms, religious despotisms in their little circles all 
over the country? Our boasted political liberties are a 
mockery to the subjects of such despotisms. They may 
work well when the despot is benevolent; but they are 
worse than any political tyranny in the selfish cases. 

It is much more difficult to attack a personal despotism 
than an institutional one. Monarchs can be ab olish ed: they 
have been abolished in all directions during the last cen- 
tury and a half, with the result, however, of sometimes re- 
placing a personally amiable and harmless monarch, reign- 
ing under strict constitutional and traditional restraints, 
by energetic dictators and presidents who, having made 
hay of constitutions and traditions, are under no restraints 
at all. A hereditary monarch, on the throne because he is 
the son of his father, may be a normal person, amenable to 
reasonable advice from his councils, and exercising no au- 
thority except that conferred on him (or her) by the Con- 
stitution. Behead him, as we beheaded our Charles, or the 
French their Louis, and the born despot Cromwell or 
Napoleon (I purposely avoid glaring contemporary ex- 
amples because I am not quite sure where they will be by 
the time this book is published) takes his place. The same 
mysterious personal force that makes the household ty- 
rant, the school tyrant, the office tyrant, the brigand chief 
and the pirate captain, brings the born boss to the top by 
a gravitation that ordinary people cannot resist. 

The successful usurpers of thrones are not the worst 
cases. The political usurper may be an infernal scoundrel, 
ruthless in murder, treachery, and torture; but once his 
ambition is achieved and he has to rule a nation, the mag- 
nitude and difficulty of his job, and the knowledge that 
if he makes a mess of it he will fall as suddenly as he has 
risen, will civilize him with a ruthlessness greater than his 
own. When Henry IV usurped the English crown he cer- 
tainly did not intend to die of political overwork; but that 
is what happened to him. No political ruler could possi- 
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bly be as wickedly selfish and cruel as the tyrant of a 
private house. Queen Elizabeth was a mahreue femme ■ 
but she could have had her own way much more com- 
pletely as landlady of the Mermaid Tavern than she had 
as sovereign of England. Because Nero and Paul I of 
Russia could not be made to understand this, they were 
killed like mad dogs by their own courtiers. But our petty 
fireside tyrants are not killed. Christina of Sweden would 
not have had to abdicate if her realm had been a ten- 
roomed villa. Had Catherine II reigned over her husband 
only, she need not nor could not have had him murdered; 
but as Tsarina she was forced to liquidate poor Peter very 
much against her own easy good nature, which prevented 
her from scolding her maids properly. 

Modern Liberal democracy claims unlimited oppor- 
tunities for tyranny: qualification for rule by heredity and 
class narrows it and puts it in harness and blinkers. Espe- 
cially does such democracy favor money rule. It is in fact 
not democracy at all, but unashamed plutocracy. And as 
the meanest creature can become rich if he devotes his life 
to it, and the people with wider and more generous in- 
terests become or remain poor with equal certainty, plu- 
tocracy is the very devil socially, because it creates a sort 
of Gresham law by which the baser human currency drives 
out the nobler coinage. This is quite different from the sur- 
vival of the fittest in the contests of character and talent 
which are independent of money. If Moses is the only 
tribesman capable of making a code of laws, he inevitably 
becomes Lawgiver to all the tribes, and, equally inevitably, 
is forced to add to what he can understand of divine law 
a series of secular regulations designed to maintain his per- 
sonal authority. If he finds that it is useless to expect the 
tribesmen to obey his laws as a matter of common sense, he 
must persuade them that his inspiration is the result of 
direct and miraculous communication with their deity. 
Moses and Mahomet and Joseph Smith the Mormon had 
to plead divine revelations to get them out of temporary 
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and personal difficulties as well as out of eternal and im- 
personal ones. As long as an individual of their calibre re- 
mains the indispensable man (or woman) doing things that 
the common man can neither do without nor do for him- 
self, he will be, up to a point, the master of the common 
man in spite of all the democratic fudge that may be ad- 
vanced to the contrary. 

. Of course there are limits. He cannot go to the lengths 
at which the common man will believe him to be insane or 
impious: when measures of that complexion are necessary, 
as they very often are, he must either conceal them or 
mask them as follies of the sort the common man thinks 
splendid. If the ruler thinks it well to begin a world war 
he must persuade his people that it is a war to end war, and 
that the people he wants them to kill are diabolical scoun- 
drels; and if he is forced to suspend hostilities for a while, 
and does so by a treaty which contains the seeds of half a 
dozen new wars and is impossible enough in its conditions 
to make its violation certain, he must create a general be- 
lief that it is a charter of eternal peace and a monument 
of retributive justice. 

In this way the most honest ruler becomes a tyrant and 
a fabricator of legends and falsehoods, not out of any 
devilment in himself, but because those whom he rules do 
not understand his business, and, if they did, would not 
sacrifice their own immediate interests to the permanent 
interests of the nation or the world. In short, a ruler must 
not only make laws, and rule from day to day: he must, by 
school instruction and printed propaganda, create and 
maintain an artificial mentality which will endorse his pro- 
ceedings and obey his authority. This mentality becomes 
what we call Conservatism; and the revolt against it when 
it is abused oppressively or becomes obsolete as social con- 
ditions change, is classed as sedition, and reviled as Radi- 
calism, Anarchism, Bolshevism, or what you please. 

When a mentality is created and a code imposed, the 
born ruler, the Moses or Lenin, is no longer indispensa- 
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ble : routine government by dunderheads becomes possible 
and in fact preferable as long as the routine is fairly ap- 
propriate to the current phase of social development. The 
assumption of the more advanced spirits that revolutionists 
are always right is as questionable as the conservative as- 
sumption that they are always wrong. The industrious 
dunderhead who always does what was done last time be- 
cause he is incapable of conceiving anything better, makes 
the best routineer. This explains the enormous part played 
by dunderheads as such in the history of all nations, pro- 
voking repeated explanations of surprise at the littleness of 
the wisdom with which the world is governed. 

But what of the ambitious usurper? the person who has 
a capacity for kingship but has no kingdom and must there- 
fore acquire a readymade one which is getting along in its 
own way very wed without him? It cannot be contended 
with any plausibility that William the Conqueror was in- 
dispensable in England: he wanted England and grabbed 
it. He did this by virtue of his personal qualities, entirely 
against the will of the people of England, who, as far as 
they were politically conscious at all, would have greatly 
preferred Harold. But William had all the qualities that 
make an individual irresistible: the physical strength and 
ferocity of a king of beasts, the political genius of a king of 
men, the strategic cunning and tactical gumption of a mili- 
tary genius; and nothing that France or England could say 
or do prevailed against him. What are we to do with such 
people? 

When an established political routine breaks down and 
produces political chaos, a combination of personal ambi- 
tion with military genius and political capacity in a single 
individual gives that individual his opportunity. Napoleon, 
if he had been born a century earlier, would have had no 
more chance of becoming emperor of the French than 
Marshal Saxe had of supplanting Louis XV. In spite of the 
French Revolution, he was a very ordinary snob in his 
eighteenth-century sodal outlook. His assumption of the 
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imperial diadem, his ridiculous attempt to establish the 
little Buonaparte family on all the thrones under his con- 
troli his rcmanufacture of a titular aristocracy to make a 
court for himself, his silly insistence on imperial etiquette 
when he was a dethroned and moribund prisoner in St 
Helena, shew that, for all his genius, he was and always 
had been behind the times. But he was for a time irresistible 
because, though he could fight battles on academic lines 
only, and was on that point a routineer soldier, he could 
play the war game on the established procedure so su- 
perbly that all the armies of Europe crumpled up before 
him. It was easy for anti-Bonapartist writers, from Taine 
to Mr H. G. Wells, to disparage him as a mere cad; but 
Goethe, who could face facts, and on occasion rub them 
in, said simply “You shake your chains in vain.” Unfortu- 
nately for himself and Europe Napoleon was funda- 
mentally a commonplace human fool. In spite of his early 
failure in the cast he made a frightful draft on the man- 
hood of France for his march to Moscow, only to hurry 
back leaving his legions dead in the snow, and thereafter 
go from disaster to disaster. Bernadotte, the lawyer’s son 
who enlisted as a common soldier and ended unconquered 
on the throne of Sweden (his descendants still hold it), 
made a far better job of his affairs. When for the first 
time Napoleon came up against a really original com- 
mander at Waterloo, he still made all the textbook moves 
he had learnt at the military academy, and did not know 
when he was beaten until it was too late to do anything 
but run away. Instead of making for America at all hazards 
he threw himself on the magnanimity of the Prince Re- 
gent, who obviously could not have spared him even if 
he had wanted to. His attempt to wedge himself and his 
upstart family into the old dynasties by his divorce and 
his Austrian marriage ended in making him a notorious 
cuckold. But the vulgarer fool and the paltrier snob you 
prove Napoleon to have been, the more alarming becomes 
the fact that this shabby-genteel Corsican subaltern (and 
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a very unsatisfactory subaltern at that) dominated Europe 
for years, and placed on his own head the crown of Char- 
lemagne, Is there really nothing to be done with such men 
but submit to them until, having risen by their specialities, 
they ruin themselves by their vulgarities? 

It was easy for Napoleon to make a better job of re- 
storing order after the French Revolution than Sieyes, who 
tried to do it by writing paper constitutions, or than a 
plucky bully like Barras, who cared for nothing except 
feathering his own nest. Any tidy and public spirited per- 
son could have done as much with the necessary prestige. 
Napoleon got that prestige by feeding the popular appetite 
for military glory. He could not create that natural appe- 
tite; but he could feed it by victories; and he could use all 
the devices of journalism and pageantry and patriotic 
braggadocio to make La Gloire glorious. And all this be- 
cause, like William the Conqueror, he had the group of 
talents that make a successful general and democratic 
ruler. Had not the French Revolution so completely 
failed to produce a tolerable government to replace the 
monarchy it overthrew, and thereby reduced itself to des- 
peration, Napoleon would have been only a famous gen- 
eral like Saxe or Wellington or Marlborough, who under 
similar circumstances could and indeed must have become 
kings if they had been ungovernable enough to desire it. 
Only the other day a man without any of the social ad- 
vantages of these commanders made himself Shah of Iran. 

Julius Qesar and Cromwell also mounted on the debris 
of collapsing political systems; and both of them refused 
crowns. But no crown could have added to the power their 
military capacity gave them. Cresar bribed enormously; but 
there were richer men than he in Rome to play that game. 
Only, they could not have won the battle of Pharsalia. 
Cromwell proved invincible in the held — such as it was. 

It is not, however, these much hackneyed historical 
figures that trouble us now, Pharsalias and Dunbars and 
Waterloos are things of the past: battles nowadays last sev- 
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ends months and then peter out on barbed wire under the 
fire of machine guns. Suppose Ludendorff had been a 
Napoleon, and Haig a Marlborough, Wellington, and 
Cromwell rolled into one, what more could they have done 
than either declare modern war impossible or else keep 
throwing masses of infantry in the old fashion against 
slaughtering machinery like pigs in Chicago? Napoleon’s 
booklearnt tactics and the columns that won so many battles 
for hint would have no more chance nowadays than the 
ragged Irish pikemen on Vinegar Hill; and Wellington’s 
thin red line and his squares would have vanished in the 
fumes of T.N.T. on the Somme. “The Nelson touch” 
landed a section of the British fleet at the bottom of the 
Dardanelles. And yet this war, which, if it did not end 
civilized war (perhaps it did, by the way, though the War 
Office may not yet have realized it) at least made an end 
of the supremacy of the glory virtuoso who can play bril- 
liant variations on the battle of Hastings, has been followed 
by such a group of upstart autocrats as the world has ceased 
to suppose possible. Mussolini, Hitler, Kemal and Riza 
Khan began in the ranks, and have no Marengos to their 
credit; yet there they are at the top! 

Here again the circumstances gave the men their 
opportunity. Neither Mussolini nor Hitler could have 
achieved their present personal supremacy when I was bom 
in the middle of the nineteenth century, because the pre- 
vailing mentality of that deluded time was still hopefully 
parliamentary. Democracy was a dream, an idea. Every- 
thing would be well when all men had votes. Every- 
thing would be better than well when all women had 
votes. There was a great fear of public opinion because 
it was a dumb phantom which every statesman could iden- 
tify with his own conscience and dread as the Nemesis of 
unscrupulous ambition. That was the golden age of democ- 
racy: the phantom was a real and beneficent force. Many 
delusions are. In those days even our Conservative rulers 
agreed that we were a liberty loving people: that, for in- 
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stance, Englishmen would never tolerate compulsory mili- 
tary service as the slaves of foreign despots did. 

It was part of the democratic dream that Parliament 
was an instrument for carrying out the wishes of the 
voters, absurdly called its constituents. And as, in the nine- 
teenth century, it was still believed that British individual 
liberty forbad Parliament to do anything that it could 
possibly leave to private enterprise, Parliament was able 
to keep up its reputation by simply maintaining an effec- 
tive police force and enforcing private contracts. Even Fac- 
tory Acts and laws against adulteration and sweating were 
jealously resisted as interferences with the liberty of free 
Britons. If there was anything wrong, the remedy was an 
extension of the franchise. Like Hamlet, we lived on the 
chameleon’s dish “air, promise crammed.” 

But you cannot create a mentality out of promises 
without having to face occasional demands for their ma- 
terialization. The Treasury Bench was up for auction at 
every election, the bidding being in promises. The political 
parties, finding it much less troublesome to give the people 
votes than to carry out reforms, at last established adult 
suffrage. 

The result was a colossal disappointment and disillu- 
sion. The phantom of Democracy, alias Public Opinion, 
which, acting as an artificial political conscience, had re- 
strained Gladstone and Disraeli, vanished. The later par- 
liamentary leaders soon learnt from experience that they 
might with perfect impunity tell the nation one thing on 
Tuesday and the opposite on Friday without anyone 
noticing the discrepancy. The donkey had overtaken the 
carrots at last; and instead of eating them he allowed them 
to be snatched away from him by any confidence trickster 
who told him to look up into the sky. 

The diplomatists immediately indulged themselves 
with a prodigiously expensive war, after which the capi- 
talist system, which had undertaken to find employment 
for everybody at subsistence wages, and which, though it 
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had never fulfilled that undertaking, had at least found 
employment for enough of them to leave the rest too few 
to be dangerous, defaulted in respect of unprecedented 
millions of unemployed, who had to be bought off by doles 
administered with a meanness and cruelty which revived 
all the infamies of the Poor Law of a century ago (the days 
of Oliver Twist) and could not be administered in any 
kinder way without weakening the willingness of its recipi- 
ents to prefer even the poorliest paid job to its humilia- 
tions. 

The only way of escape was for the Government to 
organize the labor of the unemployed for the supply of 
their own needs. But Parliament not only could not do this, 
but could and did prevent its being done. In vain did the 
voters use their votes to place a Labor Government, with 
a Cabinet of Socialists, on the Treasury Bench. Parliament 
took these men, who had been intransigent Socialists and 
revolutionists all their lives, and reduced them to a con- 
dition of political helplessness in which they were indis- 
tinguishable except by name from the most reactionary 
members of the House of Lords or the military clubs. A 
Socialist Prime Minister, after trying for years to get the 
parliamentary car into gear for a move forward, and find- 
ing that though it would work easily and smoothly in 
neutral the only gear that would engage was the reverse 
gear (popularly called “the axe” because it could do noth- 
ing but cut down wages), first formed what he called a 
national government by a coalition of all parties, and then, 
having proved by this experiment that it did not make the 
smallest difference whether members of the Cabinet were 
the reddest of Bolsheviks or the bluest of Tories, made 
things easier by handing over his premiership to a col- 
league who, being a Conservative, and popular and amia- 
ble into the bargain, could steal a horse where a Socialist 
dare not look over a hedge, The voters rejected him at 
the next election; but he retained his membership or the 
Cabinet precisely as if he had been triumphantly returned. 
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Bismarck could have done no more. 

These events, helped by the terrific moral shock of 
the war, and the subsequent exposure of the patriotic lying 
by which the workers of Europe had been provoked to 
slaughter one another, made an end of the nineteenth cen- 
tury democratic mentality. Parliament fell into contempt; 
ballot papers were less esteemed than toilet papers; the 
men from the trenches had no patience with the liberties 
that had not saved them from being driven like sheep to 
the shambles. 

Of this change our parliamentarians and journalists 
had no suspicion. Creatures of habit, they went on as if 
nothing had occurred since Queen Victoria’s death except 
a couple of extensions of the franchise and an epochmaking 
revolution in Russia which they poohpoohed as a transient 
outburst of hooliganism fomented by a few bloodthirsty 
scoundrels, exactly as the American revolution and the 
French revolution had been poohpoohed when they, too, 
were contemporary. 

Here was clearly a big opportunity for a man psycholo- 
gist enough to grasp the situation and bold enough to act 
on it. Such a man was Mussolini. He had become known 
as a journalist by championing the demobilized soldiers, 
who, after suffering all the horrors of the war, had re- 
turned to find that the men who had been kept at home in 
the factories comfortably earning good wages, had seized 
those factories according to the Syndicalist doctrine of 
“workers’ control”, and were wrecking them in their help- 
less ignorance of business. As one indignant master-Fascist 
said to me “They were listening to speeches round red 
flags and leaving the cows unmilked.” 

The demobilized fell on the Syndicalists with sticks 
and stones. Some, more merciful, only dosed them with 
castor oil. They carried Mussolini to Rome with a rush. 
This gave him the chance of making an irreparable mistake 
and spending the next fifteen years in prison. It seemed 
just the occasion for a grand appeal for liberty, for democ- 
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racy, for a parliament in which the people were supreme: 
in short, for nineteenth century resurrection pie. Mussolini 
did not make that mistake. With inspired precision he de- 
nounced Liberty as a putrefying corpse. He declared that 
what people needed was not liberty but discipline, the 
sterner the better, He said that he would not tolerate Op- 
positions: he called for action and silence. The people, in- 
stead of being shocked like good Liberals, rose to him. He 
was able to organize a special constabulary who wore black 
shirts and applied the necessary coercion. 

Such improvised bodies attracted young men of mili- 
tary tastes and old soldiers, inevitably including a per- 
centage of ruffians and Sadists. This fringe of undesirables 
soon committed outrages and a couple of murders, where- 
upon all the Liberal newspapers in Europe shrieked with 
horror as if nothing else was happening in Italy. Mus- 
solini refused to be turned aside from his work like a par- 
liamentary man to discuss “incidents.” All he said was “I 
take the responsibility for everything that has happened.” 
When the Italian Liberals joined in the shrieking he 
seized the shriekers and transported them to the Lipari 
Isles. Parliament, openly flouted, chastised, and humili- 
ated, could do nothing. The people were delighted; for 
that was just how they wanted to see Parliament treated. 
The doctrinaires of liberty fled to France and England, 
preferring them to Lipari, and wrote eloquent letters to 
the papers demanding whether every vestige of freedom, 
freedom of speech, freedom of the press, freedom of Par- 
liament, was to be trampled under the heel of a ruthless dic- 
tator merely because the Italian trains were running punc- 
tually and travellers in Italy could depend on their lug- 
gage not being stolen without actually sitting on it. The 
English editors gave them plenty of space, and wrote sym- 
pathetic articles paraphrasing John Stuart Mill’s Essay 
on Liberty. Mussolini, now II Duce, never even looked 
round: he was busy sweeping up the elected municipalities, 
and replacing them with efficient commissioners of his own 
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choice, who had to do their job or get out. The editors had 
finally to accord him a sort of Pragmatic Sanction by an 
admission that his plan worked better than the old plan; 
but they were still blind to the fact staring them in the 
face that II Duce, knowing what the people wanted and 
giving it to them, was responding to the real democratic 
urge whilst the cold tealeaves of the nineteenth century 
were making them sick. It was evident that Mussolini was 
master of Italy as far as such mastership is possible; but 
what was not evident to Englishmen who had had their 
necks twisted the other way from their childhood was that 
even when he deliberately spat in the face of the League 
of Nations at Corfu, and defiantly asked the Powers 
whether they had anything to say about it, he was delight- 
ing his own people by the spectacle of a great Italian bully- 
ing the world, and getting away with it triumphantly. Par- 
liaments are supposed to have their fingers always on the 
people’s pulse and to respond to its slightest throb. Mus- 
solini proved that parliaments have not the slightest notion 
of how the people are feeling, and that he, being a good 
psychologist and a man of the people himself to boot, was 
a true organ of democracy. 

I, being a bit of a psychologist myself, also understood 
the situation, and was immediately denounced by the refu- 
gees and their champions as an anti-democrat, a hero wor- 
shipper of tyrants, and all the rest of it. 

Hitler’s case was different; but he had one quality in 
common with II Duce: he knew what the victorious Allies 
would fight for and what they would only bluster about. 
They had already been forced to recognize that their de- 
mands for plunder had gone far beyond Germany’s utmost 
resources. But there remained the clauses of the Versailles 
treaty by which Germany was to be kept in a condition of 
permanent, decisive, and humiliating military inferiority 
to the other Powers, and especially to France. Hitler was 
political psychologist enough to know that the time had 
arrived when it would be quite impossible for the Allies 
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to begin the war over again to enforce these clauses. He saw 
his opportunity and took it. He violated the clauses, and 
declared that he was going to go on violating them until a 
fully rc-armed Germany was on equal terms with the vic- 
tors. He did not soften his defiance by any word of argu- 
ment or diplomacy. He knew that his attitude was safe and 
sure of success; and he took care to make it as defiant as 
that of Ajax challenging the lightning. The Powers had 
either to renew the war or tear up the impossible clauses 
with a good grace. But they could not grasp the situation, 
and went oil nagging pitifully about the wickedness of 
breaking a treaty. Hitler said that if they mentioned that 
subject again Germany would withdraw from the League 
of Nations and cut the Powers dead. He bullied and 
snubbed as the man who understands a situation can al- 
ways bully and snub the nincompoops who are only whin- 
ing about it. He at once became a popular idol, and had the 
regular executive forces so completely devoted to him that 
he was able to disband the brownshirted constabulary he 
had organized on the Mussolini model. He met the con- 
ventional democratic challenge by plebiscites of ninety per 
cent in his favor. The myopia of the Powers had put him in 
a position so far stronger than Mussolini’s that he was able 
to kill seventy-seven of his most dangerous opponents at a 
blow and then justify himself completely before an as- 
sembly fully as representative as the British Parliament, 
the climax being his appointment as absolute dictator in 
Germany for life, a stretch of Csesarism no nineteenth cen- 
tury Hohenzollern would have dreamt of demanding. 

Hitler was able to go further than Mussolini because he 
had a defeated, plundered, humiliated nation to rescue and 
restore, whereas Mussolini had only an irritated but vic- 
torious one. He carried out a persecution of the Jews which 
went to the scandalous length of outlawing, plundering, 
and exiling Albert Einstein, a much greater man than any 
politician, but great in such a manner that he was quite 
above the heads of the masses and therefore so utterly 
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powerless economically and militarily that he depended 
for his very existence on the culture and conscience of the 
rulers of the earth. Hitler’s throwing Einstein to the Anti- 
semite wolves was an appalling breach of cultural faith. It 
raised the question which is the root question of this pref- 
ace: to wit, what safeguard have the weaponless great 
against the great who have myrmidons at their call ? It is 
the most frightful betrayal of civilization for the rulers 
who monopolize physical force to withhold their protection 
from the pioneers in thought. Granted that they are some- 
times forced to do it because intellectual advances may 
present themselves as quackery, sedition, obscenity, or blas- 
phemy, and always present themselves as heresies. Had 
Einstein been formally prosecuted and sentenced by the 
German National Socialist State, as Galileo was prosecuted 
by the Church, for shaking the whole framework of estab- 
lished physical science by denying the infallibility of New- 
ton, introducing fantastic factors into mathematics, de- 
stroying human faith in absolute measurement, and play- 
ing an incomprehensible trick with the sacred velocity of 
light, quite a strong case could have been made out by the 
public prosecutor. But to set the police on him because he 
was a Jew could be justified only on the ground that the 
Jews are the natural enemies of the rest of the human race, 
and that as a state of perpetual war necessarily exists be- 
tween them any Gentile has the same reason for killing 
any Jew at sight as the Roman soldier had for killing 
Archimedes. 

Now no doubt Jews are most obnoxious creatures. Any 
competent historian or psycho-analyst can bring a mass of 
incontrovertible evidence to prove that it would have been 
better for the world if the Jews had never existed. But I, 
as an Irishman, can, with patriotic relish, demonstrate the 
same of the English. Also of the Irish. If Herr Hitler 
would only consult the French and British newspapers and 
magazines of the latter half of 1914, he would learn that 
the Germans are a race of savage idolaters, murderers, 
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liars, and fiends whose assumption of the human form is 
thinner than that of the wolf In Little Red Riding Hood. 

We all live in glass houses. Is it wise to throw stones at 
the Jews? Is it wise to throw stones at all? 

Herr Hitler is not only an Antisemite, but a believer in 
the possibility and desirability of a pure bred German race. 

I should like to ask him why. All Germans are not Mo- 
zarts, not even Mendelssohns and Meyerbeers, both of 
whom, by the way, though exceptionally desirable Ger- 
mans, were Jews. Surely the average German can be im- 
proved. I am told that children bred from Irish colleens 
and Chinese laundrymen are far superior to inbred Irish or 
Chinese. Herr Hitler is not a typical German. I should not 
be at all surprised if it were discovered that his very mixed 
blood (all our bloods today are hopelessly mixed) got for- 
tified somewhere in the past by that of King David. He 
cannot get over the fact that the lost tribes of Israel expose 
us all to the suspicion (sometimes, as in Abyssinia, to the 
boast) that we arc those lost tribes, or at least that we must 
have absorbed them. 

One of my guesses in this matter is that Herr Hitler in 
his youth was fascinated by Houston Chamberlain’s Foun- 
dations of the XIX Century, an interesting book -which at 
the time of its appearance I recommended everybody to 
read. Its ethnology was not wholly imaginary. A smatter- 
ing of Mcndelism is all that one needs to know that the 
eternal fusion of races does not always blend them. The 
Jews will often throw up an apparently purebred Hittite 
or a pure-bred Philistine, The Germans throw up out- 
and-out blond beasts side by side with dark Saturnine types 
like the Fuhrer himself. I am a blond, much less an antique 
Roman than a Dane. One of my sisters was a brunette: the 
other had hair of a flaming red seen only in the Scottish 
Highlands, to which my ancestry has been traced. All these 
types with which writers like Chamberlain play: the Teu- 
tons and Latins, the Apollonians and Dionysians, the 
Nordics and Southics, the Dominants and Recessives, have 
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existed and keep cropping up as individuals, and exciting 
antipathies or affinities quite often enough to give substance 
to theories about them; but the notion that they can be 
segregated as races or species is bosh. We have nations 
with national characteristics ( rapidly fading, by the way), 
national languages, and national customs. But they de- 
teriorate without cross fertilization; and if Herr Hitler 
could put a stop to cross fertilization in Germany and pro- 
duce a population of brainless Bismareks Germany would 
be subjugated by crossfertilized aliens, possibly by cos- 
mopolitan Jews. There is more difference between a Cath- 
olic Bavarian and a Lutheran Prussian, between a tall fair 
Saxon and a stocky Baltic Celt, than there is between a 
Frankfort Jew and a Frankfort Gentile. Even in Africa, 
where pink emigrants struggle with brown and black na- 
tives for possession of the land, and our Jamaican miscege- 
nation shocks public sentiment, the sun sterilizes the pinks 
to such an extent that Cabinet ministers call for more emi- 
gration to maintain the pink population. They do not yet 
venture to suggest that the pinks had better darken their 
skins with a mixture Bantu or Zulu blood; but that con- 
clusion is obvious. In New Zealand, in Hawaii, there arc 
pure-bred pinks and yellows; but there are hardly any 
pure-bred Maories or South Sea Islanders left. In Africa 
the intelligent pink native is a Fusionist as between Dutch 
and British stock. The intelligent Jew is a Fusionist as be- 
tween Jew and Gentile stock, even when he is also a bit of a 
Zionist. Only the stupidest or craziest ultra-Nationalists 
believe that people corralled within the same political 
frontier are all exactly alike, and that they improve by con- 
tinuous inbreeding. 

Now Herr Hitler is not a stupid German. I therefore 
urge upon him that his Antisemitism and national exclu- 
siveness must be pathological: a craze, a complex, a bee in 
his bonnet, a hole in his amor, a hitch in his statesmanship, 
one of those lesions which sometimes prove fatal. As it has 
no logical connection with Fascism or National Socialism, 
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and has no effect on them except to bring them into dis- 
repute, I doubt whether it can survive its momentary use- 
fulness as an excuse for plundering raids and coups d'etat 
against inconvenient Liberals or Marxists. A persecution is 
always a man hunt; and man hunting is not only a very 
horrible sport but socially a dangerous one, as it revives a 
primitive instinct incompatible with civilization: indeed 
civilization rests fundamentally on the compact that it shall 
be dropped. 

And here comes the risk we run when we allow a dom- 
inant individual to become a despot. There is a story told 
of a pious man who was sustained through a lifetime of 
crushing misfortune by his steady belief that if he fought 
the good fight to the end he would at last stand in the pres- 
ence of his God. In due course he died, and presented him- 
self at the gates of heaven for his reward. St Peter, who 
was for some reason much worried, hastily admitted him 
and bade him go and enjoy himself. But the good man said 
that he did not want to enjoy himself: he wanted to stand 
in the presence of God. St Peter tried to evade the claim, 
dwelling on the other delights of heaven, coaxing, bully- 
ing, arguing. All in vain: he could not shake the claimant 
and could not deny his right. He sent for St Paul, who was 
as worried and as evasive as his colleague; but he also 
failed to induce the newcomer to forgo his promised privi- 
lege. At last they took him by the arms and led him to a 
mighty cathedral, where, entering by the west door, he 
saw the Ancient of Days seated in silent majesty on a throne 
in the choir. He sprang forward to prostrate himself at the 
divine feet, but was held back firmly by the apostles. “Be 
quiet” said St Paul. “He has gone mad; and we dont know 
what to do.” “Dont tell anybody” added St Peter. And 
there the story ends. 

But that is not how the story ends on earth. Make any 
common fellow an autocrat and at once you have the Beg- 
gar on Horseback riding to the devil. Even when, as the 
son of his father, he has been trained from infancy to be- 
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have well in harness and blinkers, he may go as mad sa- 
distically as a Roman emperor or a Russian Tsar. But that 
is only the extreme case. Uncommon people, promoted on 
their merits, are by no means wholly exempt from mega- 
lomania. Morris’s simple and profound saying that “no 
man is good enough to be another man’s master” holds 
good unless both master and man regard themselves as 
equally the fellow servants of God in States where God still 
reigns, or, in States where God is dead, as the subjects and 
agents of a political constitution applying humane princi- 
ples which neither of them may violate. In that case auto- 
crats are no longer autocrats. Failing any such religious or 
political creed all autocrats go more or less mad. That is a 
plain fact of political pathology. 

Judged in this light our present predicament is lamen- 
table. We no longer believe in the old “sanctions” (as 
they are called nowadays) of heaven and hell j and ex- 
cept in Russia there is not in force a single political con- 
stitution that enables and enjoins the citizen to earn his 
own living as a matter of elementary honesty, or that docs 
not exalt vast personal riches and the organization of 
slaughter and conquest above all other conditions and ac- 
tivities. The financier and the soldier are the cocks of the 
walk; and democracy means that their parasites and wor- 
shippers carry all before them. 

Thus when so many other tyrannies have been swept 
away by simple Liberalism, the tyranny of the talented in- 
dividuals will remain. Again I ask what are we to do with 
them in self-defence? Mere liquidation would be dis- 
astrous, because at present only about five per cent of the 
population are capable of making decisions of any impor- 
tance; and without many daily decisions civilization would 
go to pieces. The problem is how to make sure that the 
decisions shall be made in the general interest and not 
solely in the immediate personal interest of the decider. 
It was argued by our classical political economists that 
there is a divine harmony between these two interests of 
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such a nature that if every decider does the best for him- 
self the result will also be the best for everybody. In spite 
of a century of bitter experience of the adoption of these 
excuses for laziness in politics, shameless selfishness in in- 
dustry, and glorification of idle uselessness in the face of 
the degrading misery of the masses, they are still taught in 
our universities, and, what is worse, broadcast by university 
professors by wireless, as authentic political economy in- 
stead of what they really are: that is, the special pleading 
put forward in defence of the speculators, exploiters, and. 
parasitic property owners in whose grossly antisocial inter- 
ests the country is misgoverned. Since Karl Marx and 
Friedrich Engels exposed the horrible condition of the 
working classes that underlies the pursepride and snobbery 
of the upper middle classes and the prestige of the landed 
gentry and peerage there has been no substantial excuse for 
believing in the alleged harmony of interests. Nothing 
more diabolical can be conceived than the destiny of a civ- 
ilization in which the material sources of the people’s sub- 
sistence are privately owned by a handful of persons taught 
from childhood that every penny they can extort from the 
propertyless is an addition to the prosperity of their coun- 
try and an enrichment of the world at large. 

But private property is not the subject of my demon- 
stration in The Millionairess. Private property can be com- 
munized. Capitalists and landlords can be pressed into the 
service of the community, or, if they are idle 01 incorrigi- 
bly recalcitrant, handed over to the police. Under such cir- 
cumstances the speculator would find his occupation gone. 
With him would disappear the routine exploiter. But the 
decider, the dominator, the organizer, the tactician, the 
mesmerizer would remain; and if they were still educated 
as ladies and gentlemen are educated today, and conse- 
quently had the same sort of consciences and ambitions, 
tiiey would, if they had anything like our present pro- 
letariat to deal with, re-establish mdustnal anarchy and 
heritable private property in land with all their disastrous 
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consequences and Gadarenc destiny. And their rule, being 
that of able persons and not of nincompoops born with sil- 
ver spoons in their mouths, would at first produce some 
striking improvements in the working of the public serv- 
ices, including the elimination of dud dignitaries and the 
general bracing up of plodders and slackers, But when 
dominators die, and are succeeded by persons who can 
only work a routine, a relapse is inevitable; and the de- 
struction by the dominators of the organizations by which 
dtizens defend themselves against oppression (trade 
unions, for example) may be found to leave society less or- 
ganized than it was before the hand of the master had risen 
from the dust to which it has returned. For it is obvious that 
a business organized for control by an exceptionally omnip- 
otent and omniscient head will go to pieces when that head 
is replaced by a commonplace numskull. We need not go 
back to Richard Cromwell or the Duke of Reichstadt to 
illustrate this. It is occurring every day in commercial 
business. 

Now the remedy lies, not in the extermination of all 
dominators and deciders, but on the contrary in their mul- 
tiplication to what may be called their natural minority 
limit, which will destroy their present scarcity value. But 
we must also eliminate the mass of ignorance, weakness, 
and timidity which force them to treat fools according to 
their folly. Armies, fanatical sects and mobs, and the black- 
shirts complained of today by their black and blue victims, 
have consisted hitherto mostly of people who should not 
exist in civilized society. Titus Oates and Lord George 
Gordon owed their vogue to the London mob. There 
should not have been any London mob. The soldiers of 
Marlborough and Wellington were never-do-wells, men- 
tal defectives, and laborers with the minds and habits of 
serfs. Military geniuses could hunt with such products 
more easily than with a pack of hounds. Our public 
school and university education equips armies of this kind 
with appropriate staffs of officers. When both are extinct 
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we shall be able to breathe more freely. 

Let us therefore assume that the soldier and his officer 
as we know them, the Orange and Papist rioters of Belfast, 
the Moslem and Hindu irreconcilables of the east and the 
Ku-Klux-KJans and lynching mobs of the west, have 
passed away as the less dangerous prehistoric monsters have 
passed, and that all men and women are meeting on equal 
terms as far as circumstances and education are concerned. 
Let us suppose that no man can starve or flog his fellows 
into obeying him, or force upon them the alternative of 
risking their lives for him in battle or being shot at dawn. 
Let us take for granted armies intelligent enough to pre- 
sent their officers at any moment with the alternative of or- 
ganizing a return home or being superseded out of hand. 
Let us narrow the case to the mysterious precedence into 
which certain people get pushed even when they lack ambi- 
tion and are far too intelligent to believe that eminence and 
its responsibilities are luxuries. To be “greatest among 
you” is a distinction dearly bought at the price of being 
“servant to all the rest.” Plato was quite right in taking re- 
luctance to govern as a leading symptom of supreme fitness 
for it. But if we insisted on this qualification in all cases, we 
should find ourselves as short of governors as the churches 
would be if they insisted on all their parish priests or 
rectors being saints. A great deal of the directing and or- 
ganizing work of the world will still have to be done by 
energetic and capable careerists who are by no means void 
of vulgar ambition, and very little troubled by the responsi- 
bilities that attend on power. When 1 said that Napoleon 
was fundamentally a fool and a snob I did not mean for a 
moment to question his extraordinary capacity as a ruler of 
men. If we compare him with his vaJet-secretary Bour- 
rienue we find that there were no external circumstances 
to prevent Bourrienne becoming the emperor and Napo- 
leon the valet. They quarrelled and parted with an ex- 
change of epithets unprintable in polite English. Bour- 
rienne was as much a Man of Destiny as Buonaparte. But 
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it was his destiny to be ruled and Buonaparte’s to rule; 
and so Buonaparte became Napoleon Bonaparte, First Con- 
sul and Emperor, as inevitably as Bourrienne remained a 
speculator, litterateur and diplomatist. I am not forget- 
ting that Bourrienne saw Napoleon eo?ne and go, and had 
a much more comfortable and finally a more successful 
career than his quondam master; but the point is that 
Napoleon was master whilst their personal relations lasted. 
And please note that Napoleon did not and could not 
impose on Bourrienne and Talleyrand, nor even on the 
more cultivated of his marshals (all planetary Napoleons) 
as he could and did on the soldiery and peasantry. They 
turned against him very promptly when his fortunes 
changed and he could no longer be of any use to them. 

Now if a ruler can command men only as long as he is 
efficient and successful his rule is neither a tyranny nor a 
calamity: it is a very valuable asset. But suppose the nation 
is made up for the most part of people too ignorant to un- 
derstand efficient government, and taught, as far as they 
are taught at all, to measure greatness by pageantry and 
the wholesale slaughter called military glory. It was this 
ignorance and idolatry that first exalted Napoleon and 
then smashed him. From Toulon to Austerlitz Napoleon 
did what good he did by stealth, and had no occasion to 
“blush to find it fame,” as nobody gave him the least 
credit for anything but killing. When the glory turned to 
shame on the road back from Moscow his good works 
availed him nothing, and the way was open to St Helena. 
Catherine of Russia, when she was faced with a revolt 
against the misery of her people, said, not “Let us relieve 
their misery by appropriate reforms,” but “Let us give 
them a little war to amuse them.” Every tottering regime 
tries to rally its subjects to its support in the last resort by a 
war. It was not only the last card of Napoleon III before 
he lost the game: it played a considerable part in the capi- 
talist support of Hohenzollern sabre rattling which made 
the desperate onslaught of Germany in 1914 possible. Pa- 
746 



PREFACE ON BOSSES 

triotism, roused to boiling point by an enemy at the gate is 
not only the last refuge of a scoundrel in Dr. Johnson’s 
sense, it is far more dangerously the everyday resort of 
capitalism and feudalism as a red herring across the scent 
of Communism, Under such circumstances it is fortunate 
that war on the modern scale is so completely beyond the 
capacity of private capitalism that, as in 1915, it forces the 
belligerents into national factory production, public dis- 
cipline, and rational distribution: in short, into Socialism. 
Not only did national factories spring up like mushrooms, 
but the private factories had to be brought up to the mark 
by public control of prices and dictation of scientific busi- 
ness methods, involving such an exposure of the obsoles- 
cence and inefficiency of profitmongering methods that it 
took years of reckless lying from Press and platform to 
make the silly public believe the contrary. For war is like 
the seven magic bullets which the devil has ready to sell for 
a human soul . Six of them may hit the glorymonger’s mark 
very triumphantly; but the seventh plays some unexpected 
and unintended trick that upsets the gunman’s apple cart. It 
seemed an astute stroke of German imperial tactics to send 
Lenin safely through Germany to Russia so that he might 
make trouble for the Tsar. But the bullet was a number 
seven: it killed the Tsar very efficiently; but it came back 
like a boomerang and laid the Hohenzoilerns beside the 
Romanoffs. 

Pageantry will lose its black magic when it becomes a 
local popular amusement; so that the countryside may 
come to know it from behind the scenes, when, though it 
will still please, it will no longer impose. For mere icouo- 
dasm is a mistake: the Roundhead folly (really a Thick- 
head one) of destroying the power of the pageant by for- 
bidding all theatrical displays and dressings-up, and mak- 
ing everybody wear ugly clothes, ended in the flamboyant 
profligacy of the Restoration; and the attempt to enforce 
the second commandment by smashing the images soon 
smashed the second commandment. Give away the secret 
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that the drcsscd-up performers are only amateurs, and the 
images works of art, and the dupes and worshippers will 
become undeluded connoisseurs. 

Unfortunately it is easier to produce a nation of artistic 
than of political connoisseurs. Our schools and universities 
do not concern themselves with fine art, which they despise 
as an unmanly pursuit. It is possible for a young gentleman 
to go through the whole education mill of' preparatory 
school, public school, and university with the highest aca- 
demic honors without knowing the difference between a 
chanty and a symphony, a tavern sign and a portrait by 
Titian, a ballad by Macaulay and a stanza by Keats. But at 
least he is free to find out all this for himself if he has a 
fancy that way. 

Not so in political science. Not so in religion. In these 
subjects he is proselytized from the beginning in the inter- 
ests of established institutions so effectually that he re- 
mains all his life firmly convinced that his greatest con- 
temporaries are rascally and venal agitators, villainous 
blasphemers, or at best seditious cads, lie will listen to 
noodles 1 orations, read pompous leading articles, and wor- 
ship the bloodthirsty tribal idols of Noah and Samuel with 
a gravity and sincerity that would make him infinitely 
pitiable if they did not also make him infinitely dangerous. 
He will feed his mind on empty phrases as Nebuchadnez- 
zar fed his body on grass; and any boss who has mastered 
these phrases can become his dictator, his despot, his evan- 
gelist, and in effect his god-emperor. 

Clearly we shall be bossridden in one form or another as 
long as education means being put through this process, or 
the best imitation of it that our children’s parents can af- 
ford. The remedy is another Reformation, now long and 
perilously overdue, in the direction and instruction of our 
children’s minds politically and religiously. We should be- 
gin well to the left of Russia, which is still encumbered 
with nineteenth century superstitions. Communism is the 
fairy godmother who can transform Bosses into “servants 
748 



PREFACE ON BOSSES 


to all the rest”; but only a creed of Creative Evolution can 
set the souls of the people free. Then the dominator will 
still find himself face to face with subordinates who can do 
nothing without him; but that will not give him the inside 
grip. A late rich shipowner, engaged in a quarrel with his 
workmen in which he assumed that I was on their side, 
rashly asked me what his men could do without him. Nat- 
urally I asked him what he could do without them, hoping 
to open his eyes to the fact that apart from the property 
rights he had bought or borrowed he was as dependent on 
them as they on him. But I fear I impressed him most by 
adding, quite untruly, that no gentleman would have 
asked that question. 

Save for my allusion to the persecution and exile of 
Einstein I have not said a word here about the miserable 


plight of the great men neglected, insulted, starved, and 
occasionally put to death, sometimes horribly, by the little 
ones. Their case is helpless because nothing can defend 
them against the might of overwhelming numbers unless 
and until they develop the Vril imagined by Bulwer- 
J.ytton which will enable one person to destroy a multi- 
tude, and thereby make us more particular than we are at 
present about the sort of persons we produce. I am confin- 
ing myself to the power wielded by the moneymakers and 
military geniuses in political life and by the dominant per- 
sonalities in private life. Lytton’s Vril was a fiction only in 
respect of its being available for everybody, and therefore 
an infallible preventive of any attempt at oppression For 
that individuals here and there possess a power of dom- 
ination which others are unable to resist is undeniable; and 
since this power is as yet nameless we may as well mil it 
Vril as anything else. It is the final reality of inequality, it 
is easy to equalize the dominators with the commonplaces 
economically: you just give one of them half-a-crown and 
the other two-and-sixpence. Nelson was paid no more than 
any other naval captain or admiral; and the poverty of 
Mozart or Marx was worse than the voluntary holy pov- 
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erty of the great heads of the religious orders. Dominators 
and dominated are already equalized before the law: shall 
not I, a playwright of Shakesperean eminence, be hanged 
if I commit a murder precisely as if I were the most illit- 
erate call boy? Politically we all have at least the symbol 
of equality in our votes, useless as they are to us under po- 
litical and economic institutions made to encourage Wil- 
liam the Conqueror to slay Harold and exploit Hodge. 
But, I repeat, when all these perfectly feasible equaliza- 
tions are made real, there still remains Epifania, shorn of 
her millions and unable to replace them, but still as dom- 
inant as Saint Joan, Saint Clare, and Saint Teresa. The 
most complete Communism and Democracy can only give 
her her chance far more effectively than any feudal or capi- 
talist society. 

And this, I take it, is one of the highest claims of Com- 
munism and Democracy to our consideration, and the ex- 
planation of the apparently paradoxical fact that it is al- 
ways the greatest spirits, from Jesus to Lenin, from St 
Thomas More to William Morris, who are communists 
and democrats, and always the commonplace people who 
weary us with their blitherings about the impossibility of 
equality when they are at a loss for any better excuse for 
keeping other people in the kitchen and themselves in the 
drawing room. I say cheerfully to the dominators “By all 
means dominate: it is up to us to so order our institutions 
that you shall not oppress us, nor bequeath any of your 
precedence to your commonplace children.” For when am- 
bition and greed and mere brainless energy have been dis- 
abled, the way will be clear for inspiration and aspiration 
to save us from the fatheaded stagnation of the accursed 
Victorian snobbery which is bringing us to the verge of 
ruin. 

Malvern, 

28 th August 1935, 
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ACT I 

M R JULIUS SA G AMO RE, a smart young solici- 
tor, is in his office m Lincoln's Inn Fields, his a 
fine morning m May. The room, an old pan- 
elled one, is so arranged that Mr Sagamore, whom we see 
sitting under the window in profile with his back to it and 
his left side presented to us, is fenced off by his writing 
table from excessive intimacy with emotional clients or 
possible assault by violent or insane ones. The door is on 
his right towards the farther end of the room. The faces of 
the clients are thus illuminated by the window whilst his 
own countenance is in shadow. The fireplace, of Adams de- 
sign, is in the wall facing him. It is surmounted by a 
dingy portrait of a judge. In the wall on his right, near the 
corner farthest from him, is the door, with a cleft pediment 
enshrining a bust of some other judge. T he rest of this wall 
is occupied by shelves of calf-bound law books. The wall 
behind Mr Sagamore has the big window as aforesaid, and 
beside it a stand of black tin boxes inscribed with clients' 
names. 

So far, the place proclaims the eighteenth century-, but 
as the year is 1935, and Mr Sagamore has no taste for dust 
and mould, and requires a room which suggests opulence, 
and in which lady clients will look their best, everything is 
well dusted and polished-, the green carpet is new, rich, and 
thick; and the half dozen chairs, four of which are ranged 
under the bookshelves, are Chippendales of the very latest 
fake. Of the other two one is occupied by himself, and the 
other stands half way between his table and the fireplace 
for the accommodation of his clients. 

The telephone, on the table at his elbow, rings. 
sagamore [ listening ] Yes? . . , [Impressed] Oh! 
Send her up at once. 

A tragic looking woman, athletically budt am expen- 
sively dressed, storms into the room. He rises obsequiously. 
the lady. Are you Julius Sagamore, the worthless 
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nephew of my late solicitor Pontifex Sagamore? 

sagamore. I do not advertize myself as worthless; hut 
Pontifex Sagamore was my uncle; and 1 have returned 
from Australia to succeed to as much of his business as 1 
can persuade his clients to trust me with. 

the lady. I have heard him speak of you; and I nat- 
urally concluded that as you had been packed off to Aus- 
tralia you must be worthless. But it does not matter, as my 
business is very simple. 1 desire to make my will, leaving 
everything I possess to my husband. You can hardly go 
wrong about that, I suppose. 

sagamore. I shall do my best. Pray sit down. 
the lady. No: I am restless. I shall sit down when I 
feel tired. 

sagamore. As you please. Before 1 draw up the will it 
will be necessary for me to know who your husband is. 

the lady. My husband is a fool and a blackguard. You 
will state that fact in the will. You will add that it was his 
conduct that drove me to commit suicide. 

sagamore. But you have not committed suicide. 
the lady. I shall have, when the will is signed. 
sagamore. Of course, quite so: stupid of me. And his 
name? 

the lady. His name is Alastair b'itzfassendeii, 
sagamore. What! The amateur tennis champion and 
heavy weight boxer? 

the lady. Do you know him? 
sagamore. Every morning we swim together at the 
club. 

the lady. The acquaintance does you little credit. 
sagamore, I had better tell you that he and I are great 
friends, Mrs Fitzfassen — 

the lady. Do not call me by his detestable name. Put 
me in your books as Epifania Ognisanti di Parerga. 

sagamore [bowing] Oh! I am indeed honored. Pray 
be seated. 

epifania. Sit down yourself; and dont fuss. 
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sagamore. If you prefer it, certainly. [He sits]. Your 
father was a very wonderful man, madam. 

epifania. My father was the greatest man in the world. 
And he died a pauper. I shall never forgive the world for 
that. 


sagamore. A pauper! You amaze me. It was reported 
that he left you, his only child, thirty millions. 

efifania. Well, what was thirty millions to him? He 
lost a hundred and fifty millions. He had promised to 
leave me two hundred millions. I was left with a beggarly 
thirty. It broke his heart. 

sagamore. Still, an income of a million and a half — 
efifania. Man: you forget the death duties. I have 
barely seven hundred thousand a year. Do you know what 
that means to a woman brought up on an income of seven 
figures? The humiliation of it! 

sagamore. You take away my breath, madam. 
efifania. As 1 am about to take my own breath away, 
I have no time to attend to yours. 

sagamore. Oh, the suicidel I had forgotten that. 
fpifania. Had you indeed? Well, will you please give 
your mind to it for a moment, and draw up a will for me 
to sign, leaving everything to Alastair, 
sagamore. To humiliate him? 

EPiFANiA. No. To ruin him. To destroy him. To make 
him a beggar on horseback so that he may ride to the devil. 
Money goes to his head. I have seen it at work on him. 

SAGAMORE. I also have seen that happen. But you can- 
not be sure. He might marry some sensible woman. 

efifania. You are right. Make it a condition of the in- 
heritance that within a month from my funeral he marries 


a low female named Polly Seedystockings. 

sagamore [making a note of it\ A funny name. 
epifania. Her real name is Patricia Smith. But her let- 
ters to Alastair are signed Polly Seedystockings, as a hint, 
I suppose, that she wants him to buy her another dozen. 
sagamore [taking another sheet of fafer and writing j 
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I should like to know Polly. 
epifania. Pray why? 

sagamore [ talking as he writes | Well, if Alastair pre- 
fers her to you she must be indeed worth knowing. I shall 
certainly make him introduce me. 

epifania. You are hardly tactful, Julius Sagamore. 
sagamore. That will not matter when you have taken 
this [he hands her what he has written], 
epifania, Whats this? 

sagamore, For the suicide. You will have to sign the 
chemist’s book for the cyanide. Say it is for a wasp’s nest. 
The tartaric acid is harmless: the chemist will think you 
want it to make lemonade. Put the two separately in just 
enough water to dissolve them. When you mix the two 
solutions the tartaric and potash will combine and make 
tartrate of potash. This, being insoluble, will be precipi- 
tated to the bottom of the glass; and the supermatftiU fluid 
will be pure hydrocyanic acid, one sip of which will kill 
you like a thunderholt. 

epifania [ fingering the prescription rather discon- 
certedly \ You seem to take my death very coolly, Mr Saga- 
more. 

sagamore. 1 am used to it. 

eiupania. Do you mean to tell me that you have so 
many clients driven to despair that you keep a prescription 
for them? 

sagamore. I do. It’s infallible. 
epifania. You are sure that they have all died pain- 
lessly and instantaneously? 

sagamore. No. They are all alive. 
epifania. Alive! The prescription is a harmless fraud! 
sagamore. No. It’s a deadly poison. But they dont take 
it. 

epifania. Why? 

sagamore. I dont know. But they never do. 
epifania. I will. And I hope you will be hanged for 
giving it to me. 
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sagamore. I am only acting as your solicitor. You sav 
you are going to commit suicides and you come to me for 
advice. I do my best for you, so that you can die without 
wasting a lot of gas or jumping into the Serpentine. Six and 
cightpence I shall charge your executors. 

epifania. For advising me how to kill myself! 
sagamore. Not today. Tomorrow. 
epifania, Why put it off until tomorrow? 
sagamore. Well, it will do as well tomorrow as today. 
And something amusing may happen this evening. Or 
even tomorrow evening. Theres no hurry. 

epifania. You are a brute, a beast, and a pig. My life is 
nothing to you: you do not even ask what has driven me to 
this. You make money out of the death of your clients. 

sagamore. I do. There will be a lot of business con- 
nected with your death. Alastair is sure to come to me to 
settle your affairs. 

epifania. And you expect me to kill myself to make 
money for you? 

sagamore. We] 1, it is you who have raised my expecta- 
tions, madam. 

epifania. 0 God, listen to this man! Has it ever oc- 
curred to you that when a woman’s life is wrecked she 
needs a little sympathy and not a bottle of poison? 

sagamore. I really cant sympathize with suicide. It 
doesnt appeal to me, somehow. Still, if it has to be done, it 
had better be done promptly and scientifically. 

epifania. You aont even ask what Alastair has done to 
me? 

■ sagamore. It wont matter what he has done to you 
when you are dead. Why bother about it? 

epifania. You are an unmitigated hog, Julius Saga- 
more. 

sagamore. Why worry about me? The prescription 
will cure everything. 

epifania. Damn your prescription. There! [ She tears 
it iif and throws the pieces in his face] . 
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sagamore | beaming | It’s infallible. Ami now that you 
have blown off steam, suppose you sit down and tell me all 
about it. 

epifania. You call the outcry of an anguished heart 
blowing off steam, do you? 

sagamore. Well, what else would you call it? 
epifania. You arc not a man: you are a rhinoceros. 
You are also a fool. 

sagamore. I am only a solicitor. 
epifania. You are a rotten solicitor. You are not a gen- 
tleman, You insult me in my distress. You back up my hus- 
band against me. You have no decency, no understanding. 
You are a fish with the soul of a blackbectle. Do you hear? 

sagamore. Yes: I hear. And I congratulate myself on 
the number of actions for libel I shall have to defend if you 
do me the honor of making me your solicitor. 

epifania. You are wrong. I never utter a libel. My fa- 
ther instructed me most carefully in the law of libel. If I 
questioned your solvency, that would be a libel. If I sug- 
gested that you are unfaithful to your wife, that would be 
a libel. But if I call you a rhinoceros — which you are: a 
most unmitigated rhinoceros — that is only vulgar abuse, I 
take good care to confine myself to vulgar abuse; and I 
have never had an action for libel taken against me. Is that 
the law, or is it not? 

sagamore. I really dont know. I will look it up in my 
law books. 

epifania. You need not. I instruct you that it is the 
law. My father always had to instruct his lawyers in the 
law whenever he did anything except what everybody was 
doing every day. Solicitors know nothing of law: they are 
only good at practice, as they call it. My father was a great 
man: every day of his life he did things that nobody else 
ever dreamt of doing. I am not, perhaps, a great woman; 
but I am his daughter; and as such I am an unusual 
woman. You will take the law from me and do exactly 
what I tell you to do. 
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sagamore. That will simplify our relations considera- 
bly, madam. 

epifania. And remember this. I have no sense of 
humor. I will not be laughed at. 

sagamore. I should not dream of laughing at a client 
with an income of three quarters of a million. 

epifania. Have you a sense of humor? 

SAGAMORE. I try to keep it in check; but I am afraid I 
have a little. You appeal to it, somehow. 

epifania, Then I tell you in cold blood, after the most 
careful consideration of my words, that you are a heartless 
blackguard. My distress, my disgrace, my humiliation, the 
horrible mess and failure I have made of my life seem to 
you merely funny. If it were not that my father warned 
me never to employ a solicitor who had no sense of humor 
I would walk out of this office and deprive you of a client 
whose business may prove a fortune to you. 

SAGAMORE. But, my dear lady, I dont know anything 
about your distress, your disgrace, the mess you have made 
of your life and all the rest of it. How can I laugh at things 
I dont know? If I am laughing— and am I really laugh- 
ing?— I assure you I am laughing, not at your misfortunes, 
but at you. 

epifania. Indeed? Am I so comic a figure in my 
misery? 

sagamore. But what is your misery? Do, pray, sit 

down. . , . , , , 

epifania. You seem to have one idea m your head, and 
that is to get your clients to sit down. Well, to oblige you. 
[Site sits down with a flounce. The hack of the chair snaps 
off short with a loud crack. She springs up]. Oh, I cannot 
even sit down in a chair without wrecking it. There is a 
curse on me. 

sagamore [collapses on the table ^shaking With uncon- 
trollable laughter ] ! 1 1 ! 1 

epifania. Ay: laugh, laugh, laugh. Fool! Clown! _ 

sagamore \rising resolutely and fetching another chmr 
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from the wall | My best faked Chippendale gone. It cost 
me four guineas, j Pla t ing the chair for her j Now will you 
please sit down as gently as you can, and stop calling me 
names? Then, if you wish, you can tell me what on earth 
is the matter, j Ha picks up the broken-off back of the chair 
and puts it on the table | . 

epifania [sitting down with dignity J The breaking of 
that chair has calmed and relieved me, somehow. I feel 
as if I had broken your neck, as I wanted to. Now listen to 
me. [He comes to her mi looks down gravely at her\. 
And dont stand over me like that. Sit down on what is left 
of your sham Chippendale. 

sagamore. Certainly [he ji/r). Now go ahead. 
epifania. My father was the greatest man in the 
world. I was his only child. His one dread was that I 
should make a foolish marriage, and lose the little money 
he was able to leave me. 

sagamore. The thirty millions. Precisely. 
epifania. Dont interrupt me. lie made me promise 
that whenever a man asked me to marry him I should im- 
pose a condition on my consent. 

sagamore [attentive] So? What condition? 
epifania. I was to give him one hundred and fifty 
pounds, and tell him that if within six months he had 
turned that hundred and fifty pounds into fifty thousand, 
I was his. If not, I was never to see him again. I saw the 
wisdom of this. Nobody but my father could have thought 
of such a real, infallible, unsentimental test. I gave him my 
sacred promise that I would carry it out faithfully. 
sagamore. And you broke that promise. I see. 
epifania. What do you mean — broke that promise? 
sagamore. Well, you married Alastair. Now Alastair 
is a dear good fellow — one of the best in his way — but you 
are not going to persuade me that he made fifty thousand 
pounds in six months with a capital of one hundred and 
fifty. 

epifania. He did. Wise as my father was, he some- 
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times forgot the wise things he said five minutes after he 
said them, lie warned me that ninety per cent of our self- 
made millionaires are criminals who jiave taken a five hun- 
dred to one chance and got away with it by pure luck. Well, 
Alastair was that sort of criminal. 

sagamore. No no: not a criminal. That is not like 
Alastair. A fool, perhaps, in business. But not a criminal. 

epifania. Like all solicitors you think you know more 
about my husband than I do. Well, I tell you that 
Alastair came bade to me after six months probation with 
fifty thousand pounds in his pocket instead of the penal 
servitude he richly deserved. That man’s luck is extraor- 
dinary. He always wins. He wins at tennis. He wins at 
boxing. He won me, the richest heiress in England. 

sagamore. But you were a consenting party. If not, 
why did you put him to the test? Why did you give him 
the hundred and fifty to try his luck with? 

El’IFANIA. Boxing. 

SAGAMORE. Boxillg? 

epifania. My father held that women should be able 
to defend themselves against male brutality. He had me 
taught to box. 1 became a boxing fan and went to all the 
championship fights. I saw Alastair win the amateur heavy 
weight. He has a solar plexus punch that nothing can 
withstand. 

sagamore. And you married a man because he had a 
superlative solar plexus punch! 

epifania. Well, he was handsome. He stripped well, 
unlike many handsome men. I am not insusceptible to sex 
appeal, very far from it. 

sagamore [hastily] Oh quite, quite: you need not go 
into details. 

epifania. I will if I like. It is your business as a solici- 
tor to know the details. I made a very common mistake. I 
thought that this irresistible athlete would be an ardent 
lover. He was nothing of the kind. All his ardor was in his 
fists. Never shall I forget the day-it was during our 
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honeymoon — when his coldness infuriated me to such a 
degree that I went for him with my fists. He knocked me 
out with that abominable punch in the first exchange. Have 
you ever been knocked out by a punch in the solar plexus? 
sagamore. No, thank heaven. I am not a pugilist. 
epifania. It does not put you to sleep like a punch on 
the jaw. When he saw my face distorted with agony and 
my body writhing on the floor, he was horrified. He said 
he did it automatically — that he always countered that 
way, by instinct. But that does not prevent him from’ 
threatening to do it again whenever I lose my temper. 

sagamore [ troubled ] I could not have believed it of 
Alastair. 

epifania. Pooh! I asked for it. It helps me to control 
my temper. It is one of his few redeeming points. For 
there he is effective: lie is in earnest: he is doing the right 
thing. 1 almost respected him for it. 

sagamore. But what is it all about then? Why do you 
want to get rid of him? 

epifania. 1 wanr to get rid of myself. 1 want to punish 
myself for making a mess of my life and marrying an im- 
becile. I, Epifania Ognisunti di Parcrga, saw myself as the 
most wonderful woman in England marrying the most 
wonderful man, And I was only a goose marrying a buck 
rabbit. What was there for me but death? And now you 
have put me off it with your fooling; and I dont know 
what I want. That is a horrible state of mind. I am a 
Woman who must always want something and always get 
it. 

sagamore. An acquisitive woman. Precisely. How 
splendid! [The telephone rings. He rises]. Excuse me, 
[He goes to the table and listens ] Yes? . . . [Hastily] 
One moment. Hold the line. [To Epifania] Your husband 
is downstairs, with a woman. They want to see me. 

epifania [rising] That woman! Have them up at 
once. 
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sagamore. But am I depend on you to control your- 
self? 

epifania. lou can depend on Alastair’s fists. I must 
have a look at Seedy stockings. Have them up, I tell 
you. 

sagamore | into the telephone), Send Mr Fitzfassen- 
den and the lady up. 

epifania, We shall see now the sort of woman for 
whom he has deserted ME! 

sagamore. I am thrilled. I expect something marvel- 
lous. 

epifania. Dont be a fool. Expect something utterly 
common. 

Alastair Fitzfassenden and Patricia Smith come in. He 
is a splendid athlete, with most of his brains in his muscles. 
She is a pleasant quiet little woman of the self-supporting 
type. She makes placidly for the table, leaving Alastair to 
deal with his wife. 

at.astair. Kppy! What are you doing here? \To Saga- 
more | Why didnt you tell me? 
kpifania. Introduce the female. 

Patricia. Patricia Smith is my name, Mrs Fitzfassen- 

den. . . 

epifania. That is not how you sign your letters, 1 

think. , 

alastair. Look here, Eppy. Dont begin making a 

row — , _ . . 

epifania. I was not speaking to you. I was speaking to 

the woman, . ' 

alastair [losing his temper ] You have no right to 

call her a woman. . 

Patricia. Now, now, Ally: you promised me— 
epifania. Promised you! What right had he to prom- 
ise you? How dare he promise you? How dare you make 
him promise you? 

alastair. I wont have P oily insulted. 
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sagamore [goadhnmoredly | You dont mind, Miss 
Smith, do you? 

patricia [unconcerned \ Oh, 1 dont mind. My sister 
goes on just like that, 

epifania. Your sister! You presume to compare your 
sister to me! 

patricia. Only when she goes off at the deep end. You 
mustnt mind me: theres nothing like letting yourself go 
if you are built that way. Introduce me to the gentleman, 
Ally. 

alastair. Oh, I forgot. Julius Sagamore, my solicitor. 
An old pal. Miss Smith. 

epifania. Alias Polly Seedystockings. 
patricia. Thats only my pet name, Mr Sagamore. 
Smith is the patronymic, as dear wise old father says. 

epifania. She sets up a wise father! This is the last 
straw. 

sagamore, Do sit down, Miss Smith, wont you? [lie 
goes to fetch a chair from the wall j . 

patricia f contemplating the wrecked chair] Hallo! 
Whats happened to the chair? 

epifania. 7 have happened to the chair. Let it be a 
warning to you. 

Sagamore -places the chair for Patricia next the table. 
Alastair shoves the broken chair back out of the way with 
his foot ; fetches another from the wall, and is about to sit 
on it next Patricia when Epifania sits on it and motions 
him to her own chair , so that she is seated between the 
two, Patricia on her left, Alastair on her right. Sagamore 
goes back to his official place at the table. 

patricia. You see, Mr Sagamore, it’s like this, Ala- 
stair — 

epifania. You need not explain. I have explained 
everything to Mr Sagamore. And you will please have 
the decency in his presence and in mine to speak of my 
husband as Mr Fitzfassenden, His Christian name is no 
business of yours. 
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alastair | angry] Of course, Eppy, if you wont let 
anybody speak — 

epifania. I am not preventing you nor anybody from 
speaking. If you have anything to say for yourself, say it. 

tatricia. I am sorry. But it’s such a long name. In my 
little circle everyone calls him just Aliy. 

epifania | her teeth on edge] You hear this, Mr. 
Sagamore! My husband is called “Ally” by these third 
rate people! What right have they to speak of him at all? 
Am I to endure this? 

patricia [soothingly] Yes: we know you have to put 
up with a lot, deary; — 

epifania | stamping] Deary!!! 
patricia [continuing ] — but thats what the world is 
like. 

epifania. The world is like that to people who are 
like that. Your world is not my world. Every woman has 
her own world within her own soul. Listen to me, Mr 
Sagamore. I married this man. I admitted him to my 
world, the world which my imagination had peopled with 
heroes and saints. Never before had a real man been per- 
mitted to enter it. I took him to be hero, saint, lover all in 
one. What he real! y was you can see for yourself. 

alastair | jumping up with his fists clenched end his 
■face red | I am damned if I stand this. 

epifania [rising and facing him in the pose of a 
martyr] Yes: strike me. Shew her your knock-out punch. 
Let her see how you treat women. 

alastair [baffled] Damn! [He sits down again]. 
patricia. Dont get rattled, Ally: you will only put 
yourself in the wrong before Mr Sagamore. I think youd 
better go home and leave me to have it out with her. 

epifania. Will you have the goodness not to speak of 
me as “her”? I am Mrs Fitzfassenden. I am not a pro- 
noun. [<$A« resumes her seat haughtily] . 

patricia. Sorry; but your name is such a tongue- 
twister. Mr Sagamore: dont you think Ally had better 
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go? It’s not right that we should sit here arguing about him 
to his face. Besides, he's worn out: he’s hardly slept all 
night. 

epifania. How do you know that, pray? 

Patricia. Never mind how I know it. I do. 
alastair. It was quite innocent; but where could I go 
to when you drove me out of the house by your tantrums? 

epifania [most unexpectedly amused | You went to 
her? 

alastair. I went to Miss Smith : she’s not a pronoun, 
you know. I went where I could find peace and kindness, 
to my good sweet darling Polly. So there! 

epifania. I have no sense of humor; but this strikes 
me as irresistibly funny, You actually left ME to spend 
the night in the arms of Miss Secdystockings! 
alastair. No, I tell you. It was quite innocent. 
epifania | to Patricia | Was he in your arms or was he 
not? 

Patricia. Well, yos, of course he was for a while. But 
not in the way you mean. 

epifania. Then he is even a more sexless iish than I 
took him for. But really a man capable of flouncing out of 
the house when I was on the point of pardoning him and 
giving him a night of legitimate bliss would bo capable of 
any imbecility. 

alastair. Pardoning me! Pardoning me for what? 
What had I done when you flew out at me? 

epifania. I did not fly out at you, I have never lost my 
dignity even under the most insufferable wrongs. 

alastair. You hadnt any wrongs. You drove me out 
of the house — 

epifania. I did not. I never meant you to go. It was 
abominably selfish of you. You had your Seedystockings 
to go to; but I had nobody. Adrian was out of town. 

sagamore. Adrian! This is a new complication. Who 
is Adrian? 

Patricia. Adrian is Mrs Fitzfassenden’s Sunday hus- 
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band, Mr Sagamore. 

epifania. My what, did you say? 

Patricia. Your Sunday husband. You understand. 
What Mr Adrian Blenderbland is to you, as it were. What 
Ally is to me. 

sagamore. I dont quite follow. What is Mr Blender- 
bland to you, Mrs Fitzfassenden, if I may ask? 

epifania. Well, he is a gentleman with whom I dis- 
cuss subjects that are beyond my husband’s mental grasp, 
which is extremely limited. 

alastair. A chap that sets up to be an intellectual be- 
cause his father was a publisher! He makes up to Eppy 
and pretends to be in love with her because she has a good 
cook; but I tell her he cares for nothing but his food. He 
always calls at mealtimes. A bellygod, I call him. And I 
am expected to put up with him. But if I as much as look 
at Polly! Oh my! 

epifania. The cases are quite different. Adrian wor- 
ships the ground I tread on: that is quite true. But if you 
think that Seedy stockings worships the ground you tread 
on, you flatter yourself grossly. She endures you and pets 
you because you buy stockings for her, and no doubt any- 
thing else she may be short of. 

patricia. Well, I never contradict anyone, because it 
only makes trouble. And I am afraid I do cost him a good 
deal ; for he likes me to have nice things that I cant afford. 

alastair [ affectionately j No, Polly: you dont. Youre 
as good as gold. Pm always pressing things on you that 
you wont take. Youre a jolly sight more careful of my 

money than I am myself, „ , 

epifania. How touching! You are the Sunday wife, 1 

Patricia. No: I should say that you are the Sunday 
wife, Mrs Fitzfassenden. It’s I that have to look after his 
clothes and make him get his hair cut. 

epifania. Surely the creature is intelligent enough to 

do at least that much for himself. 
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Patricia. You dont understand men: they get in- 
terested in other things and neglect themselves unless they 
have a woman to look after them. You see, Mr Sagamore, 
it’s like this. There are two sorts of people in the world: 
the people anyone can live with and the people that no 
one can live with. The people that no one can live with 
may be very goodlooking and vital and splendid and tem- 
peramental and romantic and all that; and they can make 
a man or woman happy for half an hour when they are 
pleased with themselves and disposed to be agreeable; but 
if you try to live with them they just eat up your whole 
life running after them or quarrelling or attending to them 
one way or another: you cant call your soul your own. As 
Sunday husbands and wives, just to have a good tearing 
bit of lovemaking with, or a blazing row, or mostly one 
on top of the other, once a month or so, theyre all right. 
But as everyday partners theyre just impossible. 

epifania. So I am the Sunday wife. | To Patricia, 
scornfully] And what are you, pray? 

Patricia. Well, I am the angel in the house, if you 
follow me. 

alastair \ blubbering] You arc, dear: you are. 
epifania [to Patricia] You are his doormat: thats 
what you are. 

Patricia. Doormats are very useful things if you want 
the house kept tidy, dear. 

The telephone rings. Sagamore attemls to it. 
sagamore. Yes? . . , Did you say Blenderbland? 
epifania. Adrian! How did he know I was here? 
sagamore. Ask the gentleman to wait. [He hangs up 
The receiver] . Perhaps you can tell me something about 
him, Mrs Fitzfassenden. Is he the chairman of Blender- 
bland’s Literary Pennyworths? 

epifania. No. That is his father, who created the busi- 
ness. Adrian is on the board; but he has lio business ability. 
He is on fifteen boards of directors on the strength of his 
father’s reputation, and has never, as far as I know, con- 
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tiibuted an idea to any of them. 

alastair. Re fair to him, Eppy. No man in London 
knows how to order a dinner better. Thats what keeps him 
at the top in the city, 

sagamore. Thank you: I think I have his measure 
sufficiently. Shall I have him up? 

epifania. Certainly, I want to know what he is doing 


here. 

alastair. I dont mind. You understand, of course, that 
I am not supposed to know anything of his relations with 
my wife, whatever they may be. 

epifania. They are perfectly innocent, so far. I am not 
quite convinced that I love Adrian. He makes himself 
agreeable: that is all. 

sagamore [into the telephone J Send Mr Blender- 
bland up. | He hangs up the instrument}. 

alastair | to Patrick] You will now see the blighter 
who has cut me out with Eppy. 

PATRICIA, I cant imagine any man cutting you out 
with any woman, dear. 

epifania. Will you be good enough to restrain your 
endearments when he comes in? 

Adrian Blender Mend, an imposing man in the prime 
of life, bearded in the Victorian literary fashion, rather 
handsome, and well dressed, comes in. Sagamore rises. 
Adrian is startled when he sees the company, hut recovers 
his aplomb at once, and advances smiling ■ 

Adrian. Hallo! Where have we all come from? Good 
morning, Mrs Fitzfassenden. How do, Alastair? Mr Saga- 
more, I presume. I did not know you were engaged. 

sagamore. Your arrival is quite opportune, sir. Will 
you have the goodness to sit down? [He takes a chair from 
the wall and places it at the table, on his own right and 


Patricia’s left], , , T _ . 

ADRIAN I sitting down] Thank you. 1 hope I am not 

interrupting this lady. 

Patricia, Not at all. Dont mind me. 
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sagamore [ introducing I Miss Smith, an intimate 
friend of Mr Fitzfasscnden. 

Patricia, Pleased to meet you, Pm sure. 

Adrian bows to hen then turns to Sagamore. 

Adrian. The fact is, Mrs Eitzfassenden mentioned 
your name to me in conversation as her choice of a new 
solicitor. So I thought 1 could not place myself in better 
hands. 

sagamore [ bowing] Thank yon, sir. But — excuse me 
— had you not a solicitor of your own? 

adrian. My dear Mr Sagamore: never be content with 
a single opinion. When I feel ill I always consult at least 
half a dozen doctors. The variety of their advice and pre- 
scriptions convinces me that I had better cure myself. 
When a legal point arises I consult six solicitors, with 
much the same — 

epifania. Adrian: I have no sense of humor; and you 
know how it annoys me when you talk the sort of nonsense 
that is supposed to be funny. Did you come here to consult 
Mr Sagamore about me? 

adrian. I did. But of course I expected to find him 
alone. 

Patricia. And here we are, the whole caboodle. 

epifania. I was speaking to Mr Blenderbland, not to 
you. And I am not a member of your caboodle, as you call 
it. 

Patricia. Sorry, dear. It was only a reminder that I 
was listening. 

sagamore. Has the matter on which you wish to con- 
sult me any reference to Mr Fitzfassenden’s family circle? 

Adrian. It has. 

sagamore. Is it of such a nature that sooner or later it 
will have to be discussed with all the adult members of 
that circle? 

adrian. Well, yes: I suppose so. But hadnt we better 
talk it over a little in private first? 

epifania, You shall do nothing of the sort. I will not 
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have my affairs discussed by anybody in public or in pri- 
vate. They concern myself alone. 

Adrian. May I not discuss my own affairs? 

Ei’ i van i a. Not with my solicitor. I will not have it. 
alastair. Now she is off at the deep end again. We 
may as well go home. 

epifania | restlessly rising] Oh, the deep end! the 
deep end! What is life if it is not lived at the deep end? 
Alastair: you are a tadpole. \She seizes his head and, ruffles 
his hair as she passes him | . 

alastair. Dont do that. [He tries to smooth his hair], 
epifania | to Patricia \ Smooth it for him, angel in the 
house. 

Patricia | moving to Epifania’s chair and doing to] 
You shouldnt make a sight of him like that. 

saoamore. Mr Fitzfassenden: why did you marry Mrs 
Kitzfassenden? 

epivania. Why! 1 ! Does that require any explanation? 

I have told you why / married him. 

ai.astair. Well, though you mightnt think it, she can 
be frightfully fascinating when she really wants to be. 

epivania. Why might he not think it? What do you 
mean? 

alastair. 1 le knows what I mean. 
epivania. Some silly joke, I suppose. 

Adrian. Dont be absurd, Fitzfassenden. Your wife is 
the most adorable woman on earth. 

epifania. Not here, Adrian. If you are going to talk 
like that, take me away to some place where we can be 
alone. 

alastair. Do, for heaven’s sake, before she drives us 
all crazy. 

sagamorf.. Steady! steady! I hardly know where 1 am. 
You arc all consulting me; but none of you has given me 
any instructions. Had you not better all be divorced? 

epifania. What is the creature to live on? He has 
nothing: he would have had to become a professional boxer 
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or tennis player if his uncle had not pushed him into an 
insurance office, where he was perfectly useless. 

alastair. Look here, Eppy: Sagamore doesnt want to 
hear all this. 

epifania. He does. He shall. Be silent. When Alastair 
proposed to me — he was too great an idiot to comprehend 
his own audacity — I kept my promise to my father. I 
handed him a cheque for a hundred and fifty pounds. 
“Make that into fifty thousand within six months” 'I said 
“and I am yours.” 

adrian. You never told me this. 
epifania. Why should If It is a revolting story. 
alastair. What is there revolting about it? Did I 
make good or did I not? Did I go through hell to get that 
money and win you or did I not? 

Adrian [ amazed ] Do I understand you to say, Ala- 
stair, that you made fifty thousand pounds in six months? 
alastair. Why not? 

epifania. You may well look incredulous, Adrian. But 
he did. Yes: this imbecile made fifty thousand pounds and 
won Epifania Ognisanti di Parcrga for his bride. You will 
not believe me when I tell you that the possession of all 
that money, and the consciousness of having made it him- 
self, gave him a sort of greatness. I am impulsive: I kept 
my word and married him instantly. Then, too late, I 
found out how he had made it. 

alastair. Well, how did I make it? By my own brains. 
epifania. Brains! By your own folly, your ignorance, 
your criminal instincts, and the luck that attends the half- 
witted. You won my hand, for which all Europe was on 
its knees to me. What you deserved was five years penal 
servitude. 

alastair. Five years! Fifteen, more likely. That was 
what I risked for you. And what did I get by it? Life 
with you was worse than any penal servitude. 

epifania. It would have been heaven to you if Nature 
had fitted you for such a companionship as mine. But what 
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was it for me? No man had been good enough for me. I 
was like a princess in a fairy talc offering all men alive my 
hand and fortune if they could turn my hundred and fifty 
pound cheque into fifty thousand within six months. Able 
men, brilliant men, younger sons of the noblest families 
either refused the test or failed. Why? Because they were 
too honest or too proud. This thing succeeded; and I found 
myself tied fur life to an insect. 

AI.ASTAIR. You may say what you like; but you were 
just as much in love with me as I was with you. 

epifania. Well, you were young; you were well 
shaped; your lawn tennis was outstanding; you were a 
magnificent boxer; and I was excited by physical contact 

with you. , 

sagamore. Is it necessary to be so very explicit, Mrs 


Fit'/.Fassendcn? 

epifania. Julius Sagamore: you may be made of saw- 
dust; but I am made of flesh and blood. Alastair is physi- 
cally attractive: that is my sole excuse for having married 
him. Will you have the face to pretend that he has any 

mental charm? , .. , 

Adrian. But how did he make the fifty thousand 
pounds? Was it on the Stock Exchange? 

epifania. Nonsense! the creature does not know the 
difference between a cumulative preference and a deferred 
ordinary. He would not know even how to begin. 

Adrian. But how did he begin? My bank balance at 
present is somewhere about a hundred and fifty- 1 should 
very much like to know how to make it up to fifty thou- 
sand. You are so rich, Epifania, that every decent man 
who approaches you feels like a needy adventurer. You 
dont know how a man to whom a hundred pounds is a con- 
siderable sum feels in the arms of a woman to whom a 

million is mere pin money. . , , ... . ■ 

epifania. Nor do you know what it feels like to be 
the arms of a man and know that you could buy him up 
twenty times over and never miss the price. ? t 
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adiuan. If L give you my hundred mid fifty pounds, 
will you invest it for me? 

epifania. It is not worth investing. You cannot make 
money on the Stork Exchange until your weekly account 
is at least seventy thousand. Do not meddle with money, 
Adrian: you do not understand it. I will give you all you 
need. 

Adrian. No, thank you: I should lose my self-respect. 
I prefer the poor man’s luxury of paying for your cabs 
and flowers and theatre tickets and lunches at the Ritz, 
and lending you all the little sums you have occasion for 
when we are together. 

The rest all stare at, this light on Epifania’ s habits. 

epifania, It is quite true: I never have any pocket 
money: I must owe you millions in odd five pound notes. 
I will tell my bankers that you want a thousand on ac- 
count. 

Adrian. But I dont. I love lending you fivers. Only, as 
they run through my comparatively slender resources at 
an appalling rate, I should honestly like a few lessons from 
Alastair in the art of turning hundreds into tens of thou- 
sands. 

epifania. His example would be useless to you, 
Adrian, because Alastair is one of Nature’s marvels; and 
there is nothing marvellous about you except your appe- 
tite. Listen. On each of his birthdays his aunt had pre- 
sented him with a gramophone record of the singing of the 
celebrated tenor Enrico Caruso. Now it so happens that 
Nature, is one of her most unaccountable caprices, has en- 
dowed Alastair with a startlingly loud singing voice of 
almost supernatural range. He can sing high notes never 
before attained by mortal man. He found that he could 
imitate gramophone records with the greatest facility; and 
he became convinced that he could make a fortune as an 
operatic tenor. The first use he made of my money was 
to give fifty pounds to the manager of some trumpery lit- 
tle opera company which was then on its last legs in the 
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suburbs to allow him to appear for one night in one of 
Caruso’s most popular roles. He actually took me to hear 
his performance, 

alastair. It wasnt my fault. I can sing Caruso’s head 
off. It was a plot. The regular tenor of the company; a 
swine that could hardly reach B flat without breaking his 
neck, paid a lot of blackguards to go into the gallery and 


boo me. 

epifania. My dear Alastair, the simple truth is that 
Nature, when she endowed you with your amazing voice, 
unfortunately omitted to provide you with a musical ear. 
You can bellow loudly enough to drown ten thousand 
bulls; but you are always at least a quarter tone sharp or 
flat as the case may be. 1 laughed until I fell on the floor of 
my box in screaming hysterics. The audience hooted and 
booed; but they could not make themselves heard above 
your roaring. At last the chorus dragged you off the 
stage; and the regular tenor finished the performance 
only to find that the manager had absconded with my 
fifty pounds and left the whole company penniless. The 
prima donna was deaf in the left car, into which you had 
sung with all your force. 1 had to pay all their salaries and 
send them home. 

alastair. I tell you it was a plot. Why shouldnt peo- 
ple like my singing? 1 can sing louder than any tenor on 
the stage. I can sing higher. 

epifania. Alastair: you cannot resist a plot when the 
whole world is a party to it, ... j 

ADRIAN. Still, this does not explain how Alastair made 


the fifty thousand pounds. 

epifania. I leave him to tell that disgraceful tale 
himself. I believe he is proud of it. [She sits down dis- 
dainfully in the vacant chait\. 

alastair. Well, it worked out all right. But it was a 
near thing, I tell you. What I did was this. I had a hun- 
dred pounds left after the opera stunt. I met an Ameri- 
can. I told him I was crazy about a woman who wouldnt 
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marry me unless I made fifty thousand in six months, and 
that I had only a hundred pounds in the world. He 
jumped up and said “Why, man alive, if you have a hun- 
dred you can open a bank account and get a cheque book.” 
I said “What good is a cheque book? ” He said “Are we 
partners, fifty fifty?” So I said yes: what else could I say? 
That very day we started in. We lodged the money and 
got a book of a hundred cheques. We took a theatre. We 
engaged a first rate cast. We got a play. We got a splen- 
did production: the scenery was lovely: the girls were 
lovely: the principal woman was an angry-eyed creature 
with a queer foreign voice and a Hollywood accent, just 
the sort the public loves. We never asked the price of any- 
thing: we just went in up to our necks for thousands and 
thousands. 

Adrian. But how did you pay for all these things? 
alastair. With our cheques, of course. Didnt I tell you 
we had a cheque book? 

Adrian. But when the hundred was gone the cheques 
must have been dishonored. 

alastair. Not one of them. We kited them all. But it 
was a heartbreaking job. 

Adrian. I dont understand. What does kiting mean? 
sagamore. It is quite simple. You pay for something 
with a cheque after the banks have closed for the day: if on 
Saturday or just before a bank holiday all the better. Say 
the cheque is for a hundred pounds and you have not a 
penny at the bank. You must then Induce a friend or a 
hotel manager to cash another cheque for one hundred 
pounds for you. That provides for the previous cheque; 
but it obliges you, on pain of eighteen months hard labour, 
to induce another friend or hotel manager to cash another 
cheque for you for two hundred pounds. And so you go 
on spending and kiting from hundreds to thousands and 
from risks of eighteen months imprisonment to five years, 
ten years, fourteen years even. 

alastair. If you think that was an easy job, just try it 
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yourself: thats all. I dream of it sometimes: it’s my worst 
nightmare. Why, my partner and I never saw that theatre! 
never saw that play! until the first night: we were sign- 
ing cheques and kiting them all the time. Of course it was 
easier after a while, because as we paid our way ail right 
we found it easier to get credit; and the biggest expenses 
didnt come until after the play was produced and the 
money was coming in. I could have done it for half the 
money ; but the American could only keep himself up to 
the excitement of it by paying twice as much as we needed 
for everything and shoving shares in it on people for noth- 
ing but talk. But it didnt matter when the money began to 
come in. My! how it did come in! The whole town went 
mad about the angry-eyed woman. It rained money in 
bucketsful. It went to my head like drink. It went to the 
American’s head. It went to the head of the American’s 
American friends. They bought all the rights: the film 
rights, the translation rights, the touring rights, all sorts of 
rights that I never knew existed, and began selling them to 
one another until everybody in London and New York and 
Hollywood had a rake-off on them. Then the American 
bought all the rights back for five hundred thousand dol- 
lars, and sold them to an American syndicate for a mil- 
lion. It took six more Americans to do it; and every one 
of them had to have a rake-off; but all I wanted was fifty 
thousand pounds; and I cleared out with that and came 
swanking back to claim Eppy’s hand. She thought I was 
great. I was great: the money made me great: I tell you I 
was drunk with it: I was another man. You may believe it 
or not as you like; but my hats were really too small for 
me. 

epifania. It is quite true. The creature was not used to 
money; and it transfigured him. I, poor innocent, had no 
suspicion that money could work such miracles; for I had 
possessed millions in my cradle; and it meant no more to 
me than the air I breathed. 

sagamore. But just now, when I suggested a divorce, 
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you asked how he was to live. What has become of the fifty 
thousand pounds? 

epifania. He lost it all in three weeks. I le bought a 
circus with it. He thought everything he touched would 
turn into gold. I had to liquidate that circus a month later. 
He was about to turn the wild beasts loose and run away 
when I intervened. I was down four hundred and thirty 
pounds sixteen and sevenpence by the transaction. 

alastair. Was it my fault? The elephant got influenza. 
The Ministry of Health closed me down and wouldnt let 
me move on because the animals might carry foot-and- 
mouth disease. 

epifania. At all events, the net result was that instead 
of his being fifty thousand pounds to the good I was four 
hundred and thirty pounds to the bad. Instead of bring- 
ing me the revenues of a prince and a hero he cost me the 
allowance of a worm. And now he has the audacity to ask 
for a divorce. 

ai.astaik. No I dimt. It was Sagamore who suggested 
that. How can I afford to let you divorce me? As your hus- 
band I enjoy a good deal of social consideration; and the 
tradesmen give me unlimited credit. 

epifania. For stockings, among other tilings. 

Patricia. Oh \she weeps | ! Does she pay for them, 
Ally? 

alastair, Never mind, dear: I have shewn that I can 
make money when I am put to it; and I will make it again 
and buy you all the stockings you need out of my own 
earnings. | He rises and goes behind her chair to take her 
cheeks in his hands]. There, darling: dont cry. 

epifania. There! They think they are married al- 
ready! 

sagamore. But the matter is not in your hands, Mr 
Fitzfassenden. Mrs Fitzfassenden can divorce you whether 
you like it or not. The evidence is that on a recent occa- 
sion you left your wife and took refuge in the arms of 
Miss Smith. The Court will give Mrs. Fitzfassenden a 
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decree on that. 

Patricia [ consoled end pluky] Well, let It. I can sup- 
port Alastair until he has time to make another fortune. 
You all think him a fool; but he’s a dear good boy; and it 
just disgusts me the way you all turn against him, and the 
way his wife treats him as if he were dirt under her feet. 
What would she be without her money, I’d like to know? 

epifania. Nobody is anybody without money, Seedy- 
stockings. My dear old father taught me that. “Stick to 
your money” he said “and all the other things shall be 
added unto you.” He said it was in the Bible. I have never 
verified the quotation; but I have never forgotten it. I 
have stuck to my money; and I shall continue to stick to it. 
Rich as I am, I can hardly forgive Alastair for letting me 
down by four hundred and thirty pounds. 

alastair. Sixteen and sevenpence! Stingy beast. But I 
will pay it. 

patricia. You shall, dear. I will sell out my insurance 
and give it to you. 

ufifania. May I have that in writing, Miss Smith? 
alastair. Oh, you ought to be ashamed of yourself, 
you greedy pig. It was your own fault. Why did you let 
the elephant go for thirty pounds? He cost two hundred. 
sagamore. Do not let us wander from the point. 
epifania. What is the point, pray? 
sagamore. The point is that you can obtain a divorce if 
you wish. 

epifania. I dont wish. Do you think I am going to be 
dragged through the divorce court and have my picture in 
the papers with that thing? To have the story of my in- 
fatuation told in headlines in every rag in London! Be- 
sides, it is convenient to be married. It is respectable. It 
keeps other men off. It gives me a freedom that I could not 
enjoy as a single woman, I have become accustomed to a 
husband. No: decidedly I will not divorce Alastair— at 
least until I can find a substitute whom I really want. 
patricia. You couldnt divorce him unless he chose to 
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let you, Alastair’s too much the gentleman to mention it; 
but you know very well that your own behavior luisnt been 
so very nunlike that you dare have it shewn up in court. 

epifania. Alastair was the first man I ever loved; and 
I hope he will not be the last. But legal difficulties do not 
exist for people with money. At all events, as Alastair can- 
not afford to divorce me, and I have no intention of divorc- 
ing him, the question does not arise. What o’clock is it? 

alastair. I really think, Eppy, you might buy a wrist 
watch. I have told you so over and over again. 

epifania. Why should I go to the expense of buying a 
wrist watch when everyone else has one; and I have noth- 
ing to do but ask? I have not carried a watch since I lost the 
key of my father’s old repeater. 

patuicia. It is ten minutes past twelve. 
epifania. Gracious! I have missed my lesson. How 
annoying! 

alastair. Your lesson? What are you learning now, 

may I ask? , 

epifania. All-in wrestling. When you next indulge in 
your favorite sport of wife beating, look out For u surprise. 
What did I come here for, Mr Sagamore ? 

sagamore. To give me instructions about your will. 
alastair. She makes a new will every time she loses 
her temper, Sagamore. Jolly good business for you. 

epifania. Do be quiet, Alastair. You forget the dig- 
nity of your position as my husband. Mr. Sagamore: I have 
changed my mind about my will. And 1 shall overlook 
your attempt to poison me. 
sagamore. Thank you. 

epifania. What do I owe you for this abortive con- 
sultation? 

sagamore. Thirteen and fourpence, if you please.. 
epifania. 1 do not carry money about with me. Adrian: 
can you lend me thirteen and fourpence? 

Adrian [Puts his hand in his pocket] 

epifania, Stop. Mr Sagamore: you had better be my 
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family solicitor and send me your bill at the end of the 
year. 

ai.astair. Send a County Court summons with it Saga- 
more; or you may go whistle for your money. ’ 
epifania, Do hold your tongue, Alastair, Of course I 
always wait for a summons. It is a simple precaution 
against paying bills sent in twice over, 

sagamore. Quite, hdrs Fitzfassenden. An excellent 
rule. 

epifama. You are a man of sense, Mr Sagamore. And 
now I must have some fresh air: this orgy of domesticity 
has made the room stuffy. Come along, Adrian: we’ll drive 
out into the country somewhere, and lunch there. I know 
the quaintest little place up the river. Goodbye, Mr Saga- 
more. Goodbye, Seedy; take care of Alastair for me. His 
good looks will give you a pleasing sensation down your 
spine. | She goes out | . 

sagamore | as Adrian is following her out] By the 
way, Mr. Blenderbland, what did you come for? 

Adrian. I totally forget. I dont feel equal to any more 
this morning, [lie goes out without further salutations]. 

saoamore 1 to Alastair | Your wife is a most extraor- 
dinary lady. 

alastair | utters a stifled hoix>l\\ 

Patricia. He cant find words for her, poor dear. 
sagamore. And now, Mr Fitzfassenden, may I ask 
what you came to consult me about? 

alastair. I dont know. After ten minutes of Eppy I 
never do know whether 1 am standing on my head or my 
heels. 

Patricia. It was about a separation. Pull yourself to- 
gether a bit, dear. 

alastair. Separation! You might as well try to sep- 
arate yourself from a hurricane. [Hi? becomes sententious]. 
Listen to me, Sagamore. I am one of those unfortunate 
people — you must know a lot of them — I daresay many of 
them have sat in this chair and talked to you as I am now 

779 



THE MILLIONAIRESS 
talking to you — 

sagamore [ aft ir waiting at viiin for u romp} elm of 
the sentence | Yes? You were saying — ? 

Patricia. Dont wander, Ally. Tell Mr Sagamore 
what sort of people. 

alastair. The people that have bitten olT more than 
they can chew. The ordinary chaps that have married ex- 
traordinary women. The commonplace women that have 
married extraordinary men. They all thought it was a 
splendid catch for them. Take my advice, Sagamore: 
marry in your own class. Dont misunderstand me: I dont 
mean rank or money. What I mean — what I mean — 

Patricia \ coming to the rescue \ What he means is 
that people who marry should think about the same things 
and like the same things. They shouldnt be over one- 
another’s heads, if you follow me. 

sagamore. Perfectly. May 1 take it that Alastair made 
that mistake, and that later on (too late, unfortunately) he 
discovered in you a — shall 1 say a soul mate? 

alastair. No; that sounds silly. Literary, you know. 

Patricia. More of a mind mate, I should call it. 

sagamore. Precisely. Thank you. A mind mate with 
whom he could be thoroughly comfortable. 

alastair I grasping Sagamore’s hand fervently] Thank 
you, Sagamore: you are a real friend. Youvo got it exactly. 
Think over it for us. Come on, Seedy darling : we mustnt 
waste a busy man’s time. 

He goes out, leaving Patricia and Sagamore alone to- 
gether. She rises and goes to the table. 

Patricia. Mr. Sagamore: youll stand by us, wont you? 
Youll save Ally from that awful woman. Youll save him 
for me, 

sagamore, I’m afraid I cant control her, Miss Smith. 
Whats worse, I’m afraid she can control me. It’s not only 
that I cant afford to offend so rich a client. It’s that her will 
paralyzes mine. It’s a sort of genius some people have. 

Patricia. Dont you be afraid of her, Mr Sagamore. 
780 



T1IK MILLIONAIRESS 

She has a genius fur making money. It’s in her family. 
Money comes to her. But I have my little bit of genius too; 
and she cant paralyze me. 

sagamore. And what have you a genius for, Miss 
Smith, if 1 may ask? 

pA'iiuciA. For making people happy. Unhappy people 
come to me just as money comes to her. 

sagamore | shaking his head] I cant think that your 
will is stronger than hers, Miss Smith. 

Patricia. It isnt, Mr Sagamore. I have no will at all. 
But I get what I want, somehow. Youll see. 

alastair [outside, shouting] Seedy! Come on! 
patricia. Coming, darling. [To Sagamore] Goodbye, 
Mr Sagamore [ they shake hands quickly. She hurries to 
the door | . Y oull see. | She goes out] . 

sagamore | to himselj j I think I shall wait and see. 
He resumes his morning’s work. 
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ACT II 

A DISMAL old coffee room in an ancient riverside 
inn. An immense and hideous sideboard of the 
murkiest mahogany stretches across the end aw//. 
Above it hang, picture-wise, two signboards, nearly black 
with age: one shewing the arms of the lord of the manor, 
and the other a sow standing upright and playing a flageo- 
let. Underneath the sow is inscribed in tall letters THE 
PIG 6? WHISTLE. Between these works of art is a glass 
case containing an enormous stuffed fish, certainly not less 
than a century old. 

At right angles to the sideboard, and extending nearly 
the whole length of the room, are two separate long tables, 
laid for lunch for about a dozen people each. T he chairs, 
too dose together, are plain wooden ones, hard and uncom- 
fortable. The cutlery is cheap kitchen ware, with rickety 
silver cruets and salt cellars to keep up appearances. The 
table cloths are coarse , and are not fresh from the laundry. 

The walls are covered with an ugly Victorian paper 
which may have begun as a design of dull purple wreaths 
on a dark yellow background, but is now a flyblown muck 
of no describable color , but crushingly depressing. There 
is no carpet. The door, which stands wide open and has 
COFFEE ROOM inscribed on it, is to the right of any- 
one contemplating the sideboard from the opposite end 
of the room. Next the door an old fashioned hatstand flat- 
tens itself against the wall ; and on it hangs the hat and 
light overcoat of Mr Adrian Blenderbland. 

He, with Epifania, is seated at the end of the table 
farthest from the door. They have just finished a meal. 
T he cheese and biscuits are still on the table. She looks in- 
terested and happy. He is in the worst of tempers . 
epifania. How jolly! 

Adrian [looking round disparagingly ] I must be a very 
attractive man, 

epifania [opening her eyes wide \ Indeed! Not that 
I am denying itj but what has it to do with what I have 
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Adrian. You said “How jolly!” I look round at this 
rotten old mn trying to pretend that it’s a riverside hotel. 
We have just had a horrible meal of tomato tea called 
soup, the remains of Sunday's joint, sprouts, potatoes, ap- 
ple tart and stale American synthetic cheese. If you can 
suffer this and say “How jolly!” there must be some irre- 
sistible attraction present j and I can see nothing that is not 
utterly repulsive except myself. 

epifania. Dont you like these dear old-world places? 
I do. 

adrian. I dont. They ought all to be rooted up, pulled 
down, burnt to the ground. Your flat on the Embankment 
in London cost more to furnish than this place did to build 
from the cellar to the roof. You can get a decent lunch 
there, perfectly served, by a word through the telephone. 
Your luxurious car will whisk you out to one of a dozen 
first rate hotels in lovely scenery. And yet you choose this 
filthy old inn and say “How jolly! ” What is the use of be- 
ing a millionairess on such terms? 

epifania. Paha! When I was first let loose on the 
world with unlimited money, how long do you think it 
took me to get tired of shopping and sick of the luxuries 
you think so much of? About a fortnight. My father, when 
he had a hundred millions, travelled third class and never 
spent more than ten shillings a day on himself except when 
he was entertaining people who were useful to him. Why 
should he? He couldnt eat more than anyone else. He 
couldnt drink more than anyone else. He couldnt wear 
more than anyone else, Neither can I. 

Adrian. Then why do you love money and hate spend- 
ing it? 

epifania. Because money is power. Money is security. 
Money is freedom. It’s the difference between living on 
the slope of a volcano and being safe in the garden of the 
Hesperides. And there is the continual pleasure of mak- 
ing more of it, which is quite easy if you have plenty to 
start with. I can turn a million into two million much more 
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easily than a poor woman cm turn live pounds into ten, 
even if she could get the five pounds to begin with. It turns 
itself, in fact. 

adriav. To me money is a vulgar bore and a soul de- 
stroying worry. I need it, of course; but I dont like it. I 
never think of it when I can possibly help it. 

epifania. If you dont think about money what do you 
think about? Women? 

Adrian. Yes, of course; but not exclusively. 
epifania. Food? 

Adrian. Well, I am not always thinking about my 
food; but I am rather particular about it. I confess I looked 
forward to a better lunch than [indicating the table ] that. 

epifania. Oho! So that is what has put you out of 
temper, is it? 

adrian [annoyed] I am not out of temper, I hope. But 
you promised me a very special treat. You said you had 
found out the most wonderful place on the river, where we 
could be ourselves and have a delicious cottage meal in 
primitive happiness. Where is the charm of this dismal 
hole? Have you ever eaten a viler lunch ? There is not even 
a private sitting room: anybody can walk in here at any 
moment. We should have been much more comfortable at 
Richmond or Maidenhead. And I believe it is raining. 
epifania. Is that my fault? 

adrian. It completes your notion of a happy day up the 
river. Why is it that the people who know how to enjoy 
themselves never have any money, and the people who 
have money never know how to enjoy themselves? 

epifania. You are not making yourself agreeable, 
Adrian. 

Adrian. You are not entertaining me very munificently, 
Epifania. For heaven’s sake let us get into the car and 
drive about the country. It is much more luxurious than 
this hideous coffee room, and more private. 
epifania. I am tired of my car. 
adrian. I am not. I wish I could afford one like it. 
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epifania. I thought you would enjoy sitting in this 
crazy out-of-way place talking to me. But I find you are a 
spoilt old bachelor: you care about nothing but your food 
and your little comforts, You are worse than Alastairj for 
he at least could talk about boxing and tennis. 

Adrian, And you can talk about nothing but money. 
epifania. And you think money uninteresting! Oh, 
you should have known my father! 
adrian. I am very glad I did not. 
epifania \ suddenly dangerous] Whats that you say? 
adrian. My dear Epifania, if we are to remain friends, 
I may as well be quite frank with you. Everything you 
have told me about your father convinces me that though 
he was no doubt an affectionate parent and amiable enough 
to explain your rather tiresome father fixation, as Dr 
Freud would call it, he must have been quite the most ap- 
palling bore that ever devastated even a Rotary club. 

epifania. My father! You dare think such things of 
my father! You infinite nothingness! My father made a 
hundred and fifty millions. You never made even half a 
million. 

adrian. My good girl, your father never made any- 
thing. I have not the slightest notion of how he contrived 
to get a legal claim on so much of what other people made; 
but I do know that he lost four fifths of it by being far 
enough behind the times to buy up the properties of the 
Russian nobility in the belief that England would squash 
the Soviet revolution in three weeks or so. Could anyone 
have made a stupider mistake? Not I, fool as you think me. 
In short, Epifania, the world would not have been a 
penny the poorer if your father had never existed. You see 
that, dont you? 

epifania [springing up and squaring at him] I see red. 
Stand up, you cur. Put up your hands. Put them up. 

adrian [rising in some consternation , but not fully 
recognizing his peril ] Epifania: it’s no use losing your tem- 
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epifania [delivering a straight left to his chin] Take 
that for calling my father a bore. | Following it up with a 
savage punch with her right] Take that for saying he 
never made anything. 

Adrian [writhing on the floor] Help! Police! Murder! 
[He is unable to rise ; but he rolls and scrambles to the 
door gasping piteously]. 

epifania [sending him through the door with a mule 
kick] Rotter! Bounder! Stinker! [She snatches his hat 
and coat from the stand and throws them after him whilst 
he is heard falling downstairs] . 

Adrian [piteously] Help! Help! 

epifania. You brute! You have killed me. [She tot- 
ters to the nearest chair and sinks into it, scattering the 
crockery as she dutches the table with her outstretched 
arms and sprawls on it in convulsions] . 

A serious looking middleaged Egyptian gentleman in 
an old black frock coat and tarboosh, speaking English too 
well to be mistaken for a native, hurries in. 

the Egyptian [ peremptorily | Whats the matter? 
What is going on here? 

epifania | raising her head slowly and gazing at him ] 
Who the devil are you? 

the Egyptian. I am an Egyptian doctor. I hear a great 
disturbance. I hasten to ascertain the cause, I find you here 
in convulsions. Can I help? 

epifania. I am dying. 

the doctor. Nonsense! You can swear. The fit has 
subsided. You can sit up now: you are quite well. Good 
afternoon. 

epifania. Stop. I am not quite well: I am on the point 
of death. I need a doctor. I am a rich woman. 

the doctor. In that case you will have no difficulty in 
finding an English doctor. Is there anyone else who needs 
my help? I was upstairs, The noise was of somebody fall- 
ing downstairs. He may have broken some bones. [He 
goes out promptly], 
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epifania | struggling to her feet and calling after him \ 
Never mind him: if he has broken every bone in his body 
it is no more than he deserves, Come back instantly. I want 
you. Come back, Come back. 

the doctor j returning] The landlord is taking the 
gentleman to the Cottage Hospital in your car. 

epifania. In my car! I will not permit it. Let them 
get an ambulance. 

the doctor. The car has gone. You should be very 
glad that it is being so useful. 

epifania. It is your business to doctor me, not to lec- 
ture me. 

the doctor. I am not your doctor: I am not in general 
practice. I keep a clinic for penniless Mahometan refugees; 
and I work in the hospital. I cannot attend to you. 

epifania. You can attend to me. You must attend to 
me. Are you going to leave me here to die? 

the doctor. You are not dying. Not yet, at least. 
Your own doctor will attend to you. 

epifania. You are my own doctor. I tell you I am a 
rich woman: doctors’ fees are nothing to me: charge me 
what you please. But you must and shall attend to me. You 
are abominably rude; but you inspire confidence as a 
doctor. 

the doctor. If I attended all those in whom I inspire 
confidence I should be worn out in a week. I have to re- 
serve myself for poor and useful people. 

epifania. Then you are either a fool or a Bolshevik. 
the doctor, I am nothing but a servant of Allah. 
epifania. You are not: you are my doctor: do you 
hear? I am a sick woman: you cannot abandon me to die in 
this wretched place. 

the doctor. I see no symptoms of any sickness about 
you. Are you in pain? 

epifania, Yes. Horrible pain. 
the doctor. Where? 

epifania. Dont cross-examine me as if you didnt be- 
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lieve me. I must have sprained my knuckles and my wrist 
on that beast’s chin, 

the doctor. Which hand? 
epifania ['presenting her left] This, of course. 
the doctor [taking her hand in a businesslike my 
and pulling and turning the fingers and wrist | Nothing 
whatever the matter. 

epifania. How do you know? It’s my hand, not yours. 
the doctor. You would scream the house down if 
your wrist were sprained. You are shamming — lying. 
Why? Is it to make yourself interesting? 

epifania. Make myself interesting! Man: I am inter- 
esting. 

tiie doctor. Not in the least, medically. Are you in- 
teresting in any other way? 

epifania. I am the most interesting woman in Eng- 
land. I am Epifania Ognisanti di Parerga. 

the doctor. Never heard of her. Italian aristocrat, I 
presume. 

epifania. Aristocrat! Do you take me for a fool? My 
ancestors were moneylenders to all Europe five hundred 
years ago: we arc now bankers to all the world. 
the doctor, Jewess, eh? 

epifania. Christian, to the last drop of my blood. Jews 
throw half their money away on charities and fancies like 
Zionism. The stupidest di Parerga can just walk round the 
cleverest Jew when it comes to moneymaking. We are the 
only real aristocracy in the world: the aristocracy of money. 
the doctor. The plutocracy, in fact. 
epifania. If you like. I am a plutocrat of the pluto- 
crats. 

the doctor. Well, that is a disease for which I do not 
prescribe. The only known cure is a revolution; but the 
mortality rate is high; and sometimes, if it is the wrong 
sort of revolution, it intensifies the disease. I can do noth- 
ing for you. I must go back to my work. Good morning. 
epifania [holding him ] But this is your work. What 
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else have you to do? 

thk doctor, There is a good deal to be done in the 
world besides attending rich imaginary invalids. 
bi'ipania. Rut if you are well paid? 

Till! doctor. I make the little money I need by work 
which l venture to think more important. 

Hi 1 ivan i a | throwing him away and moving about dis- 
tractedly | You are a pig and a beast and a Bolshevik. It is 
the most abominable thing of you to leave me here in my 
distress. My car is gone. I have no money. I never carry 
money about. 

the doctor. I have none to carry. Your car will re- 
turn presently. You can borrow money from your chauf- 
feur. 

kiufanja. You are an unmitigated hippopotamus. You 
arc a Bashihav.ouk. 1 might have known it from your ridic- 
ulous tarboosh. You should take it off in my presence. [She 
snatches it from hit head ami holds it behind her back]. 
At least have the manners to stay with me until my chauf- 
feur comes back. 

The motor horn is heard honking, 

tuv doctor. 1 le has come back. 

himvania. Damn! Cant you wait until he has had his 

tea and a cigarette? . 

THK doctor. No. Be good enough to give me back my 

Ei, n-ANiA. I wanted to see what you looked like with- 
out it. | She puts it tenderly on his head]. Listen to me. 
You are having an adventure. Have you no romance m 
you? Havcnt you even common curiosity? Dont you want 
to know why I threw that beast downstairs? Dont you 
want to throw your wretched work to the devil for once 
and have an afternoon on the river with an interesting and 

attractive woman? . . 

THE DOCTOR. Women are neither interesting nor at- 
tractive to me except when they are ill. I know too much 
about them, inside and out. You are perfectly we . 
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epifania. Liar. Nobody is perfectly well, nor ever has 
been, nor ever will be. [She sits down, sulking]. 

the doctor. That is true. You must have brains of a 
sort. [He sits down opposite to her]. I remember when I 
began as a young surgeon I killed several patients by my 
operations because I had been taught that I must go on 
cutting until there was nothing left but perfectly healthy 
tissue. As there is no such thing as perfectly healthy tissue 
I should have cut my patients entirely away if the nurse 
had not stopped me before they died on the table. They 
died after they left the hospital; but as they were carried 
away from the table alive I was able to claim a successful 
operation. Are you married? 

epifania. Yes. But you need not be afraid. My hus- 
band is openly unfaithful to me and cannot take you into 
court if you make love to me. I can divorce him if neces- 
sary. 

the doctor. And the man you threw downstairs: who 
was he? One does not throw one’s husband downstairs. Did 
he make love to you? 

epifania. No. He insulted my father’s memory be- 
cause he was disappointed with his lunch here. When I 
think of my father all ordinary men seem to me the merest 
trash. You are not an ordinary man. I should like to see 
some more of you. Now that you have asked me con- 
fidential questions about my family, and I have answered 
them, you can no longer pretend that you are not my 
family doctor. So that is settled. 

the doctor. A father fixation, did you say? 
epifania [nods)\ 

the doctor. And an excess of money? 
epifania. Only a beggarly thirty millions. 
the doctor. A psychological curiosity. I will consider 
it. 

epifania. Consider it! You will feel honored, grati- 
fied, delighted. 

the doctor. I see. Enormous self-confidence. Reek- 
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less audacity. Insane egotism. Apparently sexless. 

epifania. Sexless! Who told you that -I am sexless? 
the doctor. You talk to me as if you were a man. 
There is no mystery, no separateness, no sacredness about 
men to you, A man to you is only a male of your species. 

epifania. My species indeed! Men are a different and 
very inferior species. Five minutes conversation with my 
husband will convince you that he and I do not belong to 
the same species. But there are some great men, like my 
father. And there are some good doctors, like you. 

the doctor. Thank you. What does your regular doc- 
tor say about you? 

epifania. I have no regular doctor. If I had I should 
have an operation a week until there was nothing left of 
me or of my bank balance. I shall not expect you to maul 
me about with a stethoscope, if that is what you are 
afraid of. I have the lungs of a whale and the digestion of 
an ostrich. I have a clockwork inside. I sleep eight hours 
like a log. When I want anything I lose my head so com- 
pletely about it that I always get it. 

the doctor. What things do you want mostly? 
epifania. Everything. Anything. Like a lightning 
flash. And then there is no stopping me. 

the doctor. Everything and anything is nothing. 
epifania. Five minutes ago I wanted you. Now I have 
got you. 

the doctor. Come! You cannot bluff a doctor. You 
may want the sun and the moon and the stars; but you 
cannot get them, 

epifania. That is why I take good care not to want 
them. I want only what I can get. 

the doctor. Good, A practical intellect. And what do 
you want at present, for instance? 

epifania. That is the devil of it. There is nothing one 
can get except more money. 

the doctor. What about more men? 

.epifania. More Alastairs! More Blenderblands! 
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Those are not deep wants. At present I want a motor 
launch. 

the doctor. There is no such thing in this little place. 
epifania. Tell the landlord to stop the first one that 
comes along and buy it. 

the doctor. Tcha! People will not sell their boats like 
that. 

epifania. Have you ever tried? 
the doctor. No. 

epifania. I have. When I need a car or a motor boat 
or a launch or anything like that I buy straight off the road 
or off the river or out of the harbor. These things cost 
thousands when they are new; but next day you cannot get 
fifty pounds for them. Offer £300 for any of them, and 
the owner dare not refuse: he knows he will never get such 
an offer again. 

the doctor. Aha! You arc a psychologist. This is very 
interesting. 

epifania. Nonsense! I know how to buy and sell, if 
that is what you mean. 

the doctor. That is how good psychologists make 
money. 

epifania. Have you made any? 
the doctor. No. I do not care for money: I care for 
knowledge, 

epifania. Knowledge is no use without money. Are 
you married? 

the doctor. I am married to Science. One wife is 
enough for me, though by my religion I am allowed four, 
epifania. Four! What do you mean? 
the doctor. I am what you call a Mahometan. 
epifania. Well, you will have to be content with two 
wives if you marry me. 

the doctor. Oh! Is there any question of that be- 
tween us? 

epifania. Yes. I want to marry you. 
the doctor. Nothing doing, lady. Science is my bride. 
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epifania. You can have Science as well: I shall not be 
jealous of her. Rut I made a solemn promise to my father 
on his deathbed — 

the doctor | interrupting ] Stop. I had better tell you 
that I made a solemn promise to my mother on her death- 
bed. 

epifania. What! ! ! 

THE doctor. My mother was a very wise woman. She 
made me swear to her that if any woman wanted to marry 
me, and I felt tempted, I would hand the woman two hun- 
dred piastres and tell her that unless she would go out 
into the world with nothing but that and the clothes she 
stood in, and earn her living alone and unaided for six 
months, I would never speak to her again. 
epifania. And if she stood the test? 

THE doctor. Then 1 must marry her even if she were 
the ugliest devil on earth. 

epifania. And you dare ask me — me, Epifania Ogni- 
santi di Parcrga! to submit myself to this test — to any test! 

the doctor. I swore. I have a mother fixation. Allah 
has willed it so. 1 cannot help myself. 
epifania. What was your mother? 
the doctor. A washerwoman. A widow. She brought 
up eleven children. I was the youngest, the Benjamin. 
The other ten arc honest working folk. With their help she 
made me a man of learning, It was her ambition to have a 
son who could read and write. She prayed to Allah; and 
he endowed me with the necessary talent. 

epifania. And you think I will allow myself to be 
beaten by an old washerwoman? 

the doctor. I am afraid so. You could never pass the 
test. 

epifania. Indeed! And my father’s test for a husband 
worthy of me? 

the doctor. Ohl The husband is to be tested too! 
That never occurred to me. 

epifania, Nor to your mother either, it seems. Well, 
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you know better now. I am to give you a hundred and fifty 
pounds. In six months you are to increase it to fifty thou- 
sand. How is that for a test. 

the doctor. Quite conclusive. At the end of the six 
months I shall not have a penny of it left, praise be to 
Allah, 

efifania. You confess yourself beaten? 
the doctor. Absolutely. Completely. 
efifania. And you think I am beaten too. 
the doctor, Hopelessly. You do not know what 
homeless poverty is; and Allah the Compassionate will 
take care that you never do. 

efifania. How much is two hundred piastres? 
the doctor. At the rate of exchange contemplated by 
my mother, about thirtyfive shillings. 
epifania. Hand it over. 

the doctor. Unfortunately my mother forgot to pro- 
vide for this contingency. I have not got thirtyfive shil- 
lings. I must borrow them from you. 

efifania. I have not a penny on me. No matter: I will 
borrow it from the chauffeur. He will lend you a hundred 
and fifty pounds on my account if you dare ask him. Good- 
bye for six months. [She goes out ] . 

the doctor. There is no might and no majesty save in 
Thee, O Allah; but, oh! most Great and Glorious, is this 
another of Thy terrible jokes? 
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ACT III 

A BASEMENT in the Commercial Road. An eld- 
erly man , anxious, ■poor, and ratlike, sits at a table 
with his wife. He is poring over his accounts. She, 
on his left, is sewing buttons on a coat, working very fast. 
There is a pile of coats on the table to her right waiting 
to have buttons sewn on, and another to her left which 
she has finished. T he table is draped down to the ground 
with an old cloth. Some daylight comes in down the stone 
stairs-, but does not extend to the side where the couple 
sit, which is lighted by a small electric bulb on a wire. Be- 
tween the stairs and the table a dirty old patched curtain 
hangs in front of an opening into a farther compartment. 

A bell tinkles. The woman instantly stops sewing and 
conceals the piles of coats under the table. Epifania, her 
dress covered by an old waterproof, and wearing an elab- 
orately damaged hat, comes down the stairs. She looks 
at the pair; then looks round her; then goes to the curtain 
and looks through. The old man makes a dash to prevent 
her, but is too late. He snatches the curtain from her and 
bars her passage. 

the man. What do you want? What are you doing 
here? 

epifania. I want employment. A woman told me I 
should find it here. I am destitute. 

the man. Thats not the way to get employment: pok- 
ing your nose into places that dont concern you. Get out. 
There are no women employed here. 

epifania. You lie. There are six women working in 
there. Who employs them? 

the man. Is that the way to talk to me? You think a 
lot of yourself, dont you? What do you take me for? 
epifania. A worm. 

the man | making a violent demonstration ] ! ! 
epifania. Take care. I can use my fists. I can shoot, if 
necessary. 

the woman [hurrying to the man and holding him | 
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Take care, Joe. She’s an inspector. Look at her shoes. 

epifania. I am not an inspector. And what is the mat- 
ter with my shoes, pray? 

the woman [respectfully] We]] maam, could a 
woman looking for work at tuppence hapeny an hour af- 
ford a west end shoe like that? I assure you we dont em- 
ploy any women here. We’re only caretakers. 
epifania. But I saw six women — 
the man [throwing open the curtain ] Where? Not a 
soul. Search the whole bloody basement. 

the woman. Hush, hush, Joe: dont speak to the Jady 
like that. You see, maam: theres not a soul. 

epifania. Theres a smell. You have given them a 
signal to hide. You are breaking the law. Give me some 
work or I will send a postcard to the Home Office. 

the man. Look here, lady. Cant we arrange this? 
What good will it do you to get me into trouble and shut 
up my little shop? 

epifania. What good will it do me to say nothing? 
the man. Well, what about half a crown a week? 
epifania. I cannot live on half a crown a week. 
the man. You can if you look round a bit. There are 
others, you know. 

epifania. Give me the address of the others. If I am to 
live by blackmail I must have an extended practice. 

the man. Well, if I have to pay I dont see why the 
others shouldnt too. Will you take half a crown? [He 
holds up half a crown]. Look here! Look at it! Listen to 
it! [He rings it on the table.] It’s yours, and another every 
Wednesday if you keep the inspector off me. 

epifania. It’s no use ringing half crowns at me: I am 
accustomed to them. And I feel convinced that you will 
pay five shillings if I insist. 

the woman. Oh, maam, have some feeling for us. 
You dont know the struggle we have to live. 

the man [roughly] Here: we’re not beggars. I’ll pay 
what the business can afford and not a penny more. You 
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seem to know that it can afford five shillings. Well, if you 
know that, you know that it cant afford any more. Take 
your five shillings and he damned to you. [He flings two 
half frowns on the table]. 

the woman. Oh, Joe, dont be so hasty. 
the man. You shut up. You think you can beg a 
shilling or two off ; but you cant. I can size up a tough lot 
without looking at her shoes. She’s got us; and she knows 
she’s got us. 

epifania. I do not like this blackmailing business. Of 
course if I must I must; but can you not give me some 
manual work? 

the man. You want to get a little deeper into our 
business, dont you? 

epifania. I am as deep as I can go already. You are 
employing six women in there. The thing in the comer is 
a gas engine: that makes you a workshop under the Act. 
Except that the sanitary arrangements are probably abom- 
inable, there is nothing more for me to know. I have you in 
the hollow of my hand. Give me some work that I can live 
by or I will have you cleared out like a wasp’s nest. 

the man. I have a good mind to clear out now and 
take some place where you wont find me so easy. I am used 
to changing my address. 

epifania. That is the best card in your hand. You have 
some business ability. Tell me why you cannot give me 
work to live by just as you give it, I suppose, to the women 
I saw in there. 

the man, I dont like the people I employ to know too 

much. _ ..... 

epifania. I see. They might call in the inspector. 

THE MAN. Call in the inspector! What sort of tool are 
you? They dread the inspector more than I do. 
epifania. Why? Dont they want to be protected? 
the woman. The inspector wouldnt protect them, 
maam: he’d only shut up the place and take away their 
job from them. If they thought youd be so cruel as to re- 
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port them theyd go down on their knees to you to spare 
them. 

the man. You that know such a lot ought to know that 
a business like this cant afford any luxuries. It’s a cheap 
labor business. As long as I get women to work for their 
natural wage, I can get along; but no luxuries, mind you. 
No trade union wages. No sanitary arrangements as you 
call them. No limewashings every six months. No separate 
rooms to eat in. No fencing in of dangerous machinery or 
the like of that: not that I care; for I have nothing but the 
old gas engine that wouldnt hurt a fly, though it brings me 
under the blasted Workshop Act as you spotted all right. 
I have no big machinery; but I have to undersell those that 
have it. If I put up my prices by a farthing theyd set their 
machinery going and drop me. You might as well ask me 
to pay trade union wages as do all that the inspector wants: 
I should be out of business in a week. 

epifania. And what is a woman’s natural wage? 

the man. Tuppence hapeny an hour for twelve hours 
a day. 

epifania. Slavery! 

the woman. Oh no, maam: nobody could call that 
slavery. A good worker can make from twelve to fifteen 
shillings a week at it, week in and week out. 

the man. Isnt it what the Government paid at the be- 
ginning of the war when all the women were called on to 
do their bit? Do you expect me to pay more than the Brit- 
ish Government? 

the woman. I assure you it’s the regular and proper 
wage and always has been, maam. 

the man. Like five per cent at the Bank of England it 
is. This is a respectable business, whatever your inspectors 
may say. 

epifania. Can a woman live on twelve shillings a 
week? 

the man. Of course she can. Whats to prevent her? 

the woman. Why, maam, when I was a girl in a 
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match factory I had five shillings a week; and it was a eod- 
send to my mother. And a girl who had no family of her 
own could always find a family to take her in for four and 
sixpence, and treat her better than if she had been in her 
father's house. 

. THE “an. I can find you a family what’ll do it today 
m spite of all the damned doles and wages boards that have 
upset everything and given girls ideas above their station 
without giving them the means to pamper themselves. 

epifania. Well, I will work even for that, to prove 
that I can work and support myself. So give me work and 
have done talking. 

the man. Who started talking? You or I? 

epifania. I did. I thank you for the information you 
have given me: it has been instructive and to the point. Is 
that a sufficient apology? And now to work, to work. I am 
in a hurry to get to Work. 

the man. Well, what work can you do? 

THE woman. Can you sew? Can you make button- 
holes? 

ee (fan i a. Certainly not. I dont call that work. 

the man. Well, what sort of work are you looking 
for? 

epifania, Brain work. 

the man. She’s dotty! 

epifania. Your work. Managing work. Planning 
work. Driving work. Let me see what you make here. Tell 
me how you dispose of it. 

the man [to his wife] You had better get on with 
your work. Let her see it. [To Epifank, whilst the woman 
pulls out the pile of coats from under the table and sits 
down resignedly to her sewing] And when youve quite 
satisfied your curiosity, perhaps youll take that five shil- 
lings and go. 

epifania. Why? Dont you find my arrival a pleasant 
sort of adventure in this den? 

the man. I never heard the like of your cheek, not 
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from nobody. [He sits down to his accounts]. 

epifania \to the woman, indicating the pile of coats] 
What do you do with these when they are finished? 

the woman | going on with her work J The man comes 
with his lorry and takes them away. 
epifania. Does he pay you for them? 
the woman. Oh no. He gives us a receipt for them. 
Mr Superflew pays us for the receipts at the end of the 
week. 

epifania. And what does Mr Superflew do with the 
coats? 

the woman. He takes them to the wholesaler that 
supplies him with the cloth. The lorry brings us the cloth 
when it takes away the finished clothes. 

epifania. Why dont you deal directly with the whole- 
salers? 

the woman. Oh no: that wouJdnt be right. We dont 
know who they are; and Mr Superflew does. Besides, we 
couldnt afford a lorry. 

epifania. Does Mr Superflew own the lorry? 
the woman. Oh no : that wouldnt be right, lie hires it 
by the hour from Bolton’s. 

epifania, Is the driver always the same man? 
the woman. Yes, of course: always old Tim Good- 
enough. 

epifania f to the man] Write those names for me: 
Superflew, Bolton’s, Goodenough. 

the man. Here! I’m not your clerk, you know. 
epifania. You will be, soon, Do as I tell you. 
the man. Well of all the cheek — ! [He obeys]. 
epifania. When Goodenough comes round next, tell 
him to tell Bolton’s that he has found somebody who will 
buy the lorry for fourteen pounds. Tell him that if he can 
induce Bolton’s to part from it at that figure you will give 
him a pound for himself and engage him at half a crown 
advance on his present wages to drive it just the same old 
round to the same places. He knows the wholesalers. Mr 
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Supcrflew is superfluous. We shall collect not only our own 
stuff but that of al 1 the other sweaters. 

the man. Sweaters! Who are you calling sweaters? 
epifania. Man, know thyself. You sweat yourself; you 
sweat your wife; you sweat those women in there; you 
live on sweat. 

THE MAN. Thats no way to talk about it. It isnt civil. I 
pay the right wages, same as everybody pays. I give em- 
ployment that the like of them couldnt make for them- 
selves. 

epifania. You are sensitive about it. I am not. I am 
going to sweat Mr Superflew out of existence. I am going 
to sweat Mr Timothy Goodenough instead of allowing 
Mr Superflew to sweat him. 

the man. See here. Does this business belong to me or 
to you? 

epifania. We shall sec. Dare you buy the lorry? 
the man. Whores the money to come from? 
epifania. Where does all money come from? From 
the bank. 

the man. You got to put it there first, havnt you? 
epifania. Not in the least. Other people put it there; 
and the bank lends it to you if it thinks you know how to 
extend your business. 

the woman | terrified] Oh, Joe, dont trust your 
money in a bank. No good ever comes out of banks for the 
likes of us. Dont let her tempt you, Joe. 
epifania. When had you last a holiday? 
the woman. Me! A holiday! We cant afford holi- 
days. I had one on Armistice Day, eighteen years ago. 

epifania. Then it cost a world war and the slaughter 
of twenty millions of your fellow creatures to give you 
one holiday in your lifetime. I can do better for you than 
that. 

the woman. We dont understand that sort of talk 
here. Weve no time for it. Will you please take our little 
present and go away? 
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The bell tinkles. 

the man [rising] Thats Tim, for the clothes. 
epifania [ masterfully J Sit down. I will deal with 
Tim. 

She goes out. The man, after a moment of irresolution , 
sits down helplessly. 

the woman [ crying ] Oh, Joe, dont listen to her: dont 
let her meddle with us. That woman would spend our 
little savings in a week, and leave us to slave to the end 
of our days to make it up again. I cant go on slaving for 
ever: we’re neither of us as young as we were. 

the man [sullen] What sort of wife are you for a 
man? You take the pluck out of me every time. Dont I see 
other men swanking round and throwing money about that 
they get out of the banks? In and out of banks they are, 
all day. What do they do but smoke cigars and drink 
champagne? A five pound note is to them what a penny is 
to me. Why shouldnt I try their game instead of slaving 
here for pence and hapence? 

the woman. Cause you dont understand it, Joe. We 
know our own ways; and though we’re poor our ways have 
never let us down ; and they never will if we stick to them. 
And who would speak to us? who would know us or give 
us a helping hand in hard times if we began doing things 
that nobody else does? How would you like to walk down 
Commercial Road and get nothing but black looks from 
all your friends and be refused a week’s credit in the 
shops? Joe: Ive gone on in our natural ways all these years 
without a word of complaint; and I can go on long enough 
still to make us comfortable when we’re too old to see what 
I’m sewing or you to count the pence. But if youre going 
to risk everything and put our money in a bank and change 
our ways I cant go on: I cant go on: itll kill me. Go up and 
stop her, Joe. Dont let her talk: just put her out. Be a 
man, darling: dont be afraid of her. Dont break my heart 
and ruin yourself. Oh, dont sit there dithering: you dont 
know what she may be doing. Oh! oh! oh! [She can say no 
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more for sobbing \. 

the man l wing , but not very resolutely ] There! 
there! 1 lold your noise: I’m not going to let her interfere 
with us. I’ll put her out all right. \lle .goej to the stairs. 
Etiftiniii mines down |. Now, missis: lets have an under- 
standing. 

Ei’iEANiA. No understanding is necessary. Tim is sure 
that Bolton’s will take ten pounds for the lorry. Tim is my 
devoted slave. Make that poor woman stop howling if you 
can. I am going now. There is not enough work here for 
me: I can do it all in half a day every week. I shall take a 
job as scullery maid at a hotel to fill up my time. But first 
I must go round to the address Tim has given me and 
arrange that we send them our stuff direct and collect just 
as Superflew did. When I have arranged everything with 
diem I will come back and arrange everything for you. 
Meanwhile, carry on as usual. Good morning. [SAe goes 


oin | ■ 

tiik man \slttpe fit'll] It seems to me like a sort of 
dream. Whal could 1 do? 

'ran woman | who bus stopped crying on hearing Efi- 
f aniii's (illusion to her] Do what she tells us, Joe. We’re 
like children- -| She begins crying again softly]. 

There is nothing more to be said. 
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ACT IV , , ... 

T HE co fee room of T he Pig & W his tie, now trans- 
mogrified into the lounge of The Cardinal’s Hat, 
a very attractive riverside hotel. T he long tables 
are gone, replaced by several tea tables with luxurious chairs 
round them. The old sideboard, the stuffed fish, the sign- 
boards are no more: instead there is an elegant double writ- 
ing desk for two sitters, divided by stationery cases and elec- 
tric lamps with dainty shades. Near it is a table with all the 
illustrated papers and magazines to hand. Farther down 
the room, towards the side next the door, there is a long 
well cushioned seat, capable of accommodating three per- 
sons. With three chairs at the other side it forms a fireside 
circle. The old hatstand has gone to its grave with the 
sideboard. The newly painted walls present an attractive 
color scheme. The floor is parquetted and liberally sup- 
plied with oriental rugs. All the appurtenant es of a brand 
new first class hotel lounge are in evidence. 

A las lair, in boating flannels, is sprawling happily on 
the long seat, reading an illustrated magazine. Patricia, in 
her gladdest summer rags, is knitting in the middle chair 
opposite , full of quiet enjoyment. 

It is a fine summer afternoon; and the general effect 
is that of a bank holiday paradise. 

alastair. I say, Seedy, isnt this jolly? 

Patricia. Yes, darling: it’s lovely. 
alastair. Nothing beats a fine week-end on the river. 
A pull on the water in the morning to give one a good 
stretch and a good appetite, A good lunch, and then a good 
laze. What more can any man desire on earth? 

Patricia. You row so beautifully, Ally. I love to see 
you sculling. And punting too. You look so well standing 
up in the punt, 

alastair. It’s the quiet of it, the blessed quiet. You 
are so quiet: I’m never afraid of your kicking up a row 
about nothing. The river is so smooth. I dont know which 
is more comforting, you or the river, when I think of my- 
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self shooting Niagara three or four times a day at home. 

I’A'iRiciA, Dont think of it, darling. It isnt home: this 
is home. 

alastair. Yes, dear: youre right: this is what home 
ought to be, though it’s only a hotel. 

Patricia, Well, what more could anyone ask but a nice 
hotel? All the housekeeping done for us: no trouble with 
the servants: no rates nor taxes. I have never had any peace 
except in a hotel. But perhaps a man doesnt feel that way. 

The manager of the hotels a young man, smartly 
dressed, enters. He carries the hotel register, which he 
opens and places on the newspaper table. He then comes 
obsequiously to his two guests. 

manager [ between them ] Good afternoon, sir. I hope 
you find everything here to your liking. 

alastair. Yes, thanks. But what have you done to the 
old place? When I was here last, a year ago, it was a com- 
mon pub called The Pig and Whistle. 

the manager. It was so until quite lately, sir. My 
father kept The Pig and Whistle. So did his forefathers 
right back to the reign of William the Conqueror. Cardinal 
Wolsey stopped once for an hour at The Pig and Whistle 
when his mule cast a shoe and had to go to the blacksmith’s. 
I assure you my forefathers thought a lot of themselves. 
But they were uneducated men, and ruined the old place 
by trying to improve it by getting rid of the old things in 
it. It was on its last legs when you saw it, sir. I was ashamed 
of it. 

alastair. Well, you have made a first rate job of it 
now. 

the manager. Oh, it was not my doing, sir: I am only 
the manager. You would hardly believe it if I were to tell 
you the story of it. Much more romantic, to my mind, than 
the old tale about Wolsey. But I mustnt disturb you talk- 
ing. You will let me know if theres anything I can do to 
make you quite pomfortable. _ 

PATRICIA. I should like to know about the old Pig if 
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it’s romantic. If you can spare the time, of course. 
the manager. I am at your service, madam, always. 
alastair. Fire ahead, old man. 
the manager. Well, madam, one day a woman came 
here and asked for a job as a scullery maid. My poor old 
father hadnt the nerve to turn her out: he said she might 
just try for a day or two. So she started in She washed 
two dishes and broke six. My poor old mother was furi- 
ous: she thought the world of her dishes. She had no 
suspicion, poor soul, that they were ugly and common and 
old and cheap and altogether out of date. She said that as 
the girl had broken them she should pay for them if she 
had to stay for a month and have the price stopped out of 
her wages. Off went the girl to Reading and came back 
with a load of crockery that made my mother cry: she said 
we should be disgraced for ever if we served a meal on 
such old fashioned things. But the very next day an 
American lady with a boating party bought them right off 
the table for three times what they cost; and my poor 
mother never dared say another word. The scullery maid 
took things into her own hands in a way we could never 
have done. It was cruel for us; but we couldnt deny that 
she was always right. 

Patricia. Cruel! What was there cruel in getting nice 
crockery for you? 

the manager. Oh, it wasnt only that, madam: that 
part of it was easy and pleasant enough. You see all she 
had to do with the old crockery was to break it and throw 
the bits into the dustbin. But what was the matter with the 
old Pig and Whistle was not the old thick plates that took 
away your appetite. It was the old people it had gathered 
about itself that were past their work and had never been 
up to much according to modern ideas. They had to be 
thrown into the street to wander about for a few days and 
then go into the workhouse. There was the bar that was 
served by father and mother: she dressed up to the nines, 
as she thought, poor old dear, never dreaming that the 
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world was a day older than when she was married. The 
scullery maid told them the truth about themselves; and 
it just cut them to pieces; for it was the truth; and I 
couldnt deny it. The old man had to give in, because he 
had raised money on his freehold and was at his wits’ end 
to pay the mortgage interest. The next thing we knew, 
the girl had paid off the mortgage and got the whip hand 
of us completely. “It’s time for you two to sell your free- 
hold and retire: you are doing no good here” she said. 

Patricia. But that was dreadful, to root them up like 
that. 

THE manager. It was hard; but it was the truth. We 
should have had the brokers in sooner or later if we had 
gone on. Business is business; and theres no room for sen- 
timent in it. And then, think of the good she did. My 
parents would never have got the price for the freehold 
that she gave them. Here was I, ashamed of the place, 
tied to the old Pig and Whistle by my feeling for my 
parents, with no prospects. Now the house is a credit to the 
neighborhood and gives more employment than the poor 
old Pig did in its best days; and I am the manager of it 
with a salary and a percentage beyond anything I could 
have dreamt of, 

alastair. Then she didnt chuck you, old man. 

the manager. No, sir. You see, though I could never 
have made the change myself, I was intelligent enough to 
see that she was right. I backed her up all through. I have 
such faith in that woman, sir, that if she told me to burn 
down the hotel tonight I’d do it without a moment’s hesi- 
tation. When she puts her finger on a thing it turns, into 
gold every time. The bank would remind my father if he 
overdrew by five pounds; but the manager keeps pressing 
overdrafts on her: it makes him miserable when she has a 
penny to her credit, A wonderful woman, sir; one day a 
scullery maid, and the next the proprietress of a first class 
hotel, 

Patricia. And are the old people satisfied and happy? 
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the manager, Well, no: the change was tou much for 
them at their age. My father had a stroke and wont last 
long, Pm afraid. And my mother has gone a bit silly. Still, 
it was best for them; and they have all the comforts they 
care for. 

alastair, Well, thats a very moving tale: more so than 
you think, old boy, because I happen to know a woman of 
that stamp. By the way, I telegraphed for a friend of mine 
to come and spend the week-end with us here: a Mr Saga- 
more. I suppose you can find a room for him. 

the manager. That will be quite all right, sir, thank 
you. 

patricia. Have you many people in the house this 
week-end? 

the manager. Less than usual, madam. We have an 
Egyptian doctor who takes his meals here: a very learned 
man I should think: very quiet: not a word to anybody. 
Then there is another gentleman., an invalid, only just dis- 
charged from the Cottage Hospital. The Egyptian doctor 
recommended our chef to him; and he takes his meals here 
too. And that is all, madam, unless some fresh visitors 
arrive. 

alastair. Well, wc must put up with them. 
the manager. By the way, sir, I am sorry to trouble 
you; but you came up this morning without signing the 
register. I have brought it up, Would you be so good? [lie 
j etches the register from the table and presents it to Ala- 
stair with his fountain pen j . 

alastair [sitting up and taking it on his knees ] Oh, I 
am sorry: I forgot. [He There you are. [He puts 
up his legs again ] . 

the manager. Thanks very much, sir. [He glances at 
the register before shutting it. The signature surprises 
him]. Oh, indeed, sir! We are honored. 
alastair. Anything wrong? 
the manager. Oh no, sir, nothing wrong: quite the 
contrary. Mr and Mrs Fitzfassenden. The name is so un- 
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usual. Haw I the honor of entertaining the celebrated— 
ax.ast.uu | iiitrmipt'mg | Yes: it’s all right: I am the 
tennis champion and the boxing champion and all the rest 
of it; but I am here for a holiday and I dont want to hear 
anything more about it. 

the manager | ,t hutting the book \ I quite understand, 
sir. I should not have said anything if it were not that the 
proprietress of this hotel, the lady I told you of, is a Mrs 
Fitzfassenden. 


alastair 1 rising with a yell] What! Let me out of 
this, Pack up, Seedy. My bill, please, instantly. 

the manager. Certainly, sir. But may I say that she 
is not on the premises at present and that I do not expect 
her this week-end. 

Patricia. Dont fuss, darling. Weve a perfect right to 
be in her hotel if we pay our way just like anybody else. 

alastair, Very well: have it your own way. But my 
week-end is spoilt. 

tiie manager. Depend on it, she wont come, sir. She 
is getting tired of paying us unexpected visits now that she 
knows she can depend on me. [He goes out, but immedi- 
ately looks in again to say ] Your friend Mr Sagamore, sir, 
coming up with the invalid gentleman. [He holds the door 
open for Sagamore and Adrian, who come in. I hen he goes 
out, taking the register with him 1- 

Adrian, who comes first, limps badly on two walking 
sticks; and his head is bandaged. He is disagreeably sur- 
prised at seeing Fitzfassenden and Patricia. 

Adrian. Alastair! Miss Smith! What does this mean, 
Sagamore? You never told me who you were bringing me 
to see: you said two friends. Alastair: I assure you 1 did 
not know you were here. Sagamore said some friends who 

would be glad to see me, , 

Patricia. Well, we are glad to see you, Mr Blender- 

bland. Wont you sit down? , m, 

alastair. But whats happened to you, old chap. What 
on earth have you done to yourself. 
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Adrian [exasperated] Everyone asks me what I have 
done to myself. I havnt done anything to myself. I suppose 
you mean this and this [he indicated his injuries]. Well, 
they are what your wife has done to me. That is why Saga- 
more should not have brought me here. 

alastair. I say: I am frightfully sorry, old chap. 
Patricia [rising solicitously] Do sit down, Mr Blend- 
erbland. Rest yourself on that couch. [Arranging cushions ] 
Dear! dear! 

alastair. Eppy is like that, you know. 

Adrian. Yes: I know now. But I ought not to be here: 
Sagamore should not have brought me here. 

Patricia. But why not? I assure you we’re delighted 
to see you. We dont mind what Mrs Fitzfassenden does. 

Adrian. But I do. You are most kind; but I cannot 
claim the privilege of a friend and at the same time be the 
plaintiff in an action for assault and battery. 

alastair. Yes you can, old chap. The situation is not 
new. The victims always come to us for sympathy. Make 
yourself comfortable. 

Adrian [reluctantly sitting down and disposing his 
damaged limbs along the couch J Well, it’s most kind of 
you; and I really cant stand any longer. But I dont under- 
stand why Sagamore should have played such a trick on 
me. And, of course, on you too. 

Patricia returns to her chair, and resumes her knitting, 
sagamore [taking a chair next Patricia on her left] 
Well, the truth of the matter is that Blenderbland wont be 
reasonable; and I thought you two might help me to bring 
him to his senses. 

Adrian [ obstinately ] It’s no use, Sagamore. Two thou- 
sand five hundred. And costs. Not a penny less. 

sagamore. Too much. Ridiculous. A jury might give 
five hundred if there was a clear disablement from earn- 
ing, or if the defendant had done something really 
womanly, like throwing vitriol. But you are only a sleep- 
ing partner in the firm your father founded: you dont 
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really earn your Income, Besides, hang it all! a man accus- 
ing a woman of assault! 

alastair. Why didnt you give her a punch in the solar 
plexus? 

Adrian. Strike a woman! Impossible. 
alastair, Rot! If a woman starts fighting she must 
take what she gets and deserves. 

Patricia. Look at the marks she’s left on you, Mr. 
Blenderbland! You shouldnt have put up with it: it only 
encourages her. 

alastair. Search me for marks: you wont find any. 
Youd have found a big mark on her the first time she tried 
it on me. There was no second time. 

Adrian. Unfortunately I have neither your muscle nor 
your knowledge of how to punch. But I will take lessons 
when I get well. And she shall pay for them. Two thou- 
sand five hundred. And medical expenses. And costs. 

sagamore. And cab fare to the Cottage Hospital, I 
suppose. 

ADRIAN. No: I went in her own car. But now you re- 
mind me, I tipped the chauffeur. Now dont misunderstand 
me. It is not the money. But I wont be beaten by a woman. 
It’s a point of honor: of self-respect. 

sagamore. Yes; but how do you arrive at the figure? 
Why is your honor and self-respect worth two thousand 
five hundred pounds and not two thousand five hundred 

millions? , , 

Adrian* My brother got two thousand five hundred 
from the railway company when ail electric truck butted 
into him on the platform at Paddington. I will not let Epi- 
fania off with less. It was an unprovoked, brutal, cowardly 
assault. 

sagamore. Was it quite unprovoked? You will not get 
a jury to swallow that without a peck of salt? ^ t 
Adrian. I have told you over and over again that it was 
absolutely unprovoked. But the concussion from which I 

suffered obliterated all consciousness of what happened im- 
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mediately before the assault: the last thing I can recollect 
was a quite ordinary conversation about her father’s money. 

sagamore. So much the worse for you. She can accuse 
you of anything she Ekes. And remember: no man can get 
damages out of a British jury unless he goes into court as 
a moral man. 

Adrian. Do you suggest that I am not a moral man? 

sagamore. No; but Mrs Fitzfassenden’s counsel will 
if you take her into court. 

Adrian. Stuff! Would any jury believe that she and I 
were lovers on the strength of a sprained ankle, a dis- 
located knee, and a lump on my head the size of an ostrich’s 
egg? 

sagamore. The best of evidence against you. It’s only 
lovers that have lovers’ quarrels. And suppose she pleads 
self-defence against a criminal assault! 

Adrian. She dare not swear to such a lie. 

sagamore. How do you know it’s a lie? You don’t 
know what happened at the end. You had concussion of 
the brain. 

Adrian. Yes: after the assault. 

sagamore. But it obliterated your consciousness of 
what happened before the assault. How do you know what 
you did in those moments? 

Adrian. Look here. Are you my solicitor or hers? 

sagamore. Fate seems to have made me the solicitor 
of everybody in this case, If I am forced to throw up either 
her case or yours, I must throw up yours. How can I afford 
to lose a client with such an income and such a temper? 
Her tantrums are worth two or three thousand a year to 
any solicitor. 

adrian. Very well, Sagamore. You see my condition: 
you know that right and justice are on my side. I shall not 
forget this. 

The manager enters , looking very serious. 

the manager [to Alastak ] I am extremely sorry, sir. 
Mrs Fitzfassenden is downstairs with the Egyptian doctor. 
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I really did not expect her. 

la 1 1 fan i a | dashing into the room and addressing her- 
self fiercely to the mamger\ You have allowed my hus- 
band to bring a woman to my hotel and register her in my 
name. A ou are fired. | She is behind the couch and does not 
see Adrian. Sagamore rises]. 

the manager, I am sorry, madam: I did not know 
that the gentleman was your husband. However, you are 
always right. Do you wish me to go at once or to carry on 
until you have replaced me? 

epifania. I do not wish you to go at all: you are re- 
engaged. Throw them both out, instantly. 
alastair. Ha ha hal 

sagamore. Your manager cannot throw Alastair out: 
Alastair can throw all of us out, if it comes to that. As to 
Miss Smith, this is a licensed housej and she has as much 
right to be here as you or I. 

epifania. I will set fire to the hotel if necessary. [She 
sees Adrian |. Hallo! What is this? Adrian here too! What 
has happened to your head? What are those sticks for? 

| To the manager j Send the doctor here at once. [To 
Adrian \ Have you hurt yourself? 

'The manager hurries out , glad to escape from the 
melee. 

Adrian. Hurt myself! Hurt myself! ! 
epifania. Has he been run over? 

Adrian. This woman has half killed me; and she asks 
have I hurt myself! I fell down the whole flight of stairs. 
My ankle was sprained. My knee was twisted. The small 
bone of my leg was broken. I ricked my spine, I had to give 
them a subscription at the Cottage Hospital, where your 
man took me, I had to go from there to a nursing home: 
twelve guineas a week. I had to call in three Harley Street 
surgeons; and none of them knew anything about dislo- 
cated knees: they wanted to cut my knee open to see what 
was the matter with it. I had to take it to a bonesettef; and 
he charged me fifty guineas. 
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epifania. Well, why did you not walk downstairs 
properly? Were you drunk? 

Adrian [suffocating] I — 

sagamore [cutting in quickly] He declares that his in- 
juries were inflicted by you when you last met, Mrs Fitz- 
fassenden. 

epifania. By me! Am I a prizefighter? Am I a coal- 
heaver? 

Adrian. Both. 

sagamore. Do you deny that you assaulted him? 
epifania. Of course I deny it. Anything more mon- 
strous I never heard, What happened was that he insulted 
my father grossly, without the slightest provocation, at a 
moment when I had every reason to expect the utmost 
tenderness from him. The blood rushed to my head: the 
next thing I remember is that I was lying across the table, 
trembling, dying. The doctor who found me can tell you 
what my condition was. 

Adrian. I dont care what your condition was. What 
condition did your chauffeur find me in? 

sagamore. Then neither of you has the least notion of 
how this affair ended. 

Adrian. I have medical evidence. 
epifania. So have I. 

adrian. Well, we shall see. I am not going to be 
talked out of my case. 

epifania. What do you mean by your case? 
sagamore. He is talcing an action against you. 
epifania. An action! Very well: you know my invari- 
able rule. Fight him to the last ditch, no matter what it 
costs. Take him to the House of Lords if necessary. We 
shall see whose purse will hold out longest. I will not be 
blackmailed, 

Adrian. You think your father’s money places you 
above the law? 

epifania [■flushing] Again! 

She raises her fists. Alastair seizes her from behind and 
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whirls her away towards Sagamore; then 'places himself on 
guard between her and the couch , balancing his fist warn- 
ingly. 

alastair. Now! now! now! None of that. Toko, my 
girl, toko. 

sagamore. Toko! What is toko? 
a last air. She knows. Toko is an infallible medicine 
for calming the nerves. A punch in the solar plexus and % 
day in bed: thats toko. 

epifania. You are my witness, Mr Sagamore, how I 
go in fear of my husband’s brutal violence. He is stronger 
than I am: he can batter me, torture me, kill me. It is the 
last argument of the lower nature against the higher. My 
innocence is helpless. Do your worst., [ She sits down in 
Sagamore’s chair with great dignity] 

ai.astair. Quite safe now, ladies and gentlemen. [ He 
picks up his illustrated paper , and retires with it to one of 
the remoter tea-tables , where he sits down to read as 
quietly as may be J. 

aurian | to Epifania ] Now you know what I felt. It 
serves you right. 

epifania. Yes: go on. Insult me. Threaten me. Black- 
mail me. You can all do it with impunity now. 

sagamore [ behind her chair] Dont take it that way, 
Mrs Fitzfassenden. There is no question of blackmailing 
or insulting you. I only want to setde this business of Mr 
Blenderbland’s injuries before we go into the matrimonial 
question. 

epifania. I want to hear no more of Mr Blenderbland 
and his ridiculous injuries, 

sagamore. Do be a little reasonable, Mrs Fitzfassen- 
den. How are we to discuss the compensation due to Mr 
Blenderbland without mentioning his injuries? 

epifania. There is no compensation due to Mr Blend- 
erbland. He deserved what he got, whatever that was. 
sagamore. But he will take an action against you. 
epifania. Take one against him first. 
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sagamore, What for? 

epifania. For anything; only dont bother me about 
it. Claim twenty thousand pounds damages. I tell you I 
will not be blackmailed, 

Adrian. Neither will 1. 1 am entitled to compensation 
and I mean to have it. 

sagamore [coming between them ] Steady! steady! 
please. I cannot advise either of you to go to law; but 
quite seriously, Mrs Fitzfassenden, Mr Blenderbland is 
entitled to some compensation. You can afford it. 

epifania. Mr Sagamore: a woman as rich as I am can- 
not afford anything. I have to fight to keep every penny I 
possess. Every beggar, every blackmailer, every swindler, 
every charity, every testimonial, every political cause, every 
league and brotherhood and sisterhood, every church and 
chapel, every institution of every kind on earth is busy 
from morning to night trying to bleed me to death. If I 
weaken for a moment, if I let a farthing go, I shall be 
destitute by the end of the month. I subscribe a guinea a 
year to the Income Tax Payers’ Defence League; but that 
is all: absolutely all. My standing instructions to you are 
to defend every action and to forestall every claim for 
damages by a counterclaim for ten times the amount. That 
is the only way in which 1 can write across the sky “Hands 
off My Money.” 

sagamore. Yousee, Mr Blenderbland, it’s no use. You 
must withdraw your threat of an action. 

Adrian. I wont. 

sagamore. You will. You must. Mrs Fitzfassenden: 
he can do nothing against you. Let me make an appeal on 
his behalf ad misericordiam. 

epifania [impatiently] Oh, we are wasting time; and 
I have more important business to settle. Give him a ten 
pound note and have done with it. 

Adrian, A ten pound note! ! ! 
sagamore [ remonstrant ] Oh, Mrs Fitzfassenden! 
epifania. Yes: a ten pound note. No man can refuse 
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a ten pound note if you crackle it under his nose. 

sagamore. But he wants two thousand five hundred. 

EPtrANiA [rising stupefied J Two thou— \She gasps], 

Adrian. Not a penny less. 

EPIVAN1A | going past Sagamore to the touch] Adrian, 
my child, I have underrated you. Your cheek, your glut- 
tony, your obstinacy impose respect on me. I threw a half 
baked gentleman downstairs; and my chauffeur picked 
him up on the mat a magnificently complete Skunk. 

Adrian | furious] Five thousand for that, Sagamore: 
do you hear? 

sagamore. Please! please! Do keep your temper. 

Adrian. Keep your own temper. Has she lamed you 
for life? Has she raised a bump on your head? Has she 
called you a skunk? 

sagamore. No; but she may at any moment. 

EI'II'Ania | flinging her arms round him with a whoop 
of delight | Ha ha! Ha ha! My Sagamore! My treasure! 
Shall L give him five thousand on condition that he turns 
it into a million in six months? 

Adrian. I will do what I like with it. I will have it 
unconditionally. 

sagamore | extricating himself gently from Epifania’s 
hug | Mr Blendcrbland: it is a mistake to go into court in 
the character of a man who has been called a skunk. It 
makes the jury sec you in that light from the start. It is 
also very difficult for a plaintiff to get sympathy in the 
character of a man who has been thrashed by a woman. If 
Mrs Fitzfassenden had stabbed you, or shot you, or poi- 
soned you, that would have been quite in order: your dig- 
nity would not have been compromised. But Mrs Fitzfas- 
senden knows better. She knows the privileges of her sex 
to a hair’s breadth and never oversteps them. She would 
come into court beautifully dressed and looking her best. 
No woman can be more ladylike — more feminine— 'When 
it is her cue to play the perfect lady. Long before we can 
get the case into the lists the bump on your head will have 
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subsided; your broken bone will have set; and the color 
will have come back to your cheeks, Unless you can pro- 
voke Mrs Fitzfassenden to assault you again the day be- 
fore the trial — and she is far too clever for that — the 
chances are a million to one against you. 

alastair [rising and coming from the other end of the 
room ] That is so, Blenderbiand. You havent a dog’s 
chance. Next time you see her fist coming in your direc- 
tion, duck and counter. If you dont get that satisfaction you 
wont get any. [He sits down next Patricia, on her right']. 

Patricia. Yes, Mr Blenderbiand: Alastair’s right. Ask 
her nicely, and perhaps she’ll pay your expenses. 

Adrian | sitting up and taking his head in his hands, 
shaken, almost lachrymose ] Is there any justice for a man 
against a woman? 

sagamore [sitting beside him to console him ] Believe 
me: no. Not against a millionairess. 

epifania. And what justice is there for a millionairess, 
I should like to know? 

sagamore. In the courts — 
epifania. I am not thinking of the courts: there is little 
justice there for anybody. My millions are in themselves 
an injustice. I speak of the justice of heaven. 

alastair. Oh Lord] Now we’re for it. [He deliber- 
ately puts his arm round Patricia’s waist \ , 

epifania. Alastair: how can you jeer at me? Is it just 
that I, because I am a millionairess, cannot keep my hus- 
band, cannot keep even a lover, cannot keep anything but 
my^ money? There you sit before my very eyes, snuggling 
up to that insignificant little nothingness who cannot afford 
to pay for her own stockings; and you are happy and she 
is happy, [She turns to Adrian] Here is this suit of clothes 
on two sticks. What does it contain? 

Adrian [ broken ] Let me alone, will you? 

' epifania. Something that once resembled a man, 
something that liked lending me five pound notes and 
never asked me to repay them. Why? Kindness to me? 
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Love of me? No: the swank of a poor man lending to a 
millionairess. In my divine wrath I smashed him as a child 
smashes a disappointing toy; and when he was beaten down 
to his real self I found I was not a woman to him but a 
bank account with a good cook. 

Patricia. Thats all very fine, deary; but the truth is 
that no one can live with you. 

epifania. And anyone can live with you. And appar- 
ently you can live with anybody, 

alastair. What Seedy says is God’s truth. Nobody 
could live with you, 

epifania. But why? Why? Why? 
sagamore. Do be reasonable, Mrs Fitzfassenden. Can 
one live with a tornado? with an earthquake? with an 
avalanche? 

epifania. Yes. Thousands of people live on the slopes 
of volcanoes, in the track of avalanches, on land thrown up 
only yesterday by earthquakes. But with a millionairess 
who can rise to her destiny and wield the power her money 
gives her, no. Well, be it so. I shall sit in my lonely house, 
and be myself, and pile up millions until I find a man good 
enough to be to me what Alastair is to Seedystockings. 
Patricia, Well, I hope you wont have to wait too long. 
epifania. 1 never wait. 1 march on; and when 1 come 
upon the things I need I grab them. I grabbed your Ala- 
stair. I find that he does not suit me: he beats me — 

alastair. In self-defence. I never raised a hand to you 
except in self-defence. 

epifania. Yes: you are like the great European 
Powers: you never fight except in self-defence. But you 
are two stone heavier than I; and I cannot keep my head 
at infighting as you can. You do not suit. I throw you to 
Greedy-Seedy-Stockings: you can punch her to your 
heart’s content, Mr Sagamore: arrange the divorce. 
Cruelty and adultery. 

Patricia. But I dont like this: it’s not fair to Alastair. 
Why is he to be divorced instead of you? 
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enfania. Mr Sagamore: take an art ion against Patricia 
Smith for alienating my husband's affections. Damages 
twenty thousand pounds. 

Patricia, Oh! Is such a thing possible, Mr Sagamore? 
sagamore. I am afraid it is, Miss Smith. Quite possible. 
Patricia. Well, my dear old father used to say that in 
the law courts there is only one way to beat the people 
who have unlimited money; and that is to have no money 
at all. You cant get twenty thousand out of me. And call 
it vanity if you will; but I should rather like the world to 
know that in my little way I was able to take the best and 
dearest man in England from the richest woman, 
epifania, Damn your dear old father! 
alastair [ laughing boisterously ) Ha ha! One for you, 
Eppy. [He kisses Patrick |. 

sagamore | smiting | I am afraid the laugh is with old 
Mr Smith, Mrs Fitafassendcn, Where there is nothing, the 
king loses his rights. 

epipania. Oh, I can hear no more of this. [ will not 
have my life dragged down to planes of vulgarity on 
which I cannot breathe. I will live in utter loneliness and 
keep myself sacred until l find the right man— the man 
who can stand with me on the utmost heights and not lose 
his head— the mate created for me in heaven. 1 Ie must be 
somewhere. 

the doctor [appearing at the door \ The manager 
says I am wanted here. Who wants me? 

epifania. 1 want you. Come here [she stretches out 
her hand to him imperiously J. 

the doctor [coming to her and feeling her pulse ] 
Something wrong with your blood pressure, eh? 
[Amazed] OooohU I have never felt such a pulse. It is 
like a slow sledge hammer, 

epifania, Well, is my pulse my fault? 

THE doctor. No. It is the will of Allah. All our 
pulses are part of the will of Allah, 

alastair. Look here, you know, Doc: that wont go 
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down in this country. We dont believe in Allah. 

the doctor. That does not disconcert Allah in the 
least, my friend. The pulse beats still, slow, strong. [To 
Epifania | You are a terrible woman; but I love your 
pulse. I have never felt anything like it before. 

Patricia. Well, just fancy that! He loves her pulse. 
the doctor, I am a doctor. Women as you fancy 
them are nothing to me but bundles of ailments. But the 
life! the pulse! is the heartbeat of Allah, save in Whom 
there is no majesty and no might. [He drops her hand]. 

epifania. My pulse will never change: this is the love 
I crave for, I will marry you. Mr Sagamore: see about a 
special licence the moment you have got rid of Alastair. 

the doctor. It is not possible. We are bound by our 
vows, 

epifania. Well, have I not passed your mother’s test? 
You shall have an accountant’s certificate. I learned in the 
first half hour of my search for employment that the living 
wage for a single woman is five shillings a week. Before 
the end of the week I had made enough to support me for 
a hundred years. I did it honestly and legitimately. I ex- 
plained the way in which it was done. 

the doctor. It was not the way of Allah, the Merci- 
ful, the Compassionate. Had you added a farthing an hour 
to the wages of those sweated women, that wicked business 
would have crashed on your head. You sold it to the man 
Superflew for the last penny of his savings; and the 
women still slave for him at one piastre an hour. 

epifania. You cannot change the market price of 
labor: not Allah himself can do that. But I came to this 
hotel as a scullery maid: the most incompetent scullery 
maid that ever broke a dinner service. 1 am now its owner; 
and there is no tuppence-hapeny an hour here. 

the doctor. The hotel looks well in photographs; 
and the wages you pay would be a fortune to a laborer on 
the Nile. But what of the old people whose natural home 
this place had become? the old man with his paralytic 
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stroke? the old woman gone mad? the cast out creatures in 
the workhouse? Was not this preying on the poverty of 
the poor? Shall I, the servant of Allah, live on such gains? 
Shall I, the healer, the helper, the guardian of life and 
the counsellor of health, unite with the exploiter of misery? 
epifania. I have to take the world as I find it. 
the doctor. The wrath of Allah shall overtake those 
who leave the world no better than they found it. 

epifania. I think Allah loves those who make money, 
sagamore. All the evidence is that way, certainly. 
the doctor. I do not see it so. I see that riches are a 
curse; poverty is a curse; only in the service of Allah is 
there justice, righteousness, and happiness. But all this 
talk is idle. This lady has easily fulfilled the condition 
imposed by my mother. But I have not fulfilled the con- 
dition imposed by the lady’s father. 

epifania. You need not trouble about that. The six 
months have not expired. I will shew you how to turn 
your hundred and fifty pounds into fifty thousand. 
the doctor. You cannot. It is gone. 
epifania. Oh, you cannot have spent it all : you who 
live like a mouse. There must be some of it left. 
the doctor. Not a penny. Not a piastre. Allah — 
epifania. Oh, bother Allah! What did you do with 
it? 

the doctor. Allah is never bothered. On that after- 
noon when you left me to earn your own living I called 
upon the Merciful, the Compassionate, to reveal to me 
whether you were not one of the strokes of his infinite 
humor. Then I sat down and took up a newspaper. And 
behold! a paragraph headed Wills and Bequests. I read 
a name that I cannot remember: Mrs Somebody of Clap- 
ham Park, one hundred and twentytwo thousand pounds. 
She had never done anything but live in Clapham Park; 
and she left £i 22,000. But what was the next name? It was 
that of the teacher who changed my whole life and gave me 
a new soul by opening the world of science to me. I was 
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his assistant for four years. He used to make his own ap- 
paratus for his experiments; and one day he needed a 
filament of metal that would resist a temperature that 
melted platinum like sealing wax. 

epifania. Buy his patent for me if it has not been 
snapped up, 

the doctor. He never took out a patent, He believed 
that knowledge is no man’s property. And he had neither 
time nor money to waste in patent offices. Millions have 
been made out of that discovery of his by people who care 
nothing about science and everything about money. He left 
four hundred pounds and a widow: the good woman who 
had been a second mother to me. A shilling a day for her 
at most: not even one piastre an hour. 

epieauia. That comes of marrying an incompetent 
dreamer. Are you going to beg for her? I warn you I am 
tired of destitute widows. I should be a beggar myself if I 
took them all on my shoulders. 

the doctor. Have no fear. The Merciful, the Com- 
passionate heard the prayer of the widow. Listen, I once 
cured a Prime Minister when he imagined himself to be 
ill. I went to him and told him that it was the will of 
Allah that the widow should have a civil list pension. She 
received it: a hundred pounds a year. I went to the great 
Metallurgical Trust which exploits his discovery, and 
told them that her poverty was a scandal in the face of 
Allah. They were rich and generous: they made a special 
issue of founders’ shares for her, worth three hundred a 
year to her. They called it letting her in on the ground 
floor. May her prayers win them favor from Him save in 
whom there is no might and no majesty! But all this took 
time. The illness, the nurse, the funeral, the disposal of 
the laboratory, the change to a cheaper lodging, had left 
her without a penny, though no doctor and no lawyer took 
a farthing, and the shopkeepers were patient; for the spirit 
of Allah worked more strongly upon them than on the 
British Treasury, which clamored for its little death duty. 
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Between the death and the pensions there was a gap ex- 
actly one hundred and fifty pounds wide. He who is just 
and exact supplied that sum by your chauffeur’s hands and 
by mine. It rejoiced my heart as money had never re- 
joiced it before. But instead of coming to you with fifty 
thousand pounds I am in arrear with my bill for my daily 
bread in your hotel, and am expecting every day to be told 
by your manager that this cannot go on: I must settle. 

alastair. Well, old man, you may not have done a 
lot for yourself; but you have done damned well for the 
widow. And you have escaped Eppy. She wont marry you 
with your pockets empty. 

epifania. Pray why? Fifty thousand pounds must 
have been made out of that discovery ten times over. The 
doctor, in putting my money into the widow’s necessary 
expenses, may be said to have made a retrospective in- 
vestment in the discovery. And he has shewn the greatest 
ability in the affair: has he not, Mr Sagamore? 

sagamore. Unquestionably. He has bowled out the 
Prime Minister. He has bowled out the Imperial Metal- 
lurgical Trust. He has settled the widow’s affairs to per- 
fection. 

the doctor. But not my own affairs. I am in debt for 
my food. 

epifania. Well, if you come to that, I am in debt for 
my food. I got a letter this morning from my purveyors to 
say that I have paid them nothing for two years, and unless 
I iet them have something on account they will be obliged 
to resort to the premises. 

the doctor. What does that mean? 
epifania. Sell my furniture. 
the doctor. You cannot sell mine, I am afraid. I have 
hardly any. 

blenders land. If you have a stick she will sell it. She 
is the meanest woman in England. 

epifania. That is why I am also the richest. Mr Saga- 
more: my mind is made up: I will marry this doctor, As- 
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certain his name and make the necessary arrangements. 

BT.ENDER.Bi.AND, You take care, doctor. She is unfaith- 
ful to her husband in wanting to marry you. She flirted 
with me: took me down the river and made me believe I 
was to be Alastair’s successor before ever she saw you. See 
what she has done to me! She will do it to you when the 
next man takes her fancy. 

the doctor [to Epifania] What have you to say to 
that? 

epifania. You must learn to take chances in this 
world. This disappointed philanderer tries to frighten you 
with my unfaithfulness. He has never been married: I 
have. And I tell you that in the very happiest marriages 
not a day passes without a thousand moments of unfaith- 
fulness. You begin by thinking you have only one husband: 
you find you have a dozen. There is a creature you hate 
and despise and are tied to for life; and before breakfast 
is over the fool says something nice and becomes a man 
whom you admire and lovej and between these extremes 
there are a thousand degrees with a different man and 
woman at each of them. A wife is all women to one man: 
she is everything that is devilish: the thorn in his flesh, 
the jealous termagant, the detective dogging all his move- 
ments, the nagger, the scolder, the worrier. He has only 
to tell her an affectionate lie and she is his comfort, his 
helper, at best his greatest treasure, at worst his trouble- 
some but beloved child. All wives are all these women in 
one, all husbands all these men in one. What do the un- 
married know of this infinitely dangerous heart tearing 
everchanging life of adventure that we call marriage? Face 
it as you would face a dangerous operation: have you not 
performed hundreds of them? 

the doctor. Of a surety there is no wit and no 
wisdom like that of a woman ensnaring the mate chosen 
for her by Allah. Yet I am very well as I am. Why 
should I change? I shall be very happy as an old bachelor. 

epifania [flinging out her wrist at him ] Can you feel 
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my pulse every day as an old bachelor? 

the doctor [ taking her wrist and mechanically tak- 
ing out his watch at the same time ] Ah! I had forgotten 
the pulse. One, two, three: it is irresistible: it is a pulse in 
a hundred thousand. I love it: I cannot give it up. 

blenderbland. You will regret it to the last day of 
your life. 

epifania. Mr Sagamore: you have your instructions. 

SAGAMORE [ boWs ]\ 

Patricia. Congratulations, darling. 
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